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A IS FOR ASSASSINS!

Amy shook her head slowly at the memory of that first collective smother.  Even now, it was hard to believe they had finished off every single man in the space of just a few minutes.  She remembered the way her own man had writhed and kicked; how he had clawed so desperately at her hips; how he had gushed across his belly at the moment of truth.  How he had squealed like a wounded beast,  with his nose buried deep in her hole…

She took a long breath.  That was then, and this was now.  She had been sorry for what she’d been forced to do.  She hoped it hadn’t hurt too much.  That he had felt some happiness at the end.  There were worse ways, surely, for a man to die, than lodged inside a woman’s crack?

Now they were creeping silently across the damp, uneven earth.   She-cats closing in on their prey…

The unsuspecting young man gazed out over the fields.  Amy saw him reach into his tunic and remove a locket.  Moonlight glinted on the burnished gold as he rolled it lightly in his hands.  He seemed to be studying a small photograph.  It crossed Amy’s mind that perhaps it was the young man’s girlfriend.  There was no way she could be sure, of course, but from the way he relaxed his shoulders and smiled she felt certain she was right.  

The realisation saddened her … because of what she knew they were about to do to him …

Distracted by his thoughts, the young man failed to spot a tell-tale shadow flit across the grass.  The outline of three naked women rising to their feet …

Mae was on him in a flash – her nimble frame moving snake-like through the air, coiling her legs around his midriff and her hands around his face.  The young man dropped the locket as he tumbled to the ground.  As he fell, Janet and Amy threw themselves across his body.  Janet secured his legs, while Amy sat astride his chest, pinning his hands to his sides.  It wasn’t how they’d meant to restrain him, but it didn’t matter.  He was down, flat on his back and unable to move or call for help.

Gazing into his pale blue eyes, Amy saw them bulge with fear.  The instant she had straddled him, Mae had withdrawn her legs.  Now they were wrapped around his chest, his head pinned tight against the Chinese girl’s bosom.  With the fingers of one hand, she had pinched his nostrils shut.  The other was clamped hard around his mouth, preventing him from shouting for help.  The tendons in his neck protruded like cords.  It was odd, thought Amy, to know that he was screaming his lungs out, yet no sound could escape.

Out of the corner of her eye, Amy saw a glint of metal, reached across and retrieved the fallen locket.  The face of a young, attractive girl smiled back at her.  Two hearts embossed on the lid – and the names Helga and Stefan engraved in each – confirmed her earlier suspicion.  The two were lovers … who would never see each other again.

Amy wondered what was going through the poor man’s mind.  He must be terrified, of course, horribly aware of what they were doing to him.  That there was no escape...  Her stomach churned as a silent tear fell from the corner of his eye.  Sorrow overwhelmed her as she leaned forward, the locket clutched in her hand.  She held it in front of his face, pressed her mouth against his ear and whispered gently, ‘We have to suffocate you.  I’m sorry.  Please forgive us.  My friend will make it quick, I promise…’

With her face pressed to his, she felt his fear, the tremble of his skin against hers as he continued to fight a battle he could never win.  ‘Imagine it’s Helga,’ she murmured, her breath warm against his face.  ‘Imagine it’s Helga holding on to you.  Smothering you with kindness.’

Reaching behind, Amy found the hardened bulge of the young man’s cock.  Sliding her hand beneath the waistband of his pants, she closed her fingers around his shaft and pumped him gently.  Breathing warmly into his ear, she said,  ‘Close your eyes and think of Helga.  Imagine it’s her hand on your cock giving you pleasure.  Think of her pussy.  Her lovely pink lips … the dribble of her juices in your mouth …’

Amy felt the young man’s penis tighten, then jump.  A moment later, wads of semen splashed freely through the air.  She felt his face twitch against hers and he finally went still.  Mae held on for another half a minute, to make certain her work was done.  Finally, she moved her hands away from his face, and shook her aching wrists.  Amy slid from the soldier’s chest as Janet released his legs…


THE HUNTRESS

(From When Women Hunt!)

The man watched, transfixed, as she rushed towards him.  He tried to stand up, but his bad leg gave way and he stumbled to his knees.  He made a second bid for freedom, but it was already too late.  Hanna crossed the ground between them in three long strides and threw herself forward.  She covered his stricken body with her own, her arms around his neck, her legs circling his midriff.

Locked together, the couple rolled around the forest floor; he struggling desperately to break free, she holding on for dear life, wearing him down, readying herself for the final attack.   A sharp flick of her hips and she had him on his stomach, her full weight bearing down now, pinning him flat.  With her hands around his throat, she pulled back on his head until he could hardly breathe and thought his neck would break.  ‘It is your time, man!’ she cried into his ear.  ‘You cannot escape!  Prepare to be conquered!’

He writhed uselessly, his penis scratching the ground beneath his belly.  He stiffened, in spite of himself, and gurgled horribly as she tightened her grip.  Releasing him quickly, Hanna jumped to her feet, seized hold of his shoulders and rolled him on to his back.  Allowing him no time to react, she dropped like a stone, legs either side of his chest, pinning him flat, his arms against his sides.

He screamed as she wriggled forward, the melon-pink gash of her cunt opening before his eyes.

‘By all the gods!’ he wept.  ‘Have mercy on me, mistress!’

The terror in his voice sliced through Hanna’s heart and she jerked to a halt.  She had meant to wrap her thighs around the man’s head, pull him to her cunt, and hold him tight.  But the tears in his eyes, and the way he shook so horribly beneath her, stayed her hand.   She was suddenly lost; torn between taking her prize without mercy, and setting him free.  

Maleene came round quickly and crouched beside her.  ‘What is it, daughter?’ she asked, resting a hand on the young woman’s shoulder.  Hanna looked into her mother’s eyes.  Beneath her the man still sobbed and shuddered like a child.   

‘He is so frightened, mother!’ she cried.  ‘Should I not spare this one and take another in his place?  One who does not fear the cunt?’

Maleene shook her head.  ‘All men fear the cunt,’ she replied.  ‘They know that once a woman has him in her grip they cannot escape. Remember, daughter – Nature gave us our holes to conquer men! We do the work of our goddess, Astrid, when we sit on a man’s face and subdue him with our living flesh.’

Another moan, more terrible than the first, broke from the back of the man’s throat.  ‘In pity’s name!’ he cried.  ‘Do not listen to her!  Do not sit on me, mistress, please!  I beg you!  Do not shame me with your womanhood!’

Maleene tightened her grip on the young woman’s shoulder.  ‘I, too, held back,’ she confessed, ‘when I straddled my first man.  He wept and blubbed, as does your man now, and begged me not to shame him with my hole.   But this is the way of the world.  Men were born to be subdued – and women to conquer.   Hold back now, my mother told me – as I tell you – and you will never subdue a man.  For the next man, too, will weep and beg you to spare him.  Where will it end?’

Hanna nodded, and her lips tightened.  ‘I understand.  Forgive me, mother, for my moment of weakness.’

The older woman smiled and stroked the side of her daughter’s face.  ‘Your tenderness does you credit,’ she told her.  ‘We conquer men – but we do not harm them…’

‘I will be ravished!’ yelled the man, wriggling even more furiously.  He kicked with his legs and very nearly unseated her.  ‘The women of your tribe will fuck me and sit on me!   Then sell me into slavery!’

Blotting out his dreadful screams, Hanna turned towards him again,  a determined look in her eyes.  ‘Mother,’  she said in a quiet voice. ‘Will you hold his legs fast so he cannot move?’

‘Of course,’ said Maleene, immediately locking her powerful hands around the young man’s ankles.  ‘It will be an honour to assist you in your conquest.’

The man jerked again, but this time he was barely able to move, pinned as he now was by two women.

‘Prepare yourself, man,’ said Hanna, reaching forward.  ‘My pussy comes for you…’

‘In heaven’s name, no!’ he screamed.  ‘Oh, save me someone!  Save me someone, please!’

He tried desperately to turn his head away, but she held on tightly with her thighs, allowing him no chance of escape.   Her tummy shaking with excitement, she clawed her fingers through his hair, took a firm grip and pulled him towards her.  His eyes blazed open, focusing hard on the slit of her womanhood.  ‘No, no, no!  Please, nooooo!’ he screamed as he dragged him into her cunt, her fleshy panels opening around his nose, sucking him home.  Behind her, Maleene held on for dear life, struggling to restrain the man as he kicked and jerked between her daughter’s legs.

Gazing down, Hanna was forced to steel herself again, for though the man’s nose and mouth were locked inside her powerful lips, his eyes were not – and they stared up at her, two frightened blue circles, wet with tears.  She felt the thud of his breath against her vulva, and squirmed as her clit began to throb.  Pleasure rippled through her belly, and she was forced to bite down hard to contain the tide of delight that threatened to engulf her. 

She threw back her head and screamed at the forest roof.  ‘I am woman!’ she cried.  ‘I am woman!’  And then she came, flooding his face with her cum, wriggling hard over his nose and mouth, crushing her body onto his head, holding him impossibly tight as she spent herself freely in his mouth. Something hit the small of her back; several times in quick succession.  It was warm, wet and sticky and she realised, to her surprise, that the man had come, too, exploding strongly at the moment of truth.  

As the waves of pleasure turned into ripples and faded away, she collapsed, exhausted, falling forward onto her hands, the man’s head still trapped between her thighs.  She was hardly aware of her mother kneeling beside her, lifting her away from the man’s face.  She had rendered him unconscious but, in a little while, if she did not release him, Maleene knew the man would breathe his last.

‘How does it feel?’ her mother asked, once Hanna had recovered herself. ‘To have conquered your first man?’

Hanna let out a long, exhausted sigh and grinned.  ‘I had no idea,’ she admitted.  ‘No idea my pussy was so powerful.  The way he struggled … it gave me so much pleasure!’

‘More pleasure awaits you, daughter,’ said her mother.  ‘This man was your first conquest – but he will not be your last.’

Hanna looked over to the unconscious male, lying face up on the ground.  ‘Will he be all right?’ she asked with genuine concern.

‘Yes,’ her mother assured her quickly.  ‘Have no concerns.  These men are strong.  Though it takes only a short while to render one insensible, they can survive for several minutes deprived of breath.  He will recover, have no fear.’

‘What happens to him now?’ said Hanna.  ‘We cannot take him with us.’

‘We shall set a fire,’ her mother announced.  ‘The smoke will be a sign – and the Elders will send women to carry him back to the village.  Many shall feast on his cock tonight – and take his head between their legs, too.  But first,’ and here, to Hanna’s surprise,  she laughed out loud,   ‘another treat awaits him’.

Hanna frowned.  ‘I do not understand.  Another treat?’ she repeated.

‘You must help me bind him first,’ said her mother.  ‘There are vines in plenty hereabouts.  We must secure his arms and legs so he cannot move, however hard he tries.’

‘And then what?’ asked Hanna, still confused.

‘Then I shall sit on him,’ said Maleene. ‘Until he is rendered unconscious a second time.’

Hanna looked surprised.   ‘You will also take him to your cunt?’ 

Maleene shook her head.  ‘No,’ she replied.  ‘Only your cunt can master this man today – and those others whom we hope to capture.’

‘Then if not with your cunt,’ said Hanna, a little confused, ‘how shall the man be subdued?’

‘He shall suckle on my arse’s hole,’ said Maleene, ‘and feel the weight of a woman’s cheeks on his face’.  She smiled wickedly. ‘The first of many he will know today…’


WARRIOR WOMAN

(From When Women Hunt!)

As he ran his tongue along the line of her crack, Marcus D. felt his penis unfurl and harden once again.  The taste, touch and sight of her bare backside was exquisite and, as he closed his eyes and thought of the pleasures to come, he felt a familiar twitch of delight in his groin.  Looking up briefly, he addressed Philea.  ‘At some point she will open,’ he said, ‘and I will have access to her precious jewel.  When that time comes, you must take a firm grip on both her cheeks and hold them apart.’

‘I understand, praetor,’ she replied.

‘It is only a matter of time,’ he continued. ‘Then truly shall the gates of paradise open to me.’

Returning his attention to Camilla’s arse, he lapped up and down,  sniffing at her flesh.  She redoubled her efforts to keep him out, but she was tiring now, and the strain on her muscles began to take its toll.   

When the end came, it came quickly.  He felt her weaken and her flesh relax.  Philea felt it, too, and dug her fingers into the crack, forcing the woman’s cheeks apart.  The instant he caught sight of her anus, Marcus D. let out a childish squeal of delight.  Camilla tried to close her buttocks again, but it was too late.  Philea’s grip was too strong, and Camilla too weak.   Broken at last, she wept as a thud of warm air struck her hole.

‘You filthy Roman bastards!’ she wailed. ‘You are scum!  All of you!’

‘Your hole is exquisite,’ he informed her, unable to tear his eyes from its dark, mysterious hinterland.  ‘There are little hairs around the rim and they twinkle with dew.’

‘You will rot in hell for this!’ cried Camilla.  

‘I shall honour you with a lover’s kiss,’ he whispered crudely.

Camilla’s body tightened.   ‘It is my secret place!’ she cried.  ‘By all that is sacred, do not abuse me so!’

‘It is not abuse,’ he replied, ‘but an act of worship…’

‘Do not touch my hole, you Roman swine!’

Ignoring her protests, he pressed his nose to the well and sniffed deeply.  ‘Your scent is divine,’ he murmured. ‘I am in paradise!’

‘I will kill you for this!’ she screamed.

‘If it is with your little hole, then I will die a happy man,’ he responded, extending his tongue quickly and probing her well.  In spite of her shackles, the men who held her down and Philea sitting on her back, Camilla jerked strongly.  She felt sick to her stomach; tears broke from her eyes and she wept freely.

‘I am dishonoured!’ she cried. ‘I am dishonoured!’

Marcus D. ignored her feeble protests and continued lapping at the arsehole, alternately circling the outer rim, then pushing in to the hole itself.  Camilla tried to clench her sphincter shut but, with her arse cheeks held firmly apart, she could not flex her inner muscles and all efforts to keep him out proved useless. She gave a wild, animal shriek as he finally pushed home, the tip of his tongue penetrating her passage.

‘Bastard Roman scum!’ she cried.  ‘Bastard! Bastard! Bastard!’

He continued lapping and probing for several minutes, while she, for her part, wriggled, wept and cursed him over and over again.  Finally, his cock now so hard he was in desperate need of fresh release, he pulled away, licking his lips and savouring her damp, earthy taste.

Falling back on to his heels, he beckoned Philea forward.  ‘On to your hands and knees, girl!’ he cried.  ‘I must take you like a beast in the field!’

Immediately, she swung round, bowed low and raised her bottom in the air.  The plump bulge of her cunt hung between her legs like a ripe fruit.  Above it, the darkened whorl of her anus caught his eye, the tight, delicious mouth puckered and ready.  For a moment he was almost tempted.  But it was her cunt he wanted just then; her arse would have to wait.

Addressing the guards, he yelled, ‘Hold the woman up again, so she may see me take my pleasure.   But keep her fast.  One slip and she will have your hearts for supper!’

The guards did as they were told, grabbing Camilla and wrestling her to her feet. Though she was strong, she was exhausted, too, and offered little resistance.   Staring down at him with undisguised contempt, she said, ‘You are no better than an animal!’

Marcus D. grinned broadly.  ‘You have excited me, woman!’ he cried.  ‘Your scent and taste are on me now.  I shall think of your arse as I fuck another’s cunt!’

And then, grabbing Philea by her shoulders, he leaned over her back, pulled her close and drove himself home, cleaving into her body in one smooth thrust.   Firmly lodged, he pumped her swiftly: in and out a dozen times in quick succession until finally he could take no more. Raising his head to the roof he let out a shrill, ecstatic cry as he came, scything back and forth as he emptied his cock into Philea’s womb.

Sated, he fell onto her back and lay there, exhausted, for almost a minute.   Recovering himself at last, he pulled out, got up and dropped onto his divan.  It was another minute before he spoke again.

‘I have a proposition for you,’ he said, addressing Camilla.

‘Go to hell!’ she spat, her face a picture of disgust.

‘In return,’ he continued, as if she had not spoken, ‘You will have your freedom.’

He saw surprise register in her face, then disbelief and finally anger.  

‘I give you my word,’ he said.  

‘Your word means nothing to me!’ she responded bitterly. 

‘I swear it on the life of my emperor,’ he declared.  ‘If I do not keep my promise, that is treason.  And I do not commit treason.’

Surprise registered itself a second time, but she said nothing.

‘Are you interested?’ he inquired.  ‘If not, then tell me so and our audience is at an end.  My offer will not be repeated.’

She mulled it over for several seconds.  He could see her puzzling things out, wondering what the catch might be.  He hoped, when he told her, that she would view it as a challenge to be met, not disregarded.

‘What is it you would have me do?’ she asked at last.

Marcus D. turned around, searching for his servant, Daemones.  At a snap from his fingers, the old man came running.  ‘The prisoner I asked you to send me.  Will he be long?’

Daemones shook his head briskly. ‘No, praetor.  He waits without.  I can have him brought in straightaway.’

Marcus D. gave a broad smile. ‘Do so,’ he instructed, and the old man hurried away.  He disappeared briefly, through an open doorway, and returned a few seconds later.  This time he was accompanied by two large guards, walking either side of a tall, shackled male.  He wore a woollen skirt, but was otherwise barefoot and naked. 

‘What is your name?’ said Marcus D., addressing the prisoner.

‘Lysiteles, praetor,’ replied the man, his head still bowed.

‘And your crime?’

‘A trifling one, praetor,’ he began.

‘I will be the judge of that,’ said Marcus D.  

‘It seems there was an error in my taxes.  An oversight –’  

‘You robbed the Emperor.  Enough!  Your sentence?’

‘Three years, praetor.’

‘And you have been here how long?’

‘Six months,’ he replied in a low voice.

‘Are you happy to remain with us for a few years longer?’

The man’s brows narrowed.  It was clear from his baffled look that he was unsure if this was a joke.  At last,  making up his mind that it was not, he said, ‘No, praetor.  I wish to go home to my family.  My wife and children struggle without me.’

Marcus D. gave a hollow laugh, then said,  ‘I have a proposition for you.’

‘Praetor?’

‘Accept my offer, succeed in what I ask, and I will set you free at once.’

A look of astonishment transformed the man’s face.  ‘Anything, praetor!’ he cried, falling to his knees and bowing his head.  ‘I thank you for your mercy!’

‘You have not heard my terms,’ said Marcus D.  ‘I was going to add, “Refuse and another ten years will be added to your time”.’

The man looked up, bewildered. ‘I will not refuse, praetor!  You have my word!’

‘As you have mine,’ said Marcus D, a cruel smile playing on his lips.   

Lysiteles shuddered.  There was something wrong here…  

‘Should you accept my offer, but fail – well, I am not a cruel man.  Your sentence will be shortened.  Shall we say, another six months and you may go home?’

Lysiteles frowned.   In the space of a few seconds, his hopes had not been dashed, but they had been restrained.  What exactly did Marcus D. require of him?  He wondered should he dare to ask, but dismissed the idea at once.  One did not speak to a man like the praetor, unless spoken to first.

While Lysiteles was puzzling this over, Marcus D. turned his attention to Camilla, who had remained silent throughout, as puzzled by this turn of events as was Lysiteles himself.  

‘Your position is slightly different,’ said Marcus D.  ‘Accept, succeed, and you will go free. Refuse, or fail, and you will be executed as an enemy of the Emperor.’

‘I have yet to hear your proposal,’ said Camilla defiantly.  ‘Perhaps, like the fool you are, you have already forgotten it yourself.’

Marcus D. grinned broadly.  ‘You have spirit!’ he cried.  ‘Perhaps I am making a mistake in offering you your freedom.   You would make a splendid concubine – once I have broken you with my cock.’

‘It is your cock that would be broken,’ cried Camilla, ‘if you ever bring the filthy thing near me!’

He smiled again and felt his penis stir.  Pulling up his skirt, he shamelessly displayed the shaft.  ‘See how you excite me!’ he cried.  ‘I have spent myself twice and yet you make me lust for more!’

Camilla sucked air noisily, and spat on the floor.

‘I know,’ he said, before she had a chance to speak. ‘I am a filthy Roman bastard.  Well, perhaps I am.  But I hold your future in my hands – both of you – whether you like it or not.’

Adjusting his position, he pulled down his skirt and sat up.  ‘Here is my offer to you both.  To win your freedom, you must battle each other in the arena tomorrow afternoon.  It will be a public display, to which all are invited, whether they be high or low.  The rules are simple.  For Lysiteles to triumph he must master the woman Camilla and spend himself inside her body.  Arse or cunt, it matters not –’

‘Ha!’ cried Camilla derisorily.  ‘So that is your game!  You would have me pinned on my back and plundered like a beast!  And how am I to win?  Must I fuck this man till he drops?  He is the winner  either way!’

‘You do not win by fucking him,’ said Marcus D. bluntly.   He paused, so his words might sink in slowly,  with all the force he could muster.  ‘You win by sitting on his face until he moves no more…’

‘No!’  It was Lysiteles who sprang forward first.  ‘This woman is a fighting soldier!  What if she overcomes me? I do not wish to end my days between a woman’s legs!  Smothered without mercy!’

Marcus D. shook his head. ‘Though I have no doubt this woman could smother a man as easily as she might squash a fly, this fight is not to the death.  She must render you insensible, no more.  I am not a cruel man…’

‘I will not do it,’ said Lysiteles.  ‘Sentence me to another ten years if you must.  I will not shame myself in front of this woman.  I do not wish to be smothered – whatever the cost!’

Marcus D. shrugged. ‘I cannot make you,’ he conceded, ‘if you are unwilling to enter the arena’.  Turning to Camilla, he said, ‘And what of you?  Would you do battle with this man if he were willing – to win your freedom?’

She was silent for almost half a minute, as if, even now, she could not decide.  Was the offer a true one – or some cunning form of treachery?   Finally, she took a deep breath and said, ‘I would be willing, yes. But he is not – and so the matter ends.’

Marcus D. clapped his hands together and let out a roar of delight.  ‘Excellent!’ he cried. Turning to Lysiteles, he said, ‘I forgot one point.  A trifling matter, but you will wish to hear it, I am sure.  Should you refuse, not only will your term be more than trebled – your family will be sent into exile – without a denarius to their name!’

‘No!’ cried Lysiteles, stumbling to his knees again, his hands clasped together, his eyes pleading.  ‘They will starve, praetor!  My wife, my children!  I beg you!’

‘It is not my doing,’ said Marcus D., leaning forward, steepling his fingers and staring Lysiteles full in the face.  ‘It is yours if you refuse to do battle with this woman.’

A long, dreadful silence followed.  It lasted only seconds, but to everyone involved it felt like minutes.  Finally, it was broken by a weak, tremulous voice. ‘Very well,’ said Lysiteles feebly. ‘I will do as you say.  I will wrestle with this woman in the arena.’

‘And will do your best to fuck her into defeat?’

Though still on his knees,  the man raised his head, a determined look on his face.  ‘I shall take her with my cock.  Hard and without mercy.  If that is what I must do to free myself and save my family from shame.’

‘And you?’ said Marcus D., addressing Camilla.  ‘Will you do battle with this man – and swear on your honour that you will smother him between your legs until he moves no more?’

Another silence – and then another calm, determined promise as she turned to face the man she was to fight.   ‘I will,’ she replied.  ‘My pussy is his mistress now.  He will not escape her vengeance!’

Marcus D. clapped his hands with delight.  ‘Excellent!’ he cried.  ‘Then we have ourselves a battle!’


THE TAKING

(From When Women Hunt!)

Layla’s man was dragged from his cage to huge applause from the villagers.  He clung desperately to the bars and it took three marshals to prise his fingers loose.  They hauled him into the centre of the ring, where two more women awaited them and forced him to his knees.

Standing several feet away, Shona turned to Layla and said, ‘See how the male trembles before us!  He is twice our size,  yet knows he cannot win!  That a mother and her daughter are coming for him – and mean to take him between their legs!’

Layla might have replied, but just then the Amazon marshal spoke up, addressing the crowd.

‘Women of Marrakee!’ she began.  ‘You are gathered here for the annual Taking.  When mother and daughter unite as one to conquer a common foe – and a girl embraces womanhood!’

A huge cheer went up, forcing the marshal to break off until the tumult died down.

‘All here know the sacred rituals.  This man will shortly be released.   The first mother will then enter the arena, and do battle with him, hand to hand until one of them is overcome.  If it is the mother, then both she and her daughter will carry the mark of shame with them for three years.   The man will be given his reward – and withdrawn from the fray.   Having taken his rest, another pair will be chosen and the man will do battle again, until he is finally overcome.’

Another cheer; another pause; and a loud, wailing cry from the man himself.  He tried to clamber to his feet, and it took all the women’s strength to hold him down.

The marshal resumed her speech.  ‘Should the man attempt to flee into the crowd, he must be driven back by any means.  Once out of the arena, all may use their cunts and arses on him!  For this is the Sacred Law and the Sacred Law must be obeyed.’

The marshal paused again, to allow the crowd, increasingly excited by now, to settle down.  It was almost half a minute before she was able to continue.

‘If the mother shall subdue the man, however, then her daughter shall come forward – and sit upon his head as Nature has ordained she should.   But though she mount him as a girl, she shall rise from him a woman!’

Another cheer; another pause; another wretched moan and struggle.   As the cries ebbed away,  the marshal turned to face Shona and said, ‘Are you ready to take this man in combat – and deliver him to your daughter?’

Shona nodded reverently.  ‘I am,’ she replied.

‘Then cast aside your cloak of modesty – and reveal yourself to him in all your glory!’

Immediately, Shona reached down, plucked at the hem of her tunic and dragged it up over her shoulders, throwing it to the ground.  Beneath the garment, she was naked and, as she stepped forward, her large gourd-like breasts parted a little and swayed from side to side.  Between her legs, a dark, bushy vee of hair snaked up towards her belly-button.

At the same time, the marshal moved behind the kneeling man, took hold of his head and wrenched it upright.  As he caught sight of Shona’s big, naked body coming towards him, he let out a dreadful scream, and the blood visibly drained from his face.

Still holding on to his head, the marshal cried out in a loud voice,  ‘Feast upon this woman’s nakedness – and know that she is coming for you!  Tremble at her approach and weep for yourself!  She is a mother – who will deliver you to her daughter.  You shall lie between both their legs before this day is over!’

Hardly were the final words out of the marshal’s mouth than she and the other women released him, and hurried into the crowd.  Now only two remained in the arena: Shona and her terrified opponent.

Fear lent him speed, and, despite his weight and size, he scrambled quickly to his feet.  Looking hurriedly from side to side, he made up his mind and ran towards one section of the crowd.  Almost at once, several women lifted up their skirts and showed him their pussies.  He stopped in his tracks, aware that even if he made it into the crowd, the women would abuse him dreadfully.

He turned back to face Shona.  He knew that he had only one hope, and a slim one at that.  He must defeat this woman bent on mounting him.  If he did not, she would deliver him to her waiting daughter.  Then heaven help him!


SMOTHER WISH

(From Fantasy Smother)

Jessica reached back, dug her fingers into her buttocks and opened up her arse. The rounded nub of her anus winked crudely in the half-light; the open maw of her cunt sparkled with dew. The man beneath her shifted nervously and a ragged blast of air warmed her crack.

Giles was one of her favourite clients. He was so easy to please. In three years, his routine had never varied. On the second Tuesday of each month he would arrive on foot, wearing that silly disguise of his: black wig, false beard and ancient, battered trilby hat. He was so cautious, terrified that someone he knew might spot him. 

Jessica would greet him at reception, her long blonde hair unfastened, cascading over wide alabaster shoulders. He liked the Roman look – he had told her that on his first visit and she was happy to comply: open sandals and buckled leggings; a simple white toga, slashed from shoulder to waist, exposing the huge melon of her left breast, and the pink acorn of a bone-hard nipple on which he sometimes liked to suckle before they began. It was really quite sweet.

She would lead him down to Dungeon Number Three: the one set aside for those with strong lungs, sturdy cheek-bones and a penchant for the pleasures of a woman’s arse.  A rectangular block was set into the floor, criss-crossed with a bewildering variety of long, leather straps. At the top end of the framework was a solid wooden board, about three feet high. At its base was a semi-circular opening, like the trap of a guillotine, just wide enough to squeeze a head through. The board was on hinges and could be swung up and to one side. Giles would lie on his back and Jessica would secure him with the straps. Then she would lock the board into place around his neck. He could move his head from side to side but was otherwise quite helpless.

The room was sound-proofed, so they could say what they liked. Jessica still recalled how excited Giles had become the first time she announced that he could scream the house down and no one would hear. 

‘You’re a silly boy, really,’ she had told him. ‘Letting a girl tie you up like this. She could do all sorts of naughty things to you. Really rude things. Anything at all, in fact. And you’d just have to take it.’

And from the way his cock had tightened against his belly, she knew that Giles was a man who would take almost anything she chose to offer.

And she had much to offer. She would whip him until his skin was raw, then cover him in oil and rub her naked body over his. She would lick him and tickle him, then beat him again. On other occasions, she would gag Giles with several pairs of her used knickers, step out of sight behind the board, straddle his cock and take him half a dozen times.  She enjoyed the ragged shudder of his hips each time he came; excited by the way he moaned his protests, begging her to stop, which she never did until she had drawn all the seed from his body. And then some more…

On other occasions she would masturbate him for anything up to an hour, always taking care to release his penis whenever it seemed he was about to foam.  She would vary the procedure, by stepping round to the front, squatting over his head,  and showing him her cunt.

‘Look how excited I am, Giles,’ she would giggle. ‘I’m so wet, if I sat on your face I think I could swallow you.’  And she would open herself up, pull at her flesh and let the smell of her sex wash over him.

‘Girls can do such wicked things to boys if they want,’ she would purr. And Giles would twist his head, grunt into the gag of her knickers and weep with despair.

But whatever else she did, their sessions always ended in the same way. As this one was ending now. 

Giles’s weakness was harmless enough and she was happy to indulge him. He wanted to be executed: to be facesat to death.  Not really, of course, that would have been stupid. He wanted the illusion; to be taken as far as humanly possible; to the point where his heart and lungs heaved in his chest and his head swam with fear. He had prepared a script; one which they both now knew by heart. It had become real. Almost too real. She enjoyed it as much as he did. Perhaps even more. It had surprised her.

She would untie him first. Giles liked to struggle during the ‘ceremony’, as he called it. The dividing board meant that he could kick and claw with total freedom, but with no chance at all of avoiding his fate. 

Jessica wore a special outfit for the grand finale: a long, sable-coloured gown, tied loosely at the neck; thick leather boots that climbed halfway up her thighs; a tiny thong that barely covered the indecent bulge of her vulva, held in place by little butterfly bows. And over her head she wore her hood of office: a black, satin mask, moulded tightly to her skin and fastened in a knot at the back. 

There were three other girls present now: tall, statuesque, tanned and naked. Giles paid a hefty premium for their all-too brief participation, but it added immeasurably to the pleasure of the moment. One held a drum and beat out a slow tattoo as Jessica approached. Another stood on the far side of the board, out of sight, and held his penis, coaxing the blood into his shaft and scratching lightly at his balls. It was her job to keep him in a state of permanent arousal; hard and excited, forever frustrated on the edge of release.

The third, a tall brunette, positioned herself nearby. Her breasts were large and heavy, with thick, bullet-shaped nipples. Her legs were long and muscular and between her thighs a dark, luxuriant jungle of hair snaked upwards and outwards across her belly. 

Today had been just like all the others ...

Jessica stepped forward, and unfurled a paper scroll. 

‘Giles Tremaine,’ she intoned gravely. ‘You have been sentenced to Death by Queening.  I am here to carry out that sentence...’ 


HOSTAGE SMOTHER

(From Fantasy Smother)

When Jackie stepped back into the cell, Laura rushed forward and embraced her mother warmly.

‘It’s all right,’ said Jackie.  ‘Nothing’s happened to me.  I’m fine.  Don’t worry.’

Laura stepped back.  ‘Nothing happened?’ she repeated.  ‘But I don’t understand.  That horrible man, I thought he was going to … I thought he was going to do terrible things to you.’

Jackie shook her head.  ‘It’s not him who’s going to do something terrible,’ she said.  ‘It’s me…’

‘What do you mean?’ asked Laura, confused.

‘Sit down,’ said Jackie.  ‘Let me explain.  It’s important you know what’s going on out there, so you know I’m OK.  That nothing bad is happening.  Not to me, at any rate.’

Laura did as Jackie asked, perching on a chair opposite her mother.

Jackie took a deep breath, and plunged straight in.   ‘There’s another man out there, his name is Peter.  He’s not an accomplice, he’s someone who crossed Alan.   Alan was going to kill him at first.  But then he had a better idea.  Better from his point of view, at least.’

‘Surely anything is better than killing someone,’ said Laura.  

Jackie shrugged.  ‘Yes, I suppose it is.  Then again…’  She ran a hand through her long, auburn hair.  ‘Alan is a fetishist.  There’s something he likes to do, something he likes to see being done.  Done to other men…’

Laura’s face clouded over; a look of alarm creased her features.  She looked as if she might speak, but she bit her lip instead and waited for her mother to continue.

‘Alan likes to have women … he likes …’  Jackie was struggling to get it all out.  With a desperate effort, she continued, ‘He likes to have women take off their panties and sit on his face…’

‘Oh, my God,’ whispered Laura.  ‘He wants you to queen him!’

Jackie frowned.  ‘Is that what they call it?  I didn’t know.  I didn’t realise people did this sort of thing.   I suppose I should have, but I didn’t.’

‘You can’t do it, mum!’ cried Jackie.  ‘It’s not right!  Please!’

‘I don’t have any choice, Laura.  If I don’t do what he says, he may kill you!’

‘Then let me do it.  Let me take off my pants and sit on his face.  I’m stronger than you.   If I can get him between my legs, I may be able to keep him there.  What if he can’t shift me?  I might be able to smother him out!’

Jackie shook her head.  ‘It’s not him I’m going to sit on,’ she explained.  ‘If it were that easy, don’t you think I’d have thought of it?  Let’s face it, you may be stronger, but my arse is twice the size of yours.  If I could get on top of him, I wouldn’t let the bastard up for air, however much he struggled.’

‘I don’t understand,’ said Laura.  ‘I mean, you said he’s into facesitting, so why isn’t he…’ and then her voice trailed off.  She suddenly remembered what her mother had said.  ‘Oh, my God,’ she whispered.  ‘He wants you to bum-smother that other man!’

Jackie nodded.  ‘Yes.  He’s got him tied up out there, naked, strapped to a bench.  He’s taped up his mouth so he can’t scream for mercy.  Or bite when I sit on him.  All I have to do is cover his nose and he won’t be able to breathe.  He wants me to make him suffer.  He wants me to pretend I’m … I’m going to smother him to death…’


SMOTHER ROOM

(From Fantasy Smother)

Dr Hale leaned over, and, still gripping Donald’s cock in her hand, opened her mouth and fed his length inside.  She hollowed her cheeks and sucked on him for half a minute.  Releasing his member, she studied it for several seconds, peeling back the foreskin and sniffing at his glans.

‘No sign of pre-cum,’ she remarked, ‘but he is a little harder.’  Lifting up her skirt, she pulled down her knickers to reveal a thick, hairy bush.  Handing her panties to the other woman, she hoisted herself onto the bed, threw one leg across Donald’s chest and shuffled back until she was directly over his face.

‘Would you open up my cheeks?’ she asked.  ‘Let’s see how he reacts to a woman’s bum-hole.’

‘Of course,’ said Matron, reaching out and peeling apart the doctor’s large round buttocks.   Her crack was long and deep, the lips of her anus shrouded in a matt of thick, wiry hair.

‘Ease me back’, said Dr Hale, ‘and position my hole directly against his nose.’

Matron did as she was asked, the procedure a familiar one in cases such as this.  Once properly in place,  Dr Hale reached between her own legs, found the patient’s mouth, and drew it open very gently.  Then, with deliberate care, she lowered her pussy past his lips, until she was securely lodged inside him.  Only then did she straighten her back and bring her full weight to bear over the man’s head.

For several seconds, nothing happened. Then, almost imperceptibly at first, but more obvious as the seconds passed, his penis began to stiffen and grow.

‘He’s coming round!’ cried Matron.  ‘We’ll need some milking nurses!’

Dr Hale immediately rose, hoisting herself free, and jumping to the floor.   Matron was already stabbing at her pager, summoning help.    Dragging Dr Hale’s tiny cotton pants from her pocket, she handed them back.

‘Thank you,’ said the doctor, pulling her knickers on quickly.  ‘Using my arse was a mistake.  I didn’t think he’d react so strongly to being trapped inside my crack.  If he gets another sniff of my hole, heaven knows what he might do!’


BARED FOR BATTLE!

Yarna strode up and down the ragged line, studying her warriors’ keen, expectant faces.  

‘For many of you,’ she reminded them, ‘this will be your first taste of war;  the first time you have wrestled with a man in open combat.’

A murmur of anticipation rippled through the women’s ranks.    Yarna could sense their excitement.    Though it was many years ago now, she still recalled the first time she had wrestled with a foe; that heady mix of thrill and fear as she had laboured to defeat him with her body.  How his terror had visibly grown as she slowly wore him down.  

‘Your enemy will battle hard,’ she warned her soldiers.  ‘Once you have conquered him with your cunt,  a man is without honour and must submit to you forever.  Rest assured, he will not accept this fate without a struggle.’

She broke off abruptly,  and turned her attention to a low, wooden cage a few yards away.   Two soldiers, bare-breasted, and,  like every other woman present, clad only in calf-length boots and small, leather loin-cloths,  stood guard at either side.   At a curt nod from Yarna, they threw open a barred door, reached inside and dragged out the occupant.

A loud gasp went up as the man emerged.  He was big for his species – a fraction over four feet tall – his barrel chest muscular and hairy.    The two guards towered over him, as did all the other women, who now came in a little closer,  eager for a better view.      

With some difficulty, they steered the prisoner forward,  and forced him to the ground.  One guard straddled his shoulders,   her big thighs either side of his neck,  pinning his head down.

‘You have all prepared for this day,’ said Yarna,  addressing her troops, ‘and are keen to take a man between your legs.   Before you go into battle, however, it is well for you to see your enemy in action.’

Addressing the guard who was straddling the prisoner, Yarna said, ‘I am ready for the fight.  Release the man!’

Immediately, the woman stepped back, and the prisoner stumbled forward, his head still bowed, his hands clasped together, as if in prayer.  ‘Please!’ he cried, shaking violently.  ‘Do not harm me, I beg you!’

Yarna turned towards her soldiers and grinned broadly.  ‘See how frightened he is!   Like all his kind, he fears a woman’s secret places.’

Clamping one hand firmly to her covered cunt, and the other to her rear, she cried,   ‘Our sacred holes are the weapons we carry into battle.  The sword and shield with which we strike terror into the enemy’s heart!’

Turning her attention back to her cowering opponent,  she said,    ‘Have you no shame?  To weep so openly before my sisters?   I should let them all sit on you!’

The prisoner gazed up at her, his hands still locked together, his eyes pleading.  

‘I am a man!’ he cried.  ‘I beg you – do not take me between your legs!’

Yarna threw him a look of utter contempt.  Reaching for the bow of her loin-cloth, she tugged the ribbons apart, sending the squares of leather tumbling to the ground.  Beneath the cloth, her sex bulged like a hairy peach of swollen flesh: hot, throbbing and matted with thick wiry curls.  

Immediately, the man fell on to his haunches, and the blood drained from his face.

‘By all that is sacred!’ he screamed.  ‘Have mercy on me!’

Yarna drove her fingers into the thick bush of her cunt, peeling her swollen lips apart, exposing the long, tender trench of her vagina.  

‘Woman was born to rule!’ she cried.  ‘And given a cunt with which to master man!   Prepare to be subdued – as Nature and our gods intended!’

‘I submit!’ cried the man,  plunging his head low, burying his face in the earth, and sobbing into the ground.   ‘You do not need to conquer me!  I yield to your womanhood!  You are my mistress!  I am your servant now!’

Lunging forward, her face flushed with rage, Yarna reached out, took hold of the man’s hair and tugged his face upright, staring into his small, terrified eyes.  

‘You are without honour!’ she sneered bitterly, leaning forward, her breath warm and rapid on his skin.   ‘My cunt conquers warriors not cowards!’  Then, lowering her voice to a whisper, she said, ‘You are not worthy to suckle on a woman’s pussy.   My arse shall be your mistress now!’

The man flew back, his arms across his face, his legs twisting awkwardly beneath him.  Yarna turned to address the soldiers she would shortly lead into battle.  

‘Remember this,’ she told them.  ‘He who has the courage to fight you fairly, you must conquer with your cunt!  But he who hides or runs away – that man’s face you shall straddle with your arse!’ 

Spinning round, she approached the prisoner with fresh resolve, her face stern and pitiless.  ‘Prepare to be smothered!’ she cried, reaching down, seizing him by the shoulders and tossing him on to his back.

The man threw himself sideways,  scrambling crab-like across the ground in a desperate bid to escape.   Yarna snorted with derision, and flung herself on top of him, as if she were a tigress trapping prey.  She wrapped her arms and legs around his torso,  drawing cheers of support from her soldiers.   With one arm across his neck, and the other at his midriff,  she reached down and closed a long, powerful hand around his shaft.   He shrieked and bucked as she pumped him quickly, exciting him against his will.

‘Do not milk me!’ he cried.  ‘Not in front of your women!  You will shame me!  Please, no!  I beg you – noooo!’

Yarna pressed her lips to his ear and whispered in a low growl, ‘I shall spill your seed on the ground!   And milk you as I would a cow in the field!’

The prisoner arched his back and kicked.  But there was no escape, and he knew it.   Yet if he thought his fate could be no worse, her next words chilled him to the core.

‘My arse is coming for you, man!    Prepare to suckle on its little mouth!’

He arched again, more powerfully than before, terror lending him strength.  But every effort was in vain.   Yarna was too strong for him.   She smelt his fear and it heightened her resolve.  Holding on tight, she drove her fist up and down his stumpy shaft,  arousing him further,  confusing his mind with pleasure.

Excited by the way he struggled, several of Yarna’s soldiers turned their backs on the man, bent low, parted their buttocks and wriggled their arseholes at him.

‘See their little mouths!’ cried Yarna happily, clawing his head back, and forcing him to look at their bottoms.  ‘Soon each will conquer a man in battle.  Just as my hole now conquers you!’

‘I beg you, mistress!’ he wept.  The words were forced from the back of his throat, for the arm around his neck had all but closed his windpipe.  His head had begun to spin, and he felt horribly weak.    ‘I beg you, do not take me to your bottom!’

Again, she pressed her mouth close to his ear.  ‘Your time has come,’ she whispered coldly.  ‘Prepare yourself…’

Yarna tightened her grip, stifling the flow of blood to his head.   The prisoner struggled for breath, and his strength began to fade.   Suddenly she released him, and hurled him onto his back.    In one smooth movement,  she swung a leg across his chest and settled herself over his head.  Reaching back, she took hold of her arse-cheeks and opened herself up.   The man stared blindly into her anal chasm, his gaze locked on the dark, wrinkled crater of her anus.

‘In heaven’s name,’ he muttered.  ‘In heaven’s name, won’t someone help me?!’

‘No one can help you now!’ said Yarna.  ‘My arse must claim its prize!’


DEVIL QUEEN

(From Chapter One)

The four young scouts clashed tankards loudly, raising a toast to their Queen.    Anya giggled, aware she had drunk too much.  Venyn slumped into her chair, raised her head to the ceiling and belched.  She was tired, as they all were,  having ridden for many days.  This inn had been their first civilised stopping point since leaving Feldore almost a week ago.  

Gellyn downed the rest of her ale, licked her lips and cast a keen, probing eye around the room.  Her sister, Roseene, scanned every nook and cranny, in the hope of spotting a man able to satisfy the need between her legs; a need that had grown more urgent these past few hours.  Finally, she nudged her sister and said, ‘What say you to the lad over there?’

The younger woman grinned.  She had been eyeing the muscular, blond waiter for several minutes.  He was by far the most presentable male in this flea-ridden hole.  ‘He was born to be fucked,’ she replied.  ‘One more drink and I may take him where he stands.’

Roseene returned Gellyn’s smile warmly.  ‘Let us ride him as only sisters can,’ she responded.  ‘One on his head and one on his shaft till we have milked him dry.  And ourselves, too.’

Anya leaned into the group, her short dark hair a vivid contrast to the sisters’ long, strawberry manes.   ‘Do not be greedy,’ she giggled.  ‘A man like that must be shared by all.’

‘He seems sturdy enough,’ agreed Roseene.  ‘But does he have the balls to serve four cunts?’

‘There is but one way to find out,’ said Venyn sharply, breaking into the conversation for the first time.  She raised an arm and snapped her fingers.  ‘You,  boy!’ she yelled.  ‘Our jug is empty!   Tankards here unless you seek a thrashing!’

Though he was in the middle of serving two other customers, Lorcan knew the livery of Dorian scouts when he saw it, and the insignia of a captain burned into the arm of the woman who gestured at him.  He broke off from what he was doing and hurried across the room, bowing his head when he reached their table.

‘How may I serve?’ he inquired, without raising his eyes.  

‘We hope in many ways,’ said Venyn, reaching out and cupping the waiter’s buttocks through his thin, cotton skirt.  Her other hand slipped beneath the hem at the front and closed around the balls of his cock.   She let out a satisfied whistle.  ‘You are heavy with seed,’ she announced.  ‘How long since you were last milked?’

Lorcan winced, and the muscles in his throat constricted.  ‘A week,’ he answered, blushing.  

Venyn stared up at him, genuinely surprised.  ‘Look at me,’ she said, and he raised his eyes at once.   ‘Do you not have a Mistress, boy?  Are you not milked every day?’

‘My Mistress is away for a week,’ answered Lorcan.  ‘She returns tomorrow evening.  She will milk me, then, and give me my relief.’

‘You shall have relief sooner than that,’ promised Venyn,  removing her hand from his balls and sliding up his cock.  She felt it stiffen at her touch and watched it poke against the thin cotton of his skirt.  The young man shifted awkwardly, aware that his excitement was obvious.  Venyn ignored his embarrassment and began to pump gently until he was fully erect.  Only then did she remove her fingers from around his cock, though she continued to cup his muscular arse-cheeks with her other hand.

‘Could you serve the four of us in turn?’ she asked him slyly.

‘What drinks had you in mind?’ he replied in a hesitant voice.

Venyn’s eyes narrowed.   ‘I think you know the service of which I speak,’ she said,  her fingers now straying into his crack.   

The young man shivered, but stood his ground.  He knew better than to offer resistance when a captain of the Dorian guard addressed him.    Besides, he knew the law as well as they did.   He was owned by a Mistress.  Only she could give permission for others to use him;   and she could not, for she was away, so he was safe.

A tense silence lasted for several seconds.  Finally, Venyn relaxed her grip, and withdrew her hand.  ‘Bring us more drink,’ she commanded, and smiled as he hurried away.

Anya sighed.  ‘A pity,’ she said. ‘I would love to ride his cock.  I warrant he could last for many hours.’

‘I’m sure he will,’ said Venyn.  ‘His manhood is too good to waste.  He shall lie between our legs and give us pleasure.’

‘But, his Mistress…’ began Roseene, only to be stayed by a wave of Venyn’s hand.

‘We shall be gone before his Mistress returns, and in any case it will be our word against his,’ said Venyn.  ‘Even so…’

‘Yes?’ said Gellyn, who had been quiet up to now. 

Venyn smiled.  ‘It is foolish to take risks.   When we have had our pleasure with him, you three shall hold him down, and my arse will ensure his silence forever.’

‘He is big,’ said Anya.  ‘He will struggle.  There may be noise.’

Venyn shrugged.   ‘There is always noise,’ she said.   ‘And there is always struggle.  But no man has yet shifted me from the saddle, and no man ever shall.’

Lorcan returned with their drinks, set them down, accepted payment and retreated as fast as he could.  Venyn watched him rush away, almost able to smell his fear.  She smiled, then raised her mug.  ‘To pleasure,’ she announced.  ‘And the power of our warrior cunts!’


(From Chapter Five)

From the cover of the trees, Venyn and the others watched with growing concern.   

‘He has thrown himself at her feet,’ said Anya.  ‘He might as well beg her to sit on his face now and finish him off.  See how she holds herself.   She has made up her mind to have him.’

Anya was right.  Before the others had a chance to respond, the northern woman reached for the bow that held her leather thong in place.

‘See!’ cried Anya triumphantly.  ‘She is undoing herself.  She means to take him to her cunt!’

Back on the beach,  Heldar addressed Lorcan in a clear, threatening voice.  ‘Look at me, man,’ she told him, unfastening the small, butterfly bow over her left hip.   

Lorcan raised his eyes as the short, leather skirt fell away.  He saw at once the broad, hairy vee of her crotch, and the deep, shiny trench of her cunt.  Her labia were unnaturally plump; much fatter than those of either his Mistress or the Royal scouts who had so recently abused him.

‘I beg you, Mistress, no!’ he wailed, though secretly he longed for her to hurl him on his back, straddle his face and smother him with her flesh.    A madness had overtaken him since being raped by the scouts.  From the time of his first vision, he had become a changed man.   A demon within had been unleashed.  He lived now for the taste of cunt and arse, happy to endure any amount of suffering if he could worship at a woman’s holes.

As his excitement grew, and his penis unfurled to its full length, Lorcan dreamed not only of the suffocation he would endure between her legs, but of the moment he would upend her, throw her onto her belly and take her from behind, cleaving deep into her arse.

But now was the time for surprise and struggle.  ‘Please, Mistress!’ he cried. ‘What are you doing?  I don’t understand!’

Heldar advanced on him, smiling broadly.  A pleasure had welled up between her legs; the pleasure she always felt as she prepared to mount a terrified, unwilling man.  ‘There is no escape!’ she cried.  ‘Prepare for suffocation!’

She took hold of his shoulders, whirled him round and upended him swiftly, throwing Lorcan on to his back.  With lightning speed, she dropped onto his chest, her big, meaty thighs either side of his body, pinning his arms to his sides.

‘You are my man, now!’ she cried.   ‘And my cunt shall do battle with your head!’

‘Noooo!’ he screamed, as she came over his face, reaching down, taking hold of his hair, dragging his head into her fat, hairy trench.   His nose and mouth vanished into her slit, depriving him of air as she pulled him hard against her cunt.   He wriggled furiously, fighting to shift her, yet holding back a little, for he did not, as yet, wish her to know how strong he was.

From the safety of the bushes, Venyn and the others watched the battle unfold.

‘She has him in her grip,’ observed Roseene.  ‘She will smother him for certain, now.  We must act!’

Venyn placed a restraining hand on her companion’s arm.  ‘Not yet,’ she counselled.  ‘She would see us approach and snap his neck for sure.  It has only been a minute.  She will rise soon, I know she will!’

‘But what if she does not?’ said Gellyn.  ‘What if she goes for the quick kill?  I see him wriggling, but he cannot shift her.  She is too strong for him.’

‘He will not die between her legs!’ said Venyn fiercely.  ‘Of this I am sure.  Nor will she end it quickly.  She will toy with him.  She will weaken him with her cunt, then finish him off with her arse.  That is when we strike – when she has presented her bare backside to him!’

The others were not convinced, but they stayed their hand.  Venyn was right, there was nothing they could do to help Lorcan now.  This was his battle.  Only he could shift the woman from his face.  

Back on the beach, Heldar felt arousal gnawing at her belly.  She had been sitting on the young man’s head for almost two minutes and he had struggled throughout.  Often a man would lie still, conserving both his strength and air.  This one had fought from the start, but he had little strength and at no time had he threatened to shift her.   But Heldar was not frustrated.  On the contrary, she had become greatly excited, for if there was one thing she loved above all else, it was the feel of a man wriggling for his life between her legs.

Though she had planned to finish him off quickly, there was something about this man that stayed her hand.   He was a fighter. Not strong enough to throw her off, but strong enough to excite her as he struggled.  She would make this battle last a little longer, she decided, and, judging that he was almost out of breath, she rose from the saddle of his face and allowed him to take a few precious gasps of air.   

Almost immediately, she lowered herself again, wrapping her thighs around his head, locking her flesh to his.  The struggle began afresh, and with renewed vigour,  For, though she held on more tightly than before so he, too, fought her more fiercely.  It was, as she knew from previous experience, not uncommon for a man to struggle more violently in the second phase.  He knew now that this was a fight to the death; that she truly meant to smother him with her cunt.  Fear lent strength to his arms and legs, both of which were kicking and clawing beneath her.

Heldar wondered how long he might last, and counted the seconds in her head.  After more than two minutes, his struggling grew more frenzied, and, for one moment, he came close to unseating her.  She knew he might for, however weak a man became, he reached a point when, close to passing out, he would make one last, almighty effort.  This was that moment, and she knew it was time for her to rise.

Watching him gasp between her legs, she smiled.  The fates had been kind, sending her this man to smother.  There was something about the struggle that gave her particular delight.  To have a young, muscular male fighting for his life between her legs always pleased her.   But she had work to do and, though, she was of a mind to continue his torment for several hours more, she knew she must end this soon.

Glancing over her shoulder, she saw that his cock was upright.  Again she smiled.   Despite his fear, he was honouring her with an erection.  It seemed a shame, she decided, not to take advantage of it.   Rising from him completely, she turned around, and settled herself on his chest.  It rose and fell beneath her buttocks, hot, sweating and pulsing with fear.  Again, she looked past her shoulder, but this time into the young man’s, wide, terrified eyes.

‘You have fought me well,’ she told him.  ‘But my bottom cannot be denied.  Prepare yourself.  It is your time!’


(From Chapter Twelve)

Their eyes met for a fraction of a second, before she swung around, and settled herself on his chest.  He tried to arch his back, but hers was too great a weight to shift.  Victory had been his just a few moments before.  Now, by his own hand,   his death was assured.   Though he had spared her life,   he knew that Shenn would not spare his – for he had dishonoured her twice: first by making her his slave, and now by showing her mercy.

But he would have it no other way.   Better to perish beneath a woman’s arse than that he should take another’s life.  He had failed his Mistresses, but it could not be helped.  His gift would die with him, but what loss was that to a world that would use it badly?

‘Spare him!  I beg you!’ cried Venyn desperately.   ‘Do not kill him with your bottom!’

Shenn licked her lips and snarled contemptuously.  ‘Your man is mine!’ she cried.   ‘He dies as the Great She intended he should die – inside my woman’s arse!’

And with that, she wriggled back and over Lorcan’s head.  He did not turn away; instead, he emptied his lungs as she came over him,  keen for her to take him quickly,  and put an end to his troubles once and for all.   

He caught the smell of her arse one last time: a rich, earthy aroma that filled his world and gave him joy.  Then the darkness fell, and with it his final struggle began.  He fought her furiously, aware that all his efforts would be in vain.  But in doing so, he knew he would hasten his death, using up what little air and strength remained to him.   He knew, also, that  his desperate struggles would please Shenn, for in spite of his sacrifice, he was not going quietly into the great beyond.

A minute passed, and then another still. The pain in his lungs was almost unbearable.   His head began to spin and, between his legs, his pain gave way to sudden pleasure.   Shenn had taken his cock in her hands, and was milking him vigorously. 

Lorcan came: once, twice, and then a third time.  Despite the monstrous weight bearing down on his face, he arched his back and thrust himself into the air.  He screamed – a long, thunderous scream of pleasure and pain.

And then a curtain fell on his world, and he felt nothing at all.


MISSION OF MERCY

‘Have you brought poison?’ asked the second man, advancing now and speaking for the first time.  ‘It would be a kinder end than the axe,  that is for certain.’  

Elwyn shook her head.  ‘Not poison,’ she confessed.  Then, hoisting up her skirt to reveal the thick hairy bulge of her vagina, she said, ‘But we are women – and have other weapons at our disposal.   If you are willing, we will take you between our legs in the ancient Amazon way – and smother you with our bottoms!’  

‘In heaven’s name!’ cried Lucian, stumbling backwards.  ‘You mean to kill us with your arses?’   

‘Better to die between a woman’s cheeks than by the axe, surely?’ said Elwyn.    

‘You would smother us!’ gasped Lucian breathlessly, collapsing onto the bed, his face ashen.  ‘We would still be executed!’

‘But it would be done with kindness,’ said Elwyn, keen to reassure him.   ‘An act of love, not hate.’    

Seeing that Lucian was far from convinced, she turned to Andhor.  ‘We bribed the guards and told them we were here to give you pleasure.  A final fuck before you go to meet your gods.  We do not have much time.  If the deed is to be done, it must be done quickly.’ 

Andhor’s face wore a pained expression.  He ran a hand through his hair and said, ‘Give us a moment, please.’  Then he turned to his friend and regarded him grimly. ‘The woman is right.  We are doomed, Lucian.  In a few hours’ time, they will drag us to the scaffold, set us on our backs and sever our heads with a blade.  It is a fearful way to die.’  He paused, sighed, then said, in a low, trembling voice, ‘Given a choice between the axe and an arse’s hole, I would rather end my days inside a woman’s crack.’  

Lucian looked up from the bench and shook his head glumly.  ‘You are right, Andhor.  It is just that … I remain fearful.’  He glanced over to where Elwyn stood, her skirt still hoisted up around her waist, the huge, tangled vee of her crotch proudly displayed.  ‘Forgive me,’ he asked quietly.  ‘But is your arse as hairy as your woman’s cunt?’  

‘It is,’ replied Elwyn.  

‘But mine is smooth,’ said Hyldra, coming forward now, and standing at her mother’s side.  She pulled up her own robe to expose the soft, shaven vee of her pussy.   ‘Let me take you into my crack, and do the deed as Nature intended it should be done…’  

‘Thank you,’ said Lucian quietly.  ‘I am grateful.  And mean you no insult,’ he added,  addressing Elwyn.  

‘And none is taken,’ she assured him.  ‘It was, in fact, my intention to suggest Hyldra mount you if you were willing.  She is young and eager.  Once she has trapped you between her legs, she will never let you go.’  

‘Will it take long?’ asked Lucian anxiously.  He breathed deeply to steady himself.   ‘To finish me off?’    

Elwyn hesitated before responding, aware of his fear but keen to reassure him.   ‘Hyldra’s bottom is young and firm.  Once seated, she will do her best to take you quickly.  But the more you struggle, the longer it will take to subdue you.’  

‘I will not struggle between your daughter’s cheeks,’ he promised. ‘I will submit myself to her arse’s hole.’  

Elwyn shook her head sadly.  ‘It is not that simple,’ she explained.  ‘Though you begin willingly enough, a time must come when you will fight with all your strength to escape from Hyldra’s grip.  You will not be able to help yourself.’   

The man shrugged. ‘I accept what you say – but what can be done about it?’ 

Looking towards the other man, Elwyn said, ‘Your friend will have to hold you down – and not release you till the deed is done!’  

‘Can you do this for me?’ asked Lucian gravely, turning to Andhor.  

The other man nodded, albeit reluctantly. ‘If it is your wish – then, yes, Lucian, I give you my word.  I will hold you fast, and not release you till this girl has done her work.’ 

‘You are a good friend,’ said Lucian, shaking his hand.   

‘But what of me?’ asked Andhor, addressing the women.  ‘Who shall hold me down at the moment of truth – when I also battle to escape?’  

‘I ask that your friend be held fast for two reasons,’ said Elwyn.  ‘The first is simple enough.  When you see him struggle – and cry for mercy as he surely will – you may weaken and go to his aid.  That is why you must assist my daughter in her woman’s work.   Hyldra’s bottom is not yet fully grown.  Big enough to subdue a restrained man, but not so easy if one has freedom to resist her.  Your friend is heavier-built than you.  Without your help, though she sit on him as hard as she can,  in his terror he may shift her.’

’So I must go into battle alone,’ said Andhor sadly. ‘With no one to hold me down.’ 

‘Do not be afraid,’ said Elwyn.  ‘Unlike Hyldra … I have the arse of a fully grown woman.  It is large and heavy, and I have taken many men to its hole.  With your permission, when your time comes, I shall mount you.  I have done the deed on larger men than you.  I promise, Andhor  – you will not shift me from the saddle!’ 

‘I ask for nothing more,’ he replied quietly.  Then, turning to his friend, he said, ‘Are you ready, Lucian?  To do battle with a woman’s arse?’

‘No,’ said Lucian truthfully.  ‘I am not.’  The colour drained from his face.  ‘I am sorely afraid, Andhor.  But all the same … I know it must be done.’

‘I will be gentle with you, sir, and do the deed quickly,’ promised Hyldra.  There was a warmth and kindness in her voice that was not forced.  ‘I will bear down on you with all my weight – and conquer you as the Amazons of old would have done.’

Lucian took a deep breath.  His heart was thumping like a drum in his chest.  A bead of sweat broke from his forehead and dribbled the length of his face.

‘Come, my friend,’ said Andhor, slipping an arm around the other man’s shoulder. ‘It is best you do not delay.  Lie down and let this woman straddle you. As only a woman can!’

Lucian responded with a brisk, trembling nod and dropped to his knees.  Breathing heavily, he manoeuvred himself onto his back,  took hold of the bars behind and, using them for purchase, eased his head out of the cell.

Reaching down, Elwyn took hold of his hands and pulled his arms straight.  ‘I will hold on to you,’ she said softly.  ‘So you cannot lift Hyldra’s bottom from your face.’  With genuine warmth, she added, ‘I hope, too, I may bring you some comfort with my woman’s touch.’


DUNGEONS OF DESPAIR!

Leesan raised his head as the chamber door opened with a groan and the three women entered.  

‘I trust you slept well,’ said Anya pleasantly.    ‘Do you need to empty your bladder … before we sit on you?’

‘Go to your goddess, Handra!’ he spat defiantly, and his head dropped back to the pillow.  His breathing was sharp and shallow and, for all his bluster, it was clear that the prospect of another day spent struggling between their legs filled him with despair.  

‘We have a surprise for you,’ said Delphi, taking hold of his cock and rubbing gently.  

Leesan raised his head a fraction, and his pale eyes narrowed.  He followed Delphi’s gaze as she turned towards Lharra.  Standing to one side, Anya caught the distressed look in his eyes and grinned broadly.  

Addressing the younger woman in a quiet voice, she said: ‘You may remove your pouch of modesty, Lharra – for today your cunt does battle with a man!’

Leesan’s eyes blazed as Lharra reached for the tiny butterfly bows that held her thong in place.

‘By the gods, no!’ he cried, as she tugged the thong free of her cunt, tossing it to the floor.  Visibly distressed, he gazed with big, terrified eyes at her smooth, fleshy mound.

Addressing him coldly, Anya said: ‘No man has ever gazed upon her slit before.  Hers is a young and mighty cunt … and soon it will come for you!’

Leesan’s mouth tightened and he shook fitfully.

‘No, please,’ he muttered.  ‘Not another pussy.  I cannot take another pussy!’

‘Then tell us what we need to know,’ said Delphi. ‘And she will not unleash her hole on you.’

Leesan’s face darkened and he fell silent again – stranded between defiance and surrender.  For her part, Lharra felt a cold knot form in the pit of her belly.  She, too, was torn.  On the one hand – nervous as she was – the thought of not having to sit on the young man’s face filled her with unexpected relief.  But on the other, she had been relishing the prospect for several days.  To be denied it now, she knew, would leave her inconsolable.

After what seemed an age, Leesan’s mouth twisted grimly.  He took a deep breath and said, ‘I cannot tell you what you want to know.  I will not!’ 

Lharra felt her heart leap in her breast and her hands trembled.  Anya turned to her and said, ‘Are you ready to mount him?  To unleash your woman’s hole on his face?’

Her flowery use of language was deliberate.  Maids – the twins had told Lharra many times – mastered men not only with their flesh, but with their words, also. The threat of violence – and of what their pussies might do to a man – was not as potent as violence itself, but it prepared the ground for what was to follow.  A man in fear was a man more easily tamed.   After two days spent watching the twins at work, Lharra knew how important it was to unsettle Leesan.  And so, with her head held high, she announced, in a strong, determined voice:

‘My pussy is ready.   She will have no mercy on him…’ 

Anya smiled, reached out and took hold of Lharra’s hand.  ‘Come forward, then, and take your place on his head.’

Lharra approached cautiously.   The young man shook as she walked around the crown of the bench and positioned herself behind him.  Secured as he was, it was impossible for Leesan to see her until she advanced a fraction closer.  She stood motionless for almost half a minute, gazing down at him.  His breathing grew a little sharper, and his nostrils flared.

‘By the gods!’ he whimpered.  ‘Why do you torture me so?  If you mean to do it, do it!’  

He didn’t want her to sit on him, of course.  That was, Lharra knew, the very last thing he wished for.  But in teasing him with delay she hoped to break his spirit before she had even begun.  She had seen the way the twins behaved; how they worked to distress and torment him.

Without a word, Delphi came forward, took hold of Leesan’s cock and stroked it quickly.  He arched his back, trembled and groaned.   He was horribly torn – between the woman rubbing his shaft, and the one positioned out of sight at the back of his head, preparing to strike.  When Anya joined in, her impossibly soft hands stroking his chest, and kneading his muscles, a tear broke from the corner of each eye and he let out a deep, mournful sob.

‘Please don’t do this to me,’ he wept.  ‘Please…’

Lharra steeled herself, aware that her moment had come. Slowly, and with great care, she lowered her pussy onto Leesan’s face.  The plump, tender lips of her sex covered his eyes and closed around his nose.  He could still breathe though his mouth, but that was all.

‘Oh, very nice,’ said Anya with approval.  ‘He cannot see a thing … but has the smell of pussy on him.  You have drawn your woman’s weapon – but not yet fully plunged it home!’  Then, with a grin, she raised one hand from Leesan’s chest and gestured in the direction of his mouth.  Her eyes met Lharra’s, who understood her friend’s meaning at once.  Anya’s smile broadened and she moved her fingers a little closer.  Exchanging a glance with Delphi, who simultaneously leaned forward and closed her lips around the bulb of Leesan’s cock – drawing a shrill squeal – Anya pressed her hand down hard, covering his mouth and holding on tight…


WHEN TWINS ATTACK!

Varda’s gaze swept the length of the two women’s bodies.  They slumbered, naked –  thongs of modesty aside – on the dry, cavern floor, a cushion of leaves beneath their heads.  The older woman smiled approvingly.  She and her daughters had travelled many miles these past few days.  At times the trek had been an arduous one, across rough terrain, and sparse, waterless plains.   Now, at last, they were nearing their journey’s end. The coast was in sight: and with it, the home of Men.  Men who, living this far from the Amazon Lands, assumed themselves safe from their natural foe.  

Varda’s smile broadened.   Innocent fools, she chuckled to herself.  These men reckoned without the long reach of Woman, and the aching need that burned between her legs.  The need to take a man in naked combat.  To hold him to her mighty slit and arse’s mouth.  To mount him in the ancient way … and conquer him as only a woman could!  

Soon, her daughters would do battle for the first time: set their sights on a hapless male and run him to ground.  How she envied them their sweet, first taste of victory.  The pleasure each would know as their prey squealed and wriggled between their powerful thighs.  His little legs would kick the air;  and his hands would claw the earth as he fought to break their woman’s hold on him.  Yet every ounce of strength would not avail him.  They would ride him without mercy; no quarter offered as their cunts waged war on his head. 

Later, when the battle was won, they would carry the men home: a sacred gift to the women of their tribe.   Others would ride them in the village Pit; often two or three to a man throughout the night, the days, the months and years to come.  Oh, how they would suffer!

Anya, the eldest of the twins, stirred sharply, yawned and opened her eyes.  A moment later, Delphi woke, pitching herself upright, her arms flung high to greet the dawn.

‘You have slept long and well,’ said Varda, addressing the pair.  ‘Conserved your strength for this Day of Triumph.  A day you will begin as Maids – but end as Women!’

A look of pure delight transformed the twins’ features.  Their mouths widened and their eyes shone.   Eighteen summers had passed since each girl’s birth.  A month ago now they had reached the age of womanhood – and yet, they knew, in the eyes of their tribe, they were Maidens yet.  Until they had battled with a man, fought hand to hand and conquered him with their slits, they were girls not women, for all their eighteen years.

When they had left their home, a week ago now, it had been with the cries of a hundred or more women ringing in their ears.  Girls had slapped them on the back and wished them well; elders, too, had cheered them on.  The entire village had turned out to watch them set off.

‘You leave us as Maidens,’  their Priestess, Zarh, reminded them,  gesturing towards the thongs that hid their tender cunts from view,  ‘your little holes covered, and innocent of warrior ways.’  She paused, as the crowd around her hushed. Then, to a huge cheer, she added,  ‘You will return to us as Women – your sacred places bared for all to see!’

Like others before them, they had set out on their sacred journey with longing and excitement in their hearts.  Yet now, aware the Day of Triumph was upon them, each girl felt an anxious tingle in her belly.   It was one thing to dream of holding a man between your legs, of driving your pussy deep into his mouth and feeling him struggle as you conquered him.  But it was another thing entirely to do battle for real.   

They had seen their tribal elders straddle men: prisoners captured on a Hunt and carried home for sport and pleasure.   Such men would be ridden in the Pit – a sunken well outside the village, constructed for that very purpose.   Over the years, Anya and Delphi had seen hundreds of men conquered at the cunt.  The experience had thrilled and aroused them more times than they could remember.

Several men – often twenty or more – would be herded into the arena, naked and chained together, so that none might run without upending the others.  Then the women would enter – one for every two males.  The idea was that no man knew when his time would come.  But, when the smothering began, one half would see the others sat upon and conquered, often only feet away.  

The panic that ensued – as fearful men saw others endure the fate they themselves would shortly suffer – always drew cries of pleasure from the women watching, and cries of despair from the men.  It was an exquisite spectacle and one that never failed to thrill the twins.  More than once they had cheered their mother on, as she had mounted weeping men and rendered them senseless with her cunt.  They longed for the time when they, too, might enter the Pit and do battle with a man’s head.  But, more than that, they dreamed of the day that had finally arrived.  This day – the day when they fought with a man in the wild … and rode him as only a woman could!


REVENGE OF THE FACESITTING SCHOOLGIRLS

(From College Smother!)

This section of the tunnel was always deserted in the early evening.  The boys’ college was set in private grounds, and the traffic all one way.  In a couple of hundred yards, all that would change, but they were not intending to let their victim get that far.

He heard the scurry of feet, turned for a moment and relaxed. Three girls running behind him was nothing to worry about.

He was wrong, of course, but he wasn’t to know that.

Hannah ran past him and stopped. Chrissie moved behind and little Lucy shuffled to one side. 

The young man came to an abrupt halt.  His spectacles had steamed up. He wiped a handkerchief across the glass and blinked. 

‘Hello, Brian,’ said Hannah sharply. She knew him from the supermarket. A dull, witless lad who trailed behind his mother while she shopped. ‘Fetch this, Brian, fetch that, Brian.’ She knew him all right, the pathetic little sap.  He was about to have the most exciting hour of his life. Well, maybe…

He blinked again. They knew his name, but he didn’t recognise them, had no idea who they were.  Especially this tall, heavily-built blonde girl blocking his way.  Her hair was fastened into two big pigtails.  She reminded him of someone: Baby Spice, that was it, except maybe slimmer. Stupid, really.

‘I’m sorry?’ he began cautiously.

An impassive face stared back at him.  ‘No,’ said Hannah. ‘It’s me who’s sorry. You don’t deserve this. But it has to be done.’

He backed into the wall like a cornered rabbit.  There was a sudden rush of ice to his stomach and his heart jumped.  

The girl began to unbutton her blouse. Brian stood transfixed, hugging his bag to his chest. Beneath her shirt, the girl wore a bright red bra, its large cups struggling to contain a pair of melon-shaped breasts.  She loosened her tie and moved her hands to her waist, freeing the clip that held her skirt in place.

‘Oh, God…’ he whimpered as it fell away. The girl was wearing no panties. Between her legs was a creamy, almost hairless bulge of flesh: plump and dripping like a ripe peach. He had never seen a cunt before, but he knew what one looked like. He had seen the pictures in biology.

He swivelled his head sideways. Chrissie’s skirt lay discarded on the ground and she was peeling down her knickers. Lucy stood just behind her in a pair of white cotton panties, her skirt clutched tightly in one hand. She looked like a small china doll, her blouse half-unbuttoned, her tie undone.

He should have run: it would have been the sensible thing. Instead, he held his bag even closer and pressed his back up against the wall.

‘I haven’t got any money,’ he whimpered. ‘But – but  I can get you some. Tomorrow. Really…’

Hannah smiled. ‘We don’t want your money,’ she told him, leaning in close, her breath warm against his face. ‘We want your head…’

He slithered slowly down the wall, until he was crouching on the ground, knees huddled up against his chest.  ‘Please don’t hurt me,’ he mumbled. ‘Please don’t hurt me…’

Hannah caught the pleading look in Lucy’s eyes.  ‘Do we have to?’ mouthed her tiny friend.

‘Yes,’ answered Hannah sharply. ‘We do.’

The young boy buried his face in his bag and began to sob.

‘Oh, for fuck’s sake!’ yelled Hannah. ‘We’re only going to sit on you!’

She moved in close, seized him by the shoulders and pushed.  He fell back, still clutching his briefcase. Chrissie stepped in, grabbed at the bag and dragged it out of his hands.  She leaned forward a second time and removed his glasses. Brian crossed his arms protectively across his chest and shuddered. He blinked nervously, his world a hazy blur. Hannah dropped to her knees, her thighs either side of his neck.  He shut his eyes tight, as if refusing to look at her would somehow make her go away.

‘Look, I’m sorry,’ she breathed heavily. ‘But I have to do this. I have to sit on you!’

‘Oh, please!’ he shrieked. ‘Please! Nooooo!’  His voice was a high-pitched squeal of terror.  Hannah stretched out both her arms and dug her fingers into his hair.  She took a deep breath and steadied herself.  He opened his eyes for an instant and stared up at her.

‘Oh, God!’ he screeched. ‘Oh, God, oh God, oh God!’

Hannah dropped onto his head, jammed her cunt around his frightened face, and closed her thighs.  She bent her neck back sharply, her breath escaping in short, uneven blasts.

‘Oh, fuck!’ she grunted. ‘Oh, fucking fuck!’

Chrissie’s eyes were wide and staring; Lucy’s mouth dropped open.

‘What’s it like?’ asked Chrissie. 

Brian’s arms came up and his hands clawed at Hannah’s hips. He arched his back and kicked out savagely.

‘Hold him!’ screamed Hannah. ‘Hold the fucker down!’

The girls grabbed a leg each, pulling at him like a writhing wishbone.  Hannah began to pump with her hips, sweeping her sex across Brian’s head.  She bared her teeth and shrieked stupidly, dribble running down her chin.

‘I’m going to come!’ she yelped. ‘Oh, fucking help me, I’m going to come!’


SMOTHER JUNGLE

A tall, thatched shelter was our next port of call.  It took a few moments for my eyes to adjust to the gloom, but when they had I was astonished to see that the chamber was full of younger women.  Some I recognised as those who had come to view us in our prison – including the girl who had wantonly shown us her hole.  In the centre of the room was a raised area, a bed of some description, and filled with bright yellow straw.

The Amazon who was my guide announced, ‘This is where our maidens train.’

‘Maidens?’ I repeated stupidly.

‘Those of our women who have reached their eighteenth summer,’ she explained curtly, as if speaking to a child, ‘but have not yet taken a man to his gods.’

I looked suitably puzzled.  ‘I do not understand,’ I muttered truthfully.

‘You will,’ she answered with a sly grin, and clapped her hands twice.  

A door at the far end opened and two large and naked women entered.  They were dragging something between them.  No!, I realised very quickly … not something – someone!  It was a young man.  To my horror I recognised him at once: Punjhali, yet another of our native bearers.  His arms and legs were roped together, and though he kicked and thrust with great determination, it was clear that his scope for movement was restricted.

He saw me standing there and screamed, as had Kendwai before him, ‘Master Sir!  Master Sir!  Help me! Help me!’

I turned to my guide with pleading eyes and said, ‘What is happening here?  I beg you – do not hurt this boy!’

She laughed dismissively, slapped her huge hip and gestured towards the row of expectant young women.  ‘He is for them to learn their skills upon,’ she declared.   ‘He is for Smother-Sit!’

‘No!’ I cried, whirling around furiously.  ‘They are hardly any older than he!  Younger, even!’

‘They are old enough,’ countered the woman at my side.  ‘And so is he! Eighteen summers makes him a man – and all men are for Smother-Sit!’

I stared into a dozen eager, young faces.  ‘This is monstrous!’ I declared.  ‘You cannot do it!’

My guide ignored me, gesturing instead towards the bed of straw.  ‘Let him be given to the maidens!’

The boy was carried into the centre of the room, and thrown down on the clumps of brightly coloured straw.  He wriggled wildly, screaming and with tears in his eyes.  The first of the young Amazons stepped onto the bed and threw herself across his chest.  She bounced up and down and laughed as if this were just a silly game, and not a matter of his life and death.

Her breasts were small, though her hips, like those of all the Amazons I had seen thus far, were broad and fleshy.  Her pussy lips by contrast were short and hairless and she giggled like a child, though she rode him like the woman she was as she clambered up Punjhali’s body.  Raising herself on her haunches, she waved her fleshy pussy in his face.

‘No!  Please!  Have mercy!  Please!’ he screamed and shook his head from side to side.

‘Subdue him!’ barked one of the Amazons who had dragged Punjhali in, and at once the girl plunged forward, pressing her vagina around his nose and mouth.

The young man arched his back and shook wildly.  A stream of senseless grunts bellowed from beneath the Amazon’s cunt.  She dug her fingers into her victim’s hair and held on fast, wriggling her bottom and thrusting with her hips.

Her instructor bent low, tilting her head to one side as if to gain a better view of what was happening between the young girl’s legs.

‘You must hold him tighter!’ she insisted.  ‘Do not allow your man a single breath!’

I watched the young woman’s face and saw her react.  She bit her lip and grunted.  Swivelling her hips, she crossed her hands behind Punjhali’s head and hugged him to her greedy cunt.  

I heard the poor man squeal and watched his body heave.  What tortures was he now enduring, held so fast to a woman’s slit?  I turned my head from side to side and watched the eager faces of her fellow-pupils.  Their hands were closed, their faces bright with lust and youthful longing.  

‘Enough!’ cried their teacher and immediately the young girl tore her cunt away.  Punjhali shook horribly, gasping and weeping and crying for his mother.  A second female advanced.  She was bigger than the first, with larger hips and a firm, protruding bosom.  Moving round to the front of the bed, she approached Punjhali from the opposite direction, and I knew that this time it was an arse that would crush itself around his poor head.

He lurched backwards in time to see her bottom descend.  A short, frightened squeal and then his face was buried in her crack.  He brought his legs up high, and kicked the air.  She pushed them down and wriggled fiercely.  Her buttocks were so broad I could hardly see his head at all!

‘Shift back a little!’ cried her teacher.  ‘Until his nose is in your hole!’

The girl responded at once, her big hips shaking as she changed position.  She shrieked and threw her head back, and I knew from the delight that filled her pretty features that she had reached her goal.

Punjhali screeched and groaned and shuddered terribly.  More than once I looked away.  And yet within me lurked a dreadful need – the need to see Punjhali suffer.  To watch him wriggle under this monstrous young woman: to see him kick and buck and know that there was no escape.  My penis had grown so hard by now that my balls burned in their sacs.  Had I been alone, I would have taken hold of my shaft and spilled my seed upon the ground.  I would have masturbated freely, while watching these excited young females  squirming like demons on his head.

Bottom followed cunt and cunt followed bottom.  A sea of naked flesh swamped the poor lad’s face again and again.  It was a dreadful sight.  His head was drenched in sweat and oily juices; his nose and cheeks red from the weight of so many young and eager bodies.

Suddenly, the woman at my side announced, ‘You have seen enough.’  There were hands around my shoulders, pushing me towards the door.  

At that instant, the latest female to ride Punjhali’s face rose on her knees, and the demented young man turned his head in my direction.  ‘Please, Master Sir!’ he screamed.  ‘Do not leave me,  Master Sir!  Please!  Oh please!  For pity’s sake!’

I closed my eyes and wished that I could close my ears also.  His cries of terror followed me to the door,  ripping at my heart and soul.


SMOTHER PLATEAU

At 32, Doctor Yelland was by way of an unusual woman: her research into the ancient world had broken fresh ground and utterly rewritten the intellectual playing field.   But would she agree?  It seemed unlikely, yet she was, I knew, the greatest living authority on classical languages in the western world.  My hope was that – unpleasant though the prospect might prove – she would accede to my request.  An unknown tribe who spoke an ancient tongue – surely she could not resist the challenge?

It was nonetheless with trepidation that I broached the subject.  Though not normally a plain-speaking man, I plunged straight in.  There seemed little point in skirting the issue.

‘They are warriors?’ she exclaimed, when I had presented the facts.  ‘Ancient Amazons living outside the known world?’

I pursed my lips briefly.  ‘So it would appear.  From Le Pois’ account they do battle…’  I hesitated, suddenly unsure of myself.

‘In the nude!’ she cried, finishing my sentence for me.  

I nodded nervously.   ‘Indeed,’ said I, blushing a little.  Our topic was crude enough, a matter made no easier by the fact that Doctor Yelland was herself an unusually attractive woman.  Her tanned, flawless skin shone with health.  She had a rich, ruby mouth and a mane of thick, blonde hair drawn back behind her ears into a perfect bun.  Her bright blue eyes gleamed as she spoke and her cheeks flushed with excitement.  

‘There are stories – unconfirmed,’ she admitted, ‘of Amazons – powerful giants of women – who fought their foe as naked as the day they were born. They viewed their female parts not with shame but as weapons gifted to them by Mother Nature.  Weapons with which they might conquer all who stood against them: whether man or woman.’

I frowned.  My embarrassment fled as the academic in me rose to the surface.  ‘You give credence to these stories?’ I asked.

‘Without a doubt,’ said she.  ‘There are many tales.  The Amazons of Mesopotamia, for example, who, it was reputed, despatched enemy soldiers by sitting naked on their heads – and smothering them to death with their bottoms!’

I shifted awkwardly. This was scarcely a topic for polite conversation.  My hostess, however, seemed keen to expound.    

‘Horace – in his Secret Histories – speaks of a tribe of Gaullish women who put the finest legions of Rome to flight.  It was said that when the women laid siege to a camp, they would seek the highest vantage point.  There, in full view of a settlement’s defenders, they would disrobe, bend down and wave their bare backsides in the direction of their foe.  It was their way of warning the men that they were coming for them – and meant to sit on their heads.   That the men were to die inside their bottoms!’

‘In God’s name,’ I muttered, for her graphic description had shocked me to the core.

She seemed not to notice, shook her head and frowned.  ‘Of course, these tales remain unproven.  Yet they are, I own,  too many to form purely the base imaginings of lustful men.  I believe such women did exist.  Indeed, from what you tell me – do exist!’ 

‘But so far away?  The Americas!’ I protested.  ‘There has never been proof that the ancients crossed those seas.’

‘Nevertheless, they clearly did.  If, from what you say, these women speak a bastard dialect of Rome, there can be no other explanation!’

I shrugged.  ‘Do not mistake me,’ I assured her.  ‘I would be as thrilled as any to discover this proof.  But until I set eyes on these women–’ 

‘I agree!’ said she quickly. ‘We are scientists and must have our proof.’

‘Then you will join us?’ I cried, for, in truth, I had not expected such a swift and positive response.

‘Wild horses could not stop me!’ she replied, leaping to her feet.  She thrust her hand across the desk and I took it gratefully.  We shook and the deal was done.  For good or ill, our party was complete.


SMOTHER WARRIORS

(From Smothered by Amazons)

Ellyn drew back the flap of her sister’s tent, thrust her head through the narrow gap and smiled grimly.  

A naked man lay on the ground in front of her.  He was short and bony, with  pale, mottled flesh and a frightened face.  His arms were tied behind his back, and there were cords around his calves and ankles.  A bare-skinned woman straddled his groin.  Her powerful arms were taut with effort; her biceps bulged and her fingers clenched.   The muscles in her thighs stood out like boulders.  Between her legs, the young man whimpered feebly.

The woman bounced high on her hips, tossed her head from side to side and squealed with pleasure.  At the height of her release, she leaned forward and clawed her blood-red fingernails along her captive’s chest.  His body arched, and he screamed.

Rhanee twisted round to confront the intruder.  She bared her brilliant white teeth.  Her face was damp and her naked body shone with sweat.  The gourds of her breasts rose and fell; the fat corks of her nipples quivered with arousal.  A dribble of saliva broke from the corner of her mouth and ran down her cheek.  It hung like a silver thread from her chin.

Ellyn giggled.  ‘They told me you were questioning a prisoner!’

Rhanee smiled and bit her lip.  A final surge of pleasure swept through her loins.  ‘I am!’ she declared and wiggled her buttocks.  ‘I’m fucking his tongue loose!’

Ellyn leaned over to examine the young man’s face.  His eyes bulged in their sockets; his lips twisted into a narrow line of flesh.  ‘How many times have you made him come?’ she asked casually.

‘Four to my five,’ answered Rhanee, tugging idly at the nipple of her left breast.  ‘Though his balls have long been empty.’

Ellyn looked across to a green earthenware bottle and jug sitting on a nearby tray. ‘You gave him the potion that makes a man hard for our cunts?’

Rhanee nodded.  ‘He had no need of it the first time,’  she laughed cruelly.  ‘And no wish for it thereafter!’

Ellyn’s eyes sparkled.  ‘You are a cruel mistress, Rhanee!  You put your men through tortures!’  She studied the prisoner’s bloodshot eyes.   ‘And has he told you what you want to know?’ 

‘His village is at present undefended.  If we attack at dawn, we will take them by surprise.  This much I learned by the third fuck.’

‘And what have you learned since?’ asked Ellyn idly.

‘That I am bored,’ replied her sister.  ‘I had a mind to see if our friend here could be raped to death, but I tire of the attempt.’  She closed her hands around her breasts and flicked several beads of sweat onto her victim’s face.  ‘I think I will smother him now,’ she sighed.  ‘My arse grows itchy at the thought of a kill.’

‘You are a wicked woman,’ giggled Ellyn.  She glanced past her shoulder, anxious not to be overheard.  Her eyes burned with girlish lust.  ‘Let me take my pleasure with him, sister, please!’

The other woman shook her head. ‘You know our customs, Ellyn.  Your first fuck must be in combat.’

‘As must my first smother,’ said Ellyn grumpily, and kicked a clod of earth across the tent.  ‘It is not fair!’

She glanced down at the young man’s stricken face.  ‘Oh, let me sit on him, Rhanee,’ she implored.  ‘Let me mount him as only a woman can!’

‘You are not a woman,’ answered Rhanee.  ‘You are a girl of barely eighteen summers.  It is not yet your time.'

‘In two days,’ protested Ellyn, ‘I will be nineteen years – and of age!’  She raised her short leather skirt and exposed the naked runnel of her cunt.  Her slit was long and puffy-pink,  the bulge of her vagina soft and free of hair.   ‘Let pussy have him now,’ she pleaded.  ‘I can do it, sister, you know I can.’

Rhanee shook her head doubtfully. ‘If the High Priestess were to hear of this,’ she began, but Ellyn cut her short.

‘You are the Chosen Warrior!   No one dares defy you!  The rules can be broken if you choose to break them!’  There were tears in Ellyn’s eyes now.  ‘Please, Rhanee.  Let me smother him a little!’

The older woman sighed.  She looked resigned but not unhappy.  ‘Very well,’ she allowed.  ‘You may sit on his face and wriggle for a while.  But the kill must be mine.’

Ellyn grinned.  ‘He does not understand our conversation?’

‘No,’ confirmed Rhanee.  ‘I speak his language, though he does not speak ours.’  She paused and looked him in the eyes.  ‘Yet he will learn soon enough that he is to die beneath my arse.’

‘Shall I use my pussy or my bottom on him?’ asked Ellyn eagerly.  

‘Bend over,’ ordered Rhanee.  ‘Let me see how big your hips have grown.’

Ellyn turned about and raised her backside in the air. The brown globes of her arse parted gently.

‘You have a girl’s bottom,’ said Rhanee. ‘Not yet deep or wide enough to cover a man’s head.’   She considered the matter for a moment.  ‘If this were a contest he would shift you.  But as I hold him down and his arms and legs are secured, you arse will serve you well enough.’

Ellyn began to unbuckle her leather skirt.  It was warm inside the tent; a bead of sweat broke from the hollow of her neck and ran down between her lemon-shaped breasts.  The prisoner’s shoulders jerked and he twisted his head sharply.  He opened his mouth and said something, but his words meant nothing to Ellyn.  She threw her loin-cloth on the ground.  Apart from her open leather sandals, she was naked now.

Rhanee examined the younger woman carefully.  ‘Are you nervous, sister?’ she inquired.

Ellyn nodded.  ‘I have often wondered what it must feel like – to ride a man’s face.  To grind myself into his mouth and know his fear!’

‘It is a skill that must be learned like any other.  A true Warrior can subdue any man between her legs.  Or with her hands, like so!’

Rhanee leaned over and pinched the man’s nose between forefinger and thumb.  She pressed the flat of her other palm around his mouth and pushed down hard.  His damp eyes blazed and his brow tightened.  A muffled squeal thudded against her hand.  Rhanee held on tight and the prisoner’s eyes began to swell.  

‘Have you smothered many men like this?’ asked Ellyn, hunching forward for a closer look.

‘Enough,’ said Rhanee carelessly.  ‘But the greatest pleasure is when using the arse and cunt.’  She removed her hands, and watched her victim gasp for air.  

Looking up at Ellyn, she said, ‘Mount him with your face towards mine.’  Then she glanced down and spoke quickly, in a language Ellyn did not understand.  The young man bucked violently.  He screamed, and shook.

‘What did you say to him?’ asked Ellyn.

Rhanee smiled cruelly, her eyes locked on those of her victim.  ‘I told him he is to be smothered,’ she answered flatly.  ‘And now he begs for mercy.’  She looked up at her sister. ‘Squat over his face and show him your little hole...’


Plot Summaries of other Books by Dark Rider

Available on Amazon Kindle

A is for Assassins!

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

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

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

The stakes are high; their orders are simple.

Secure the base at all costs.

And take no prisoners…!

B is for Bride!

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


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


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

Bared for Battle

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

College Smother!

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


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

Devil Queen

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

Dungeons of Despair!

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

*****

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

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

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

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

Fantasy Smother

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


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


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

Fantasy Smother 2

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


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


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

Mission of Mercy

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

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

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

Smother Jungle (From where no man returns alive!)

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

Smother Maid

In Victorian London, Edward, the household’s master, prepares to indulge himself with the family’s maid, Emmy – whose love of facesitting is matched only by his own. In his parents’ absence, he engineers an evening of debauchery with the insatiable maid. But when a wanted man breaks into the house, things take a dark and sinister turn. With the help of two of her young female friends, Emmy suggests to Edward that they take the law into their own hands … and punish the intruder as only women can …

Smother Plateau

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


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

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

Smothered by Amazons

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


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


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

When Twins Attack!

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

When Women Hunt!

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


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


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


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


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