Part 3

Now that the restraints were loosened his head was less constricted and he fought like mad to twist and turn it in an attempt to free it from the torturer who was impeding his breathing.

‘Mmmmhh,’ she went, fighting his writhing head with her muscled backside. ‘That’s nice.’

He struggled furiously, his lungs fit to burst. He tried to turn his head this way and that but to no avail. Her bottom and weight bore down on him relentlessly.

‘That’s the spirit,’ she exclaimed delightedly.

Just before passing out she leaned slightly to one side.

‘Psst,’ his nostril went.

Then again he was left with his face being squashed by her voluptuous posterior, with no means of respiration. Above him all he could see was twin, bulbous bottom cheeks encased in black rubber. His face was red hot from the intimate contact and lack of oxygen.

Back in England he’d been trained in all kinds of interrogation methods by the best people. They’d taught him to pick on certain characteristics of the interrogator with which to hate them. That way you could retain some sense of reality and focus your mind. But with this torturer all he could see was her bottom flattening his face. They hadn’t prepared him for this in the slightest.

She face sat him to the same extreme severity for the remaining duration of her shift, skilfully keeping him from just passing out the whole time. She even overstayed her time by another two hours, so enthralled at interrogating such a good-looking captive.

‘How do you English say it… Bye for now,’ she chuckled, raising her backside from his tormented face. ‘I will be back tomorrow and I expect some answers.’

Placing on her coat she laughed at his strained inhalations and choking, slamming the door behind her. He heard her laughing and her heels clattering as she strode up the corridor all the way to the sergeant’s office.

‘You’re late, Comrade Major,’ the sergeant said, looking up from the newspaper.

‘I must have grown quite attached to his face,’ Vavaski smirked.

The sergeant’s pretty face screwed up in mirth as she laughed out loud.

‘He’s all yours,’ the major told her. ‘You can do whatever you want with him. Just make sure he’s alive for me in the morning.’

‘Thank you, sir,’ she exclaimed, standing in readiness. She gave a polite salute as her superior officer left the office. Her hands involuntarily smoothed across her plump bottom. She would make an officer one day and then she could conduct real prolonged face sit-torture on their prisoners. Until then she would make do with just filling in with part-time smother torture. It suited her for the moment, but she knew she aspired to greater things.

That night Major Olga Vavaski slept restlessly. She dreamed of her new prisoner, something that had never happened before, ever. It was a sexual dream and made her very excited which was also something unique. His face kept coming up at her from the mist at her feet and she kept sitting down on it and every time she sat on his face an overwhelming feeling of exhilaration filled her very being. The overall theme of the dream came across to her that all she really wanted was to sit on his face all the time, forever. Suddenly the alarm went off and it took her a few moments to pull herself together. Then she went to work on her exercises.

At precisely 8am she arrived at KGB headquarters, eagerly fitted herself into her working latex bodysuit and hurried into her interrogation cell. Sergeant Antonova had already dutifully prepared the Englishman, who lay prostrate as before. Vavaski knew the sergeant had been face sitting him intensively because of his laboured inhalations and red countenance. She’d probably spent a large part of last night torturing him as well as an hour or so this morning. The major grinned. Antonova reminded her of herself.

She surveyed him intently, trying to look as cold as possible. ‘Your head of station told us there were three agents – you, the Pole and another. But he didn’t know the third agent, only that he or she was a Ukrainian. We have you and the Pole in custody, who is being interrogated now, but your head said you are the only one who knows their identity.’ 

She turned her back on him. He was trying hard to not look at her but her stunning figure and attire seemed to mesmerise him. She purposely positioned her magnificent backside near to his head. It was large, protruding, perfectly proportioned in its magnificence and appeared intimidating and menacing. A look of intense fear flashed across his eyes and he tried to disguise it. But she noticed it and something stirred deep inside her. It was the same feeling she’d experienced with her dream and it fleetingly took her by surprise.

‘Who is it?’ she asked sharply, brushing the side of his face with a buttock.

He swallowed hard from the fear, but recovered quickly. ‘I’ve no idea what you’re talking about,’ he replied as confidently as he could.

She pushed against his face with her bottom and he gasped in unsuppressed terror.

‘Who…is…it?’ she hissed. ‘Tell me or I will face sit you like there is no tomorrow.’

He recovered rapidly. ‘I’m telling you I haven’t the faintest idea what you’re talking about.’

She was more than pleased at his answer. This was going to be one of the longest interrogations she’d had and very probably the most enjoyable she’d ever experienced.

She slowly mounted the stirrups, staring down at his fearful eyes. Her own eyes shone with glee and a feeling of expectation gripped her in her lower body. Skilfully, and not without a teasing perversity, her bottom caressed his nose inside the crease. The black latex was so tight it seemed as though it was sprayed on her body.

He began to tremble, couldn’t help himself. What he’d gone through yesterday was enough to put the fear of the devil into any man. Now she was going to increase the torment. And what made it worse was the fact she was enjoying it. In fact she was getting so turned on he wondered if he would survive for very much longer.

Then she slowly, oh so very slowly, lowered her bottom with his nose in her crack and her vast buttocks merging into his face and then as she sank right down on him her weight was so much it made his face ache. And then she shifted herself more comfortably, sniggering that he couldn’t breathe anymore…

