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This is a work of erotic romance fiction. It is designed to excite the mind and body, and easily-offended readers are urged to use caution when selecting this work. All sexual activity contained herein is consensual and involves only adults, eighteen years and older. This work concerns a woman-led relationship, in which a strong man surrenders to the leadership of a stronger woman. 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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Welcome to FemDomLit Publications, where we redefine strength and surrender in the realm of erotic and romantic literature. Our mission is to illuminate the beauty and complexity of relationships where men find their satisfaction in yielding control to the women they choose to love. We believe that love transcends traditional roles, and that a man's ability to submit is not a sign of weakness, but a testament to his confidence, trust, and devotion.
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In a world where gender dynamics are constantly evolving, we strive to represent the diverse tapestry of human desire. Our catalog is a curated collection of stories that celebrate the FemDom dynamic, showcasing relationships built on mutual respect, consent, and adoration. We are committed to portraying FemDom not merely as a power exchange, but as a profound emotional connection that enriches the lives of all involved.

Our authors are visionaries who craft narratives with sensitivity and authenticity, ensuring that each story resonates with the depth and nuance of real-life experiences. We take pride in our dedication to quality, both in the emotional integrity of our narratives and in the artistic expression of our authors. At FemDomLit Publications, we are not just telling stories; we are fostering a community that embraces the strength found in vulnerability and the power of a love that defies convention.

We believe that we are not offering either mere escapism nor a radical view of the world around us. Female Led Relationships exist across a rainbow of experiences all around us, in the quiet, fulfilling reality of marriages, homes, and loving relationships. Join us in celebrating the courage it takes to embrace one's true self. Whether you are a seasoned enthusiast of the FemDom lifestyle or simply curious about the dynamics of power and love, FemDomLit Publications invites you to explore the depths of human connection through our diverse and enlightening selection of literature.

This would not be possible without the valuable assistance of our incredibly talented editor Heather Holmes. You can find her at https://wylde-thang-books.ca. Yes, she is available for freelance work, and she is worth it. 
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Patricia Edwards ran her fingers through Foster’s hair, enjoying the soft suction of his mouth on her pussy lips. The constant arousal throbbing through her body since she contracted the Fever had taken some time to adjust to. A month ago, she never would have let Foster be anything but a perfect professional assistant. There was no personal contact between them, and she never wanted it.

“Good boy,” she sighed, satiated. He had become so attentive to her body’s needs. Constantly searching for ways to increase her happiness. “I love how soft your mouth is on me.”

He moaned in appreciation. The first few days, she doubted his sincerity. Expected everything to fall apart. Earnest, he sought her approval in everything he did. For her part, Patricia tried to be as free with praise as she was with criticism. Although, honestly, there was very little to critique about his behavior at this point.

“Nice and slow, sweetheart. Nice and slow.” 

Foster’s hands stroked her thighs. She glowed under his touch. No other man had ever brought such simple pleasure to her as his fingers gliding on her skin. She hadn’t even known it was possible. Patricia cupped her breasts in her hands and massaged them, rolling her nipples between thumbs and fingers.

As much as she loved Foster’s service, she knew it wouldn’t last forever. The Chinese quarantine would have to be lifted. They would have to return to the States. And she had to go back to Andrew.

Andrew. Her husband. She still experienced pangs of guilt over the way she used Foster in violation of her wedding vows. It wasn’t like she never tried to stop. One day she’d made it six entire hours without needing his hands on her. But four of those hours had been unproductive as she lost herself in fantasies of what her handsome assistant did to her body. 

Patricia shuddered as a wave of pleasure rolled through her body. Foster's tongue circled her clit with expert precision, sending tingles up her spine. She arched her back, pressing herself harder against his mouth. 

"That's it," she breathed. "Right there." 

As the tension built inside her, Patricia's thoughts drifted back to Andrew. What would he say if he could see her now, sprawled across her office desk with her legs spread wide for her assistant? She pushed the guilt away. Andrew couldn't understand what she was going through. The constant, gnawing need that consumed her every waking moment. 

Foster had been her rock through it all. When the Fever first hit and she thought she was losing her mind, he'd been there. When she broke down sobbing from the relentless arousal, he held her. And when she gave in to her urges, hating herself afterwards for what she needed, he stroked her hair and talked her through it. 

Still, Andrew wouldn’t recognize his wife now. Her haunted past made her quiet and reserved in bed, a willing recipient of whatever her husband wanted. The Fever turned his wife into a woman who spread her legs wide, commanding servitude and pleasure from her assistant. A woman who loved sex now, the body she inhabited, and the pleasure it brought her.

She loved how Foster made her feel. Maybe even loved him. What would Andrew say to that?

Patricia's body tensed as her orgasm approached. She gripped Foster's hair tighter, grinding against his mouth. Panting. Moaning. More alive under the touch of his mouth than at any other time of her life.

"Oh god, yes," she moaned. "Don't stop." 

As the waves of pleasure crashed over her, Patricia's mind drifted to a fantasy. In it, Andrew walked in and caught them like this. But instead of anger or hurt, his eyes filled with understanding. He joined them, kissing her deeply as Foster continued his ministrations below. The three of them tangled together in a passionate embrace... 

Patricia shook her head, dispersing the image. That would never happen. Andrew was too... traditional. Too set in his ways. Her cravings and desires brought on by the Fever would disgust him. He’d never allow another man in their bed; much less be able to touch one.

As her breathing slowed, Patricia nudged Foster away. He looked up at her adoringly, his lips glistening. 

"Thank you, darling," she breathed. “You’re so good to me. I need more, sweetheart. Can you do that for me? One more time. This time, use your fingers, too.”

She phrased it as a request, but they both knew it was a command. That’s the way Foster needed it. The way Patricia enjoyed it. After so much of her life spent doing what everyone else wanted her to do, it emboldened her to be the boss. To give a simple command, knowing Foster would carry it out to the best of his ability. Without fail. Without excuse.

A soft smile urged him back between her thighs. Her pussy hummed with pleasure as he worked two fingers into her. Stroked her walls. Coaxed her pussy to open for him. Cling to his fingers. And finding the spot that made his lover arch her body and pant.

Foster's fingers worked their magic while his tongue’s delicate dance tantalized her clit. Her eyes closed, losing herself in the moment. Her husband, and the guilt thoughts of him brought her faded away, replaced by pure physical bliss. 

"That's it," she murmured. "Just like that." 

Her hips matched Foster’s movements. Another orgasm swirled within her, more intense than the last. The Fever amplified every touch, every lick. Sent sparks of pleasure coursing through her body. 

Patricia's mind drifted, remembering how Foster felt inside her. His hard, lean body moving over hers. His cock filling her perfectly as his mouth sucked at her throat. The soft whimpers of pleasure as he denied himself completion at her command. 

"I love you,” she whispered. 

Her heart pounded when Foster’s mouth paused. Then his tongue swirled around her clit, and she relaxed. He hadn’t heard. But she knew she meant it. 

More than anything, she enjoyed the way Foster lingered over her pleasure. Going down on her wasn’t a race. It wasn’t just to get her wet enough to punch his cock into. He enjoyed using his mouth on her. 

Patricia tightened her fingers in Foster's hair as her second orgasm rolled through her. Her body trembled. Toes curled. Thighs quivered. Foster's fingers stroked inside her, petting that perfect spot as his tongue flicked rapidly over her clit.

"Oh god, Foster," she gasped. "I'm so close." 

He hummed against her; the vibrations sending shockwaves through her body. Patricia arched her back, pressing herself harder against his mouth. The tension built and built. Plateaued. Built again. Inching her towards her precipice.

And then, with a final flick of Foster's tongue, Patricia tumbled over the edge. Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, not caring who might hear. Foster held her steady, his mouth never leaving her as he guided her through the intense climax. 

Patricia collapsed back onto the desk, gasping for breath. Foster withdrew his fingers, placing a soft kiss on her inner thigh and sitting back on his heels. 

"Thank you, darling," Patricia murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. "You always know what I need. You’re so good to me, baby.”

"It's my pleasure, Miss Undersecretary.” His soft smile warmed her. “Always.”

A broad grin split her face. She loved the way he used her title as an honorific. Like she was a goddess from the Golden Age, he could only approach in the dark corners of her temple. The temple of her body. She held her arms out to him, waving him into her embrace.

Foster rose and melted into Patricia's arms, nuzzling against her neck as she held him close. She stroked her fingers through his hair, the dampness of sweat at his temples coating them. Warm against hers, his body was comforting and familiar after weeks of intimacy. 

"You're trembling," Patricia murmured, running her hands down his back. "Are you alright, sweetheart?" 

Foster nodded against her skin. "Just... overwhelmed. In a good way," he was quick to add. "You're so beautiful when you come undone like that. I am honored to be the one to bring you such pleasure." 

Patricia's heart swelled at his words. She tilted his chin up, meeting his gaze. "You're the only one who truly understands what I need. What this fever has done to me." She traced his lips with her thumb. "I don't know what I'd do without you. I don’t think I’d survive.”

His cock throbbed against her thigh. She forgot the virus infected him, too. Asymptomatic, the virus left the men as sexually needy as it did the women. The main difference being that men couldn’t stand the idea of acting without a woman’s permission.

“I need you inside me,” she told him, stroking her fingers over his cheek. “Make...” Patricia caught herself. She’d almost asked him to make love to her. As he moved his body between her thighs, she whispered again. “Pleasure me. Give me everything you have, lover.”

Foster’s mouth was hot and wet, his tongue thick as it stroked against hers. She gasped and moaned into his kiss as his cock found her slick enough to enter. His whimper was a sympathetic echo of her pleasure. Patricia held him close as he trembled in her embrace.

“What’s wrong with my love?” She asked, concern in her eyes. “What do you need from me, sweetheart?”

“I need to say something.” His voice was hoarse, choked with emotion. “I’m afraid you won’t like it.”

Her legs tightened around him, holding his cock in the depths of her pussy. She caught his face in her hands. Pulled his mouth to hers, promising with a kiss that nothing would change between them. Nothing.

“Tell me, sweetheart.” She nuzzled against his face. “Tell me what has made you distraught.”

His breath was sweet on her lips. She heard him breathe deep, warmth of his words on her throat. He trembled again.

“I love you,” he whispered. “I love you, and I never want to be without you. When we go home...”

Patricia covered his mouth with her fingers. The smile on her lips came from her heart, full of light and love. She shook her head.

“I love you, too,” she confessed. “And when we get home, we will be lovers. I will make it happen, Foster, somehow. Believe me. I’m never giving you up. Never.”
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