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FemDomLit Publications believes that representation is important. We seek to normalize woman-empowered relationships by providing high quality romance and erotica where strong men are not afraid to surrender to the woman of their dreams. This is not a political statement, nor should it become one. It is simply a statement of fact that some women are born to lead, and some men are content to follow them. These relationships come in all sizes and shapes, and we celebrate each one. Such relationships are sometimes referred to as Female Domination (FemDom), Female Led Relationships (FLR), or Gynarchy/Matriarchy. It is the view of all who are connected with this work that such relationships are a natural expression of love and affection for a significant portion of the population but is neither “the way things really are” nor “the ways things should be” unless people choose this path as a means of finding love, devotion, and giving purpose to their lives. We believe love is love; and support the right of all adults to enter freely into whatever loving relationship fits their needs.
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RANDY DICK HUNCHED his shoulders against the wind as it began to sigh. A few hours ago, it had been comfortable, bordering on hot. Then the wind had shifted to the north and thunderheads had raced across the sky. What was comfortable under the mid-day sun was decidedly less so when a storm was racing ahead of nightfall. There was no outrunning the storm, but if he was lucky, he might find some sort of shelter that kept him from being soaked through to the skin and shivering from wind chills. 

“Get me out of this,” he told his horse. A touch of his heels urged the gelding into a jog. “I don’t care where we go, just find us someplace warm.”

The bay bobbed his head as if he understood, and maybe he did. Randy gave the horse his head and used both arms to hold what little heat he had left in his body. He could feel the wind falling out of the skin in great blasts, already driving raindrops against the back of his neck that cut like a thousand tiny daggers. He was tough, but the kind of storm this was shaping up to be was promising to be more than he wanted to handle. It was the kind of hit-and-run blast of freezing rain that would freeze a man solid. And if that didn’t kill him, the quick thaw the next day would for sure. He shivered, set his mind to other things, and let the horse carry him to safety.

As was usual, “other things” meant women. And that meant pussy. He’d left Amarillo three days ago, and he hadn’t been able to get laid for several days before that. He couldn’t remember a time when he’d gone a whole week without a woman. Tall, broad shouldered, and handsome, he had no trouble attracting attention from the ladies, and he wasn’t above paying for it when he had to. After all, the Good Lord had made pussy for a reason, and that reason was for a man to sheathe his hard cock long enough to bust a nut. 

Randy started to feel a little warmer, and he wondered if the storm was already killing him. He’d heard that’s what happened when a man froze to death – that he stopped feeling the cold right before the end. His cock throbbed, hard and demanding, and he decided that it was just thinking about pussy that warmed his soul. If he was dying, he reckoned that his cock wouldn’t be so ready for work. Or, at the very least, he would lose the feeling there as much as he would to the cold.

That thought made him shiver more than any storm had. If there was a fate worse than a man not feeling his own cock get hard, then Randy Dick had no idea what that might be. Nope. A hard-on was its own reward, even if a man had to take things into his own hands, so to speak. 

The wind pulled at his hat brim, pulled down tight on his head. But Randy noticed that it didn’t touch the edges of his coat. When he looked up, he saw that the gelding was headed down a slight incline and into a small basin of sorts. The high ground surrounding them cut the worst of the wind, and Randy patted the horse on the neck.

“Good boy!” he growled. “And look at that! If that ain’t a rancher’s barn, I’ll be a preacher in Hell.”

Sure enough, as they approached the small building, it revealed itself to be just that. A small cabin sat tucked against the side of the basin a few dozen yards away. Randy stepped off his horse in front of the cabin and beat on the door with his nearly frozen fist.

“Who is it?”

Randy’s cock throbbed at the sound of a woman’s voice. Hunger that had nothing to do with the fact he hadn’t eaten since breakfast filled his guts. There was only one reason a woman would answer the door, and that was that there must not be a man about. That right there gave Randy enough hope to warm his toes.

“Name’s Randy,” he shouted. “Randy Dick. Just a drifter passing through. Listen, it’s cold as hell and getting colder. Is there any chance I could get a warm place to sleep tonight?”

He didn’t say, “like between your thighs,” but he thought it. The cabin door cracked open just enough for him to see an emerald eye under a shock of copper-colored hair. The eye looked him up and down, then a pair of luscious, full lips told him to put the horse in the barn.

“You can stay out there, too,” the woman said. “I don’t have room in the house for another... body.” 

“Thank you kindly,” he said, tipping his hat. His cock demanded that he push his way inside, but Randy was not the kind of man to use a woman roughly. “Might I have the name of the angel who is saving my life tonight?”

The soft lips turned into a smile. He was pretty sure he felt his cock dripping from wanting to be inside her. 

“Belinda Khist,” she said. “My husband is Andrew Khist.”

Randy stuffed his hat back on his head and gave her a grin. He had no compunctions about fucking a married woman, if she was willing. And he saw the way those emerald eyes continued to look at him. 
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