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Dedication

I wrote this story in praise of young and beautiful equestrian women everywhere. Your graceful command of elegant creatures inspires the imaginations of many. From your beautiful hair, your formal riding attire, and your glorious dressage boots, you are worshiped by countless men. So, may you realize your power and learn to take full advantage of those under your spell throughout your coming years.


Preamble

I have always loved horses and equestrian sport, with English dressage a clear favorite. For anyone familiar with the fetish and Femdom scene, the equestrian sub-genre has been around for some time. It has always fascinated me to no end.

It thrilled me to think about how men salivated at the thought of a whip-wielding horsewoman outfitted in leather chaps and Western riding attire dishing out severe discipline across the backs of her consenting slaves suspended from the barn rafters.

Then there are those ladies who mount carriages or even human ponies for a leisurely ride around the paddocks. But how can we exclude the prim and elegant Goddesses relaxing between events at the dressage competition while subservient stable hands toil at their feet, polishing their well-soiled riding boots with enthusiastic tongues? The best of them are those prepared to consume every last speck of filth from the soles of their female deity's riding boots, no matter what they may have stepped in earlier.

Eighteen is my homage to the fetish sub-genre and all women who love everything equestrian. In some small manner, perhaps my creative contribution will assist in promoting more tolerance and acceptance should one day we hear of an actual account of such fantasy occurring in the public sphere. One can only hope we evolve as a human species with such an open heart.

Within these pages, the reader will be constantly thrilled by a barrage of equestrian Femdom led by four impressive dominant female characters. The anchor of our story is its hero, the eighteen-year-old Madison. From mild foot fetish, sissification, and sexual objectification of males to more extreme bullwhipping, ballbusting, and disgusting bootlicking. Your tastes will be satisfied. At these stables, we are even a witness to male castration. It just wouldn't be equestrian Femdom without it. I sincerely hope you enjoy Eighteen - An Equestrian Femdom Tale.

Cordelia
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Ooh! I Love Your Pedicure

"Madison, I'm so excited. I can hardly wait!"

"So am I, Jenna. We're both gonna place; I just know it."

Jenna and Madison had been friends since junior high. They were inseparable, spending nearly all their free time together; joined at the hip, Madison's mother always said to them.

"Did you girls remember to pack all your horse tack? It's a long drive, and we won't be turning around once we hit the road."

"Yes, Ms. Bristow," Affirmed Jenna.

"Mom, I double-checked everything last night," chimed Madison.

Emily Bristow was like any proud mother. Her only daughter, Madison, was the focal point in her life. Ever since her estranged husband left just before Madison's tenth birthday, she's played a doubly significant role in her upbringing. Emily couldn't believe that her darling baby girl had finally matured into a capable, intelligent and beautiful young woman.

Madison and best friend Jenna, who were only a week apart in age, recently celebrated their eighteenth birthday. As a tradition, the girls and Madison's mom were off to compete in the state's open invitation annual equestrian dressage competition. All three women were quite the accomplished equestriennes, each winning multiple first-place finishes at various high-profile tournaments.

Emily Bristow herself had quite a storied past, having competed on the U.S. national team some years ago. She managed to win an astounding two gold medals at the summer games in Atlanta in 1996. Madison was proud of her mom and wanted to be just like her. She'd eventually get her chance, but in ways, she would never have anticipated.

With mom in the car and everyone's bags packed, Madison and Jenna scamped into the back seat of the SUV. Still only five o'clock in the morning, the day was very young. Nevertheless, their every footstep seemed to be loud enough to wake the neighbors from their sleep. And the unmistakable sound of their flip-flops flapping against the bottoms of their tender-soft feet reverberated throughout the still and silent neighborhood.

Jenna slept at Madison's the night before so they could get an early start in the morning. She came just after supper, sharing dessert with Madison and her mom before helping pack the car. They figured it was better to pack the night before than spend precious time in the morning. The girls needed their beauty sleep, after all. Though it didn't stop the pair from staying up later than they ought to. Madison and Jenna mostly goofed around gossiping about boys, as eighteen-year-old girls often do. However, they gave their nails a fresh coat of polish before turning in for the night.

The girls painted their fingernails themselves before deciding to give each other a pedicure. Jenna held Madison's petite dainty size 6 foot in her hand and delicately applied a fiery shade of red to the tips of her toes. Simultaneously, Madison had Jenna's long but narrow size 9's resting comfortably in her lap. Jenna's toes were more extended than Madison's, and her nails were slightly more prominent, which meant there was more surface area to gloss. The girls' hands were steady, though. Before long, both gawked and marveled at how cute their feet were. Putting their hands and feet together, they smiled then laughed, gently blowing each other's toes dry.

"Your toes look so gorgeous, Maddy. They're gonna make all the boys drool. We did a fab job last night," Jenna complimented as they sat in the back seat with their feet propped up on the seatbacks.

"Thanks, babe. I had an excellent esthetician. Yours look pretty hot too!"

"You know, your mom always has the cutest nails."

"She gets them done every week. I don't know how she can afford it, but she always somehow manages to hit the day spa every Saturday morning."

"What are you girls talking about back there? I heard my name," Emily turned to ask.

"Oh, nothing much, mom. Jenna thinks your feet are hot."

"Hey!" Jenna shouted, obviously embarrassed by Madison's remark.

"Ouch! I was just kidding." Madison nursed her arm after recoiling from Jenna's sucker punch. "Seriously though, mom. How can you afford to go to the spa literally every Saturday?"

Emily didn't answer, and it remained a mystery as the girls got distracted by a passing vehicle which sparked a new conversation. It was just as well for Emily. She wasn't ready to answer Madison's question. Perhaps one day, she'd tell Emily everything, but today all that was important was the horse competition and their annual tradition. Except, this year, it was different. Madison wasn't a little girl anymore; she was a woman now.

It was Madison's final year before she went away to college and far from home. There was still much that Emily wanted to share with her before she left. First, there was advice about being a strong and empowered woman in a rapidly lessening patriarchal world. But there was also the truth about her father. There were many gaps and missing details about her past that she kept hidden from Madison for too long. Emily couldn't wait to tell her everything. Though there was still plenty of time left, perhaps this was the perfect weekend to finally let it all out.

"Oh...Ninety-nine bottles of beer on the wall, ninety-nine bottles of beer..." The girls broke out in song, and although Emily was hesitant at first, after about fifteen miles, she realized that the girls weren't tiring any time soon and decided to join in on the fun.
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Whipped! To The Bone

After a long drive, Emily finally pulled into the property. It was still morning, but after several hours on the road, they couldn't have arrived any sooner. Spectators and competitors were already pouring in; however, they were all driving onto the grounds using a different entrance, as indicated by the posted signs. Emily, however, drove past the billboards and on up to the main entrance of the ranch. The roadway ended at a beautiful prominent century-old home.

Turning into the driveway, Emily looked over her shoulder and whispered, "Girls, we're here."

There was only silence in response. Both Madison and Jenna were fast asleep in the backseat, their bare feet still propped up on the seat in front. Oh well, Emily thought, let them sleep a while longer.

The driveway was long, about a quarter-mile, and straight as an arrow. A row of uniformly spaced tall mature oak trees bracketed both sides of the dirt and gravel laneway. It was a pretty sight taken right out of a romance novel set in the deep south. Emily parked the vehicle next to the house, and just as she turned off the ignition, out walked a beautiful middle-aged auburn-haired woman dressed in a western shirt with jeans sporting a pair of fancy brown cowboy boots. A set of ornate spurs on her boot heels jingled as she stepped down from the porch to greet Emily.

"Emily, honey, you made it! Oh my gosh, girl, I can't believe it's been a whole year since I saw you last. You look gorgeous!"

"Hi, Amelia. You look pretty fabulous yourself. I love those spurs!" Emily smiled back as she exited the SUV leaving the girls behind to catch up on their beauty rest.

Amelia, about ten years her senior, had been Emily's mentor throughout her younger years while competing at the national and international levels. Emily credited Amelia for all of her success as a world-class elite horsewoman. She taught her everything she knew about horses and riding, among other things.

"Walk with me. Let's check on your horses in the stable." Amelia motioned Emily to follow, and together they walked around the house toward the horse stables.

"So! Amazingly, you're hosting this year's state competition," Emily commented.

"Yes, I couldn't resist; I love these shows too much. And the royalty money is exceptional."

"Well, have you finally settled down with one of your fine bulls?"

"Hahaha!" Amelia laughed, "Why would I ever do such a silly thing as settle when I don't have to."

"I suppose. So you still keep slaves?"

"Not only do I own them, but I've also added a few more in the past year alone. So I'm up to twelve full-time bitches that live here on the ranch with me."

"Hmm, I'm impressed," Emily grinned wickedly.

"I've even groomed one particular hunk of a slave to give to Maddy as a gift for her eighteenth birthday."

"She'll love that, I'm sure." Emily paused, second-guessing herself, "Do you think she's ready to follow in her mom's footsteps, though?"

"Emily, honey-baby, don't kid yourself. You're one of the most natural-born dominant women I've ever met," Amelia smiled, "And Madison is a chip off the old block."

"Hmm, I suppose you're right."

"I know you better than anyone; I'm right, alright?" Amelia put her arm around Emily's shoulder, "Well, what about you then? Have you given up entirely on putting worthless male pigs in their place?"

"I haven't owned a slave since..."

"Since Maddy's father." There was an awkward silence as finally, Amelia recognized Emily's discomfort in discussing the past and stopped herself from going further.

Emily's actual relationship with Madison's father had been a secret kept from Madison for many years. Emily blamed herself for breaking one of her own rules. She fell in love with her slave.

Madison's father was a wealthy banker when Amelia first introduced him to her. Money was never a problem for him. He could buy anything he wanted, including sex. However, he desired the experience of being helpless, powerless, and at the whim of a beautiful dominant woman.

Emily was happy to oblige and before long had her leash firmly around his neck, even treating him literally like an animal for several years. Finally, Amelia drafted a legal contract, entitling Emily to his vast fortune in exchange for the privilege of serving as her real-life slave.

Emily was exceptionally cruel to him at first, treating him as human garbage, and everything seemed perfect. He couldn't get enough of Emily's beatings and filthy riding boots to clean. So it was a shock to everyone when Emily developed romantic feelings for him. Then, after Madison was born, it became a constant struggle to treat him with respect. After the luster of the romance had faded, all she could think about was how he once used to beg to lick horse shit from the soles of her riding boots. How could she ever love such a man if you could even call him that?

Inevitably, Emily again lost all respect for him and started cheating on him with other more deserving men to satisfy her own needs. They lived in a cuckold relationship while Madison was still a very young girl. It was easy to hide their lifestyle from her at that age. But after ten years, Emily decided to discard him from her and Madison's life altogether. Madison was told that her dad simply ran off like a typical worthless dead-beat father.

In actuality, Emily liquidated all his assets and put most of the money in a trust fund for Madison. She left behind a sizable chunk to spend on her own worry-free lifestyle. And out of misguided sympathy, Emily still forwards a meager amount of money to Madison's father every month. It's barely enough to pay for a tiny, run-down cockroach-infested apartment and not much else. The last she heard from him, he was sucking cocks for tips at some big-city glory hole run by a group of female supremacists. Good for him, she thought.

Amelia hugged Emily, "With all the money you made, you wouldn't have changed anything, right?"

"Oh, shut up," she half-heartedly retorted. It worked, though. Amelia's humor broke the tension, and Emily playfully punched her shoulder in response. "It's more than I'll ever know what to do with, thanks to you."

"I told you to get them into a debt contract early on! Didn't I? The only thing better than owning a slave is owning a debt slave." With that, the longtime friends giggled as they approached the barn.

Emily wasn't sure what to expect when they entered the barn. Not only was Amelia her mentor when it came to horse riding, but she also introduced her to the fascinating world of female domination and the keeping of male slaves. From what she remembered, Amelia was quite the sadist.

Emily could still clearly recall when she realized how little Amelia sympathized with the men she kept in slavery. Emily was barely in her twenties, while Amelia was an elegant young and passionate instructor and ranch owner in her early thirties. She was working on a freestyle routine with a new horse that hadn't been entirely broken in yet when it unexpectedly bucked Emily forcefully off its back and onto the ground. Although Emily was already acquainted with Amelia's penchant for keeping male slaves, this particular day presented a real eye-opening experience for her.

"Emily! Emily, are you alright?" Amelia came rushing into the paddock to check on Emily, who was writhing in pain on the ground, nursing an aching tailbone.

"Y-Ye-Yeah, I think so. Ouch!" Emily winced; it stung more than she initially thought.

"Oh, dear. Let me help you." Amelia helped Emily to her feet and out of the paddock. "Slaves!!!" She yelled for help and watched as a half dozen naked males almost immediately came running to her aide. Two men helped Emily into a patio lounge chair which another promptly brought over from the house.

"I-I think I'm ok," Emily said. She wasn't; instead, she was visibly shaken from the fall.

"Rest, my dear." Gently brushing the hair from Emily's face, Amelia snapped her fingers. Two brawny stable slaves knelt at either side of Emily to keep an eye on her. "Bring her a bag of ice and something cool to drink!" Amelia ordered the third servant before he obediently rushed back toward the house. "Where is that fucking piece of shit of a worm, Gregory? Gregory!" she shouted at the barn.

"Yes, my supreme Goddess Amelia?" Another naked man wearing a collar around his neck and a chastity device locked around his penis came briskly out of the barn to kneel before Amelia.

"You fucking worthless worm!"

Whack!

"Ah-Arghhh!" He screamed as she kicked him squarely in the face with the blunt toe of her black leather riding boot, knocking him to the ground.

"Get up, slave!!!"

Smack!

"Owww-Ahhh!" He fell over a second time. This time a tooth flew out of his mouth from a follow-up kick to the face. "Please, my Goddess, please! I beg for your mercy."

Ptooey! Amelia spat in Gregory's face like it was a spittoon. "You told me earlier that Marley was broken in. Liar!"

"My Queen, I..."

"Silence!" Slap! She struck him across the face as hard as she could muster. "Hector! Fetch my bullwhip; the eight-foot one."

"Yes, Goddess Amelia, Ma'am." One of the slaves kneeling next to Emily sprung to his feet to retrieve her bullwhip from the barn.

By now, Emily had forgotten about the pain in her tailbone. Instead, she was astounded by what she witnessed despite having grown quite comfortable around Amelia's stable of slaves. She had never seen Amelia get this angry and certainly never act so overtly cruel.

Amelia grabbed a bleeding Gregory by the collar and dragged him ten feet to a large wooden post anchored next to the barn. There were chains attached to it, and it quickly became apparent to Emily that it was an old-fashioned whipping post, despite never noticing it before.

"You are going to get the whipping of your life, bitch! I am literally going to shred the flesh from your backside." Amelia raged as she propelled a few more wads of phlegm into Gregory's face.

Amelia spent the next few anxious minutes chaining Gregory's arms and fastening the eyelet on the steel collar around his neck to a waiting shackle attached to the whipping post. He was utterly immobilized, his head contorted into a skyward gaze while his body hugged the splinter-laden post. Then, finally, a slave ran up to Amelia and handed her the whip she requested, an eight-foot heavy stock tightly braided leather bullwhip. Amelia didn't hesitate in administering Gregory's punishment.

Whoosh-Crack! Crack! Crack!

"Ow-Ohhh-Arghhh!" His screams echoed across the farm, although it didn't matter. No one for miles was about to rush to his aid.

"You fucking worthless piece of shit!"

Whoosh-Crack! Whoosh-Crack!

"Owww! Pleeease! Nooo!"

Whoosh-Crack! Whoosh-Crack!

Emily looked horrified as Amelia's relentless lashes almost immediately inflicted severe damage. The red lash marks on his skin split open, allowing blood to flow from the wounds. She'll never forget the sound that Amelia's bullwhip made as it tore through his terrified flesh.

Whoosh-Crack! Whoosh-Crack!

"Arrrrghhh!!! N-N-Nooo!!! P-Pleeeaaase!"

The intense screams that gave testimony to his inhumane suffering would echo in Emily's ears for weeks later. With each vicious lash, the whip whooshed through the air, followed by an almost peaceful moment of silence before letting out a ferocious cracking sound. Undeniably, Amelia's skill was on display as she expertly placed the tip of her whip on flesh at the precise moment of it cracking to maximize the force of impact along with the poor slave's pain and suffering.

The servants on either side of Emily tended to her comfort as the horror slowly turned to intrigue. The blood was running down his back and legs, staining the dirt at his feet. Amelia raged on, yelling at him and accusing him of almost killing Emily. Each precise lash landed where Amelia intended it to. Gregory's screaming waned somewhat, presumably because he rapidly grew numb to the pain. Eventually, Gregory passed out entirely, unable to bear it any longer.

It didn't matter to Amelia. She continued whipping his limp body. With most of the skin on his backside now broken, the torn and shredded flesh underneath became exposed and raw. Gregory faded in and out of consciousness for several minutes until Amelia finally stopped and unchained him from the post. She'd inflicted more than fifteen brutal minutes of severe torture, yet she was still noticeably upset.

"Wake up, bitch! Now," she commanded the groggy whimpering sub-human, delivering a swift barrage of kicks to the back of his legs.

"Uh-Ooooh. P-Please, Goddess." He could barely utter a word and spoke ever so softly.

"Shut up! Turn around," she barked.

He complied immediately and, with a grimace on his face, started to turn his body. "Ouch! Ohhh! It hurts so much, my Goddess."

"And you think I care how much it hurts? Fuck you, slave!"

"N-No-Nooo! Arghhh!!!"

To no avail, Gregory screamed at the top of his lungs as Amelia gouged and scraped his torn flesh by running her fingers unapologetically across his back. It must have felt like a fire was consuming his entire body.

From her vantage point, Emily looked curiously at the sheer destruction her close friend was causing. All of it without any resistance from her victim or anyone else for that matter. She could see detached muscle, filleted bits hanging, and the whiteness of bone underneath. The first thought that came to mind was that if he wasn't sorry before, he certainly must be now.

"You, slave!" Looking back at one of the men kneeling next to Emily, Amelia commanded, "Fetch my branding iron and make it glowing red-hot."

"Yes, Goddess Amelia," he affirmed before running off.

"N-N-No! Please, my supreme Goddess Amelia, please!" Gregory begged.

"That's not even half of it, bitch." Ptooey! Amelia leaned in and spat in his face again. She watched amusingly as the disgusting loogie slowly oozed down his forehead and into his one eye. "Your back is completely shredded. I mean, I really fucked you up badly. But, on the other hand, I'm quite impressed with myself," she mocked.

"I'm sorry, my Queen; I really am. I deserved the whipping, and I thank you for it. I really do, but..."

"Shut up! You're getting branded, bitch! I'm marking you with my X. So, this is literally your last fucking chance. My slaves only get one chance to fuck up. Next time I'm tossing your worthless body in the wood chipper and feeding it to my pigs. Is that clear?"

"Y-Yes, Ma'am. Very clear, thank you." The tone in his voice suddenly changed from one of fear and anxiety to one of calm and acceptance.

Gregory knew Amelia was quite serious. She thrived as a sadist, and ironically, it was the single reason why Gregory adored and worshiped her so much in the first place. Despite his pleas and screams, he knew what he was getting into when he offered his life to Amelia as her property. Like all her male slaves, Gregory religiously worshiped Amelia as a divine being. Without hesitating, he'd give his life if only for her amusement. It was his duty and simultaneously his privilege to suffer for her.

The iron was glowing hot when the servant returned and handed it to Amelia. She smiled and looked at Emily, then at Gregory. She paused to soak in the feeling she got from the reverence in his eyes. He knew what was about to come and how much it would hurt. So rather than pleading for mercy any longer, he gave thanks for the opportunity to suffer for his owner. Then without warning, she rammed the iron into his chest and held it firm.

"Ow-Aaaarrrggghhh!!! Yeow!" Gregory let out a shrieking cry. Emily covered her ears while Amelia just smiled intently. "Oh-Oh-Oh! Ah-Ah-Ah! Thank you so much, my supreme and divine deity, oh Goddess Amelia. Thank you for my punishment and discipline. I worship you until my last dying breath!" His devotions became amplified in volume due to his enduring agony. His mind ejected into outer space, which became a religious experience for Gregory.

"I wouldn't be so grateful yet, bitch. The worst is still to come." Amelia handed the iron to her waiting servant. "Keep that hot," she said. The servant began re-heating the wrought iron with a small propane torch.

What could be worse than having the skin ripped off your backside and a big letter X branded onto your chest? Emily wondered in suspense. She didn't have to wait long for her answer.

Amelia fished under her blouse to retrieve a tiny key dangling from the chain around her neck. It was a master key that unlocked the chastity devices of all her slaves. With the key in hand, she proceeded to open the steel device clasped securely around his genitals.

When affixed to a weak-minded male, it undoubtedly ensured his absolute devotion at all times by denying him the ability to pleasure himself. It really was an ingenious invention, Amelia marveled. Such a simple contraption could simultaneously drive men mad while also amplifying their desire, and in turn, that made them far more obedient and willing to submit to a woman. As the unit fell to the ground, Amelia pulled out a small pocket knife and flicked it open.

"You'd better pray it's still sharp. I used it yesterday to pick the horse shit out between the treads of my hiking boots." She then reached for and grabbed both of his testicles, grasping them tightly in her fist.

Oh, no. P-P-Please, no! Please," he genuinely begged, not ready to lose his balls to his Goddess.

"Shut the fuck up, bitch!" Then, in a momentary outburst, she forcibly squeezed his testicles in the palm of her hand.

"Yeowch!" That shut him up quickly.

"Your incompetence resulted in my dear friend Emily getting hurt. Shredding your back isn't even close to what you deserve. You're lucky I don't let Emily slit your throat right here. Do you understand?"

"Y-Yes, M-Ma'am."

"There's no scenario here where you're getting off easy. Right now, I'm going castrate you."

"Gulp!" He quivered in fear.

"The way I see it, you should be thanking me and counting your blessings since I'm only going to cut off one of your balls."

"Oh, yes. Thank you so much, my Goddess. T-Th-Thank you, Goddess."

"After removing your worthless ball, I want you down on the ground on your belly like a worm. First, you're going to clean my dirty boots with your tongue. Then, I want you to thank me for cutting off your nut and taking a bullwhip to your back. Is that clear, bitch!"

"Yes, Goddess. Thank you."

Gregory clenched his teeth while Emily curiously watched as Amelia punctured his scrotum and made an incision along the ridge between his testicles. It wasn't a long incision but just enough for her to be able to squeeze, applying sufficient pressure for one entire ball to pop right out. It dangled precariously in mid-air by the spermatic cord connecting it to the rest of him.

"Goddess, I'm scared," Gregory admitted, holding back tears.

"Don't worry, slave." Her tone was soft and more tender. The rage and cruelty in her voice were gone. "Just think about how much this pleases me. About how much I enjoy making you suffer."

"Thank you, Goddess Amelia. I want to please you, and I'm truly sorry for my mistakes. I know I must atone for my sins against you, my Goddess."

"Then suffer for me, slave!" Suddenly gone was the sweet voice as Amelia sliced the cord, allowing his testicle to drop to the ground. Once it landed, she stomped it into the dirt with the heel of her riding boot and ground it flat.

Gregory screamed hysterically.

Emily laughed.

Amelia had a sadistic delight in her eyes. "That's what I think of men and their pathetically worthless balls." She reached for the hot branding iron and cauterized the severed sperm canal before stuffing it back into his scrotum. She ordered a sobbing Gregory to hold still while she pressed the burning hot rod down onto the incision she made, fusing it shut. She then reached down and picked up Gregory's mashed-up testicle. "Look at it! This is what you mean to me. Never forget that!" she shouted before tossing his crushed testicle about twenty feet, where it landed in the pigpen only to be devoured by several hungry swine.

Gregory watched in sadness for a moment before dropping to his knees in front of Amelia, praising her. "Thank you, Goddess, for showing me no mercy. Thank you for severely bullwhipping me, shredding my flesh, branding me, and castrating me. I worship you so much." He reverently bowed to her. "Hail and praise be to you!" He then lay flat in the dirt on the ground at Amelia's feet. Despite all that she had just put him through, Gregory obediently licked her riding boots repeatedly until there wasn't a spec of dirt seen.

"Good bitch. Now wriggle on your belly over to Goddess Emily and clean her boots. I want you to beg her for forgiveness." Amelia then delivered another swift kick to his face.

Gregory incoherently babbled as he squirmed in the dirt at Emily's feet, determined to remove every last speck of dust from her riding boots. Emily mostly ignored him while she carried on a conversation with Amelia. Occasionally Amelia gave Gregory a bit of encouragement by using her whip to offer a quick flick across his back. The expression right to the bone suddenly held much more meaning for Gregory as the tiniest impact stung immensely every time it contacted his butchered raw flesh. Nevertheless, he knew that he dared not complain or object even in the least for fear of another vicious assault. Gregory elected instead to just subserviently lick and lick and clean all the dirt and crap from Emily's boots.

After a while, Amelia had Gregory hauled away by the other slaves. They tended to his wounds, pouring alcohol over most of his body while stitching the many open wounds without using any medications. He was forced to relive the torture all over again. But despite his ordeal, Gregory was seen clearing horse manure from dirty stalls later that day. There was no rest for the slaves that Amelia owned, and indeed, no sympathy for their suffering was provided.

Emily learned a great deal from Amelia that day. She realized that having the world at her feet was possible as a confident and assertive woman. Westernized women were the masters of their destinies, though most didn't yet realize it. A new era in the nation was dawning, which would see more and more women begin to insist on being treated like royalty by the men in their lives. The day marked the beginning of Emily's own adventures in slave ownership.

"Amelia?"

"Yes, dear?"

"Do you remember when Marley kicked me off his back?"

"Hmmm, yes, of course. You took quite a fall."

Emily looked across the path near the barn and spotted Amelia's whipping post. It was still there! To her surprise, the shackles were still attached. The wood appeared painted a deep red color, or at least that was Emily's first impression. However, she quickly recognized that it was not painted red but rather stained from the blood of Amelia's unfortunate slaves.

Noticing where Emily's attention was, Amelia reminisced fondly, "Ahhh, yes. That was the day I strung Gregory up to my post. I had to force myself and show great restraint from simply taking his life."

"You shredded his back."

"And cut off his testicle," Amelia added laughingly. "He deserved it, hurting you that way."

"Did he ever cross you again?"

"Gosh, many times."

"Many times?" Emily was confused. "You branded him with an X and told him you'd feed him to the pigs if he crossed you again."

Amelia chuckled before answering, "I couldn't bring myself to waste a perfectly loyal and productive slave like that. Even if I really wanted to sometimes."

"Huh, I see."

"Don't get me wrong. That Gregory spent more times strung up and bullwhipped than the rest of my slaves combined. His front and his backside look more like hamburger meat than skin now. I finally took his other ball from him a few years ago. It's sitting in a jar of formaldehyde on my mantle inside the house. At least I still have one of his nuts as a conversation piece."

"Nice! Sometimes, I wish I took Madison's father's balls." The women laughed out loud, sharing in a moment of friendship.

"As long as you took all his money, it's nearly the same thing, sweetheart. Men are elementary animals." Amelia shifted her tone from cheerful to one of profound curiosity. "What about Madison? How many boyfriends is she keeping on a tight leash these days?"

"Maddy's smart, beautiful, and I can tell she's got that dominant gene in her..."

"And?"

"And I haven't exposed her to our lifestyle yet."

"Emily, sweetie, what are ya waiting for?"

"I guess I was waiting until she turned eighteen."

"Well, she just turned eighteen. Hallelujah! I'm going to teach her some things this weekend. I can't wait." Amelia's excitement was far from reserved. She was bursting at the seams, anticipating everything she wanted to teach the young Madison. She'd help her discover the feminine power she possessed and teach her about her natural authority as a woman. "And her friend too!" Amelia exclaimed as she opened the door to the barn and entered.

"Ok, but no castrating slaves this time. It's too soon for that," Emily offered, but it was too late; Amelia had taken off into the barn. Emily followed her in.
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Excuse Me? Did You Say Slaves?

Lulled from her slumber to waking reality, Jenna awoke to a series of muffled voices followed by dampened thudding noises. "Maddy, wake up!"

"Huh? Wha-what is it?" Madison gingerly took her feet off the seat and carefully adjusted her posture, working out the stubborn kink in her back. Sleeping in such an awkward position had taken a toll on her joints despite her youthful condition. "Why'd you wake me? Are we there yet?"

"Maddy, get up! Your mom's gone, and there's like three weirdos rifling through the trunk taking our stuff!" She pointed out the window at one of three men holding a duffel bag full of riding tack.

Madison scrambled to get out of the car, first gathering her favorite pair of flip flops left strewn about on the floor beneath her. Then, hastily, she slipped back into the well-worn summer sandals before opening the car door to confront the men.

In the sternest voice, she asserted, "Hey, assholes! What the fuck do you think you're doing?". Her arrogant and booming tone clashed starkly with her delicate feminine appearance. Nevertheless, she possessed a natural audacity. It was one that certainly caught their attention.

"Ma'am?" One of them answered.

"Stop touching our shit. Drop it, bitch!" Madison scolded him as she rushed up to get into his face. He barely looked older than herself.

"I-I'm sorry, Ma'am. My humblest apologies." Realizing how adamant Madison was, he complied, hunching over about to set down the items he was carrying.

"You fucking asshole! Do as she says," Jenna screamed impatiently. He moved far too slowly for her liking. She rushed up, cocked her leg back, and abruptly kicked him in the testicles with all her might. It was more punitive than coercive.

"Yeow!" The young man cried out from a combination of dull yet acute pain in a knee-jerk manner.

"Ouch! Shit, that hurt. Maddy!" Jenna reacted unexpectedly. She was expecting it to hurt him more than herself. Realizing that her target was not as soft as she assumed, she immediately regretted kicking him in the balls. This bitch has balls of steel, was her first thought. It was peculiar, but she was sure that something hard was stuffed in his pants. Jenna had kicked guys in the nuts before, and never once did it hurt her more than the guy.

Madison quickly sprung to action in defense of her best friend. She snatched one of the items from the young man's hand, her riding helmet, and swung it violently at his face.

"I'm sorry, Ma'am, please!" He pleaded.

Crack! Smack!

"Ah-Ouch!" Madison landed several more blows, and to her surprise, the young man didn't even try to cover up, let alone fight back. Instead, he just dropped to his knees and took his beating.

"Fuck you, asshole! That was my best friend you hurt." She continued hammering his face until she heard the popping sound of his nose breaking after the final blow that rendered him unconscious. The deadweight of his body fell hard to the ground, and the young man landed on his face at Madison's feet.

She turned her attention to the other two men; one had a full head of white hair and looked like a senior citizen, while the other was about the same age as her mother. Frozen with fear, they gently put down everything they were holding before lowering themselves to the ground and prostrating their bodies. Then, laying utterly flat with outstretched arms in submission, they buried their faces in the dirt and begged for mercy.

"Please, Goddess, please don't hurt us!" pleaded the old man.

"Goddess, I beg you for mercy, Please!" babbled the other.

Madison looked at Jenna, and Jenna at Madison. They were both shocked yet amazed at the ease of their victory over the trio of would-be bandits. Madison lifted her flip-flopped foot and placed it back down, stepping on the side of the unconscious younger man's face. "Jenna, what the fuck just happened?" she wondered.

Emily emerged from the house before Jenna could answer. Then, stepping onto the front porch, she shouted, "Girls!"

"Mom!" Madison cried out.

"Ms. Bristow!" Jenna parroted.

"Mom, these assholes were stealing our stuff and attacked us!" It was slightly more than an exaggeration of the actual truth, but such was the privilege of pretty young women. They could do no wrong. It didn't matter to Emily who did what anyway. All that mattered was that Madison and Jenna were content with the outcome.

Amelia came dashing out of the house behind Emily, "Worms!"

Clearly enraged, she rushed past Emily and, in one fluid, beautifully smooth motion, reached for the coiled bullwhip hanging loosely from her hip. She unbuckled the clasp, and the heavy professional quality leather uncoiled itself. Then, with a sharp swing of her arm toward the sky, the well-oiled leather snake appeared to float suspended in mid-air. Despite happening so fast, everything was in slow motion as the women all looked on in awe. Amelia then snapped her arm downward with vigor, propelling the sharp tip with immense velocity until it rained down on the old man's prostrated flesh.

Crack!!!

The white-haired man screamed. His plain white shirt was immediately sliced from the force of the lash. Shortly after, Madison could see a bloodstain begin soaking through.

Whoosh-Crack! Whoosh-Crack! Whoosh-Crack! Crack! Crack!!

It was a scene right out of Tim Burton's Batman Returns. Emily loved that film and imagined Michelle Pfeiffer's black latex-clad Catwoman in stiletto boots cracking her whip across the backs of the inferior males cowering before them. Amelia was a pro. In just a matter of seconds, she managed to shred the clothing of all three men, cutting their backs and scarring their flesh. Their blood-soaked, torn shirts were in tatters, ripped so badly they fell from their bodies. Amelia spared none, not even the unconscious younger male, whose head was firmly planted under Madison's perfectly pedicured foot. After the first lash, though, he woke from his slumber and joined the other two unfortunate souls in a chorus of shrieking screams and cries for mercy.

"Slaves!" Amelia commanded, "Heel!"

She pointed to her feet, and all three immediately slithered on their bellies through the dirt, coming to rest with their faces staring directly at the tips of Amelia's cowboy boots. They froze motionless at her feet, repressing their pain despite the horrible stinging pulsating from their open wounds.

Madison and Jenna were beyond disbelief. They couldn't understand what was happening. But neither felt sorry for the men wallowing in the dirt at their feet. Madison had never seen a woman take charge and kick a man's ass like that before. Amelia just annihilated not one but three male assholes.

"Auntie Amelia!" Madison exclaimed, "That was amazing!"

"Maddy, my dear. Gosh, you've grown into a beautiful woman."

"I'm still your little princess."

"You'll always be a princess, my precious Madison." Amelia paused before continuing, "You're probably wondering what that was all about, I'm guessing."

"Uh-Yeah! That was awesome! They're jerks; they deserved every last blow. You were amazing with that bullwhip, by the way." Madison's excitement was hard to contain. "Can you teach me?"

"I'd love nothing more than to teach you to crack a bullwhip of your own. We can even use one of these worthless pieces of shit as a target." Amelia said, kicking the middle-aged slave squarely in the face, knocking out a tooth before smiling with pride.

"Hmmm-Yeah, about that. I'm interested but a bit confused by all of this." Madison pointed with the toe of her flip-flop at the grown men groveling subserviently at Amelia's feet. "You called them slaves; what's that all about?"

"Sweetie, I think it's best if your mother explained it to you. I'll be in the house if you're serious about learning the bullwhip."

"I am!" Her facial expression gleamed with enthusiasm.

"You make me so proud of your mother, Maddy." Amelia leaned in to give Madison a warm embrace before turning her focus back to her cowering stable slaves. "Up! On your fucking knees, worms! Get to the pond and wash up; you're dripping blood everywhere." She kicked a couple more heads, providing additional incentive for the pathetic men to rise to their knees. Then, crawling like animals, they slowly moved toward the back of the house, where Amelia maintained a sizeable artificial pond for her horses to bathe.

"Uh-Um! Excuse me, Ms. Amelia?" Jenna rushed over to Amelia with a perplexed look on her face.

"Yes, my dear?"

"Ma'am, I've kicked a lot of high school boys in the nuts, and there's never been a time where it hurt me more than the boy until now. I don't understand?"

"Oh, my dear. You see, I keep all my slaves locked in chastity. So it was his chastity device that you kicked." Using her foot, Amelia tugged on the old man's torn pants until his naked behind was exposed. She then stomped his body, knocking him over and onto his side, exposing his genitals to Jenna. "You see?"

"Awww, I see it now. It's so tiny." Jenna smiled as she came to the realization of what had happened.

"That's what we call a micro-penis. So those ones definitely get locked up."

"But what for?"

"It's a chastity device." The young woman was still confused about male chastity, so Amelia explained, "You see, weak and spineless beta male losers like this have absolutely no self-control. He'd literally jerk off all day if I didn't lock him up."

"Hmmm… Tee-hee!" Jenna thought about it, then covered her mouth with one hand giggling as a mental image of what Amelia had just described filled her head. She was amazed at the degradation and abuse this seventy, perhaps even eighty-year-old man was allowing Amelia to subject him to.

"If you want to bust the balls of a loser locked in chastity without first unlocking him," she said, pulling a gold chain out from under her white blouse, drawing attention to the key that dangled from it. "You'll need a good sturdy pair of boots."

"Like your cowboy boots?"

"Exactly like my cowboy boots, or as I like to refer to them, my shitkickers."

"Shitkickers; I like that."

"And I like this," Amelia said as she lifted her leg until it hovered above the slave's body. Then, with a quick smile and wink of the eye, Amelia rammed her foot down on top of the elderly man, slamming her boot heel into his cock and balls.

"Yeowww!!!" Cage or no cage, it insanely hurt, and the old white-haired man burst out hysterically. "Ohhh! Ouch!"

"Shut up, you worthless worm!" Hock-Ptooey! Amelia raged before spitting on the man's face. "Get to that pond, now!"

"Mom, what's this all about?" Madison looked at her mom and wondered.

"Walk with me, honey." Emily put her arm around Madison, and the mother-daughter couple strolled down the long driveway.

"I'll catch up with you later, Jenna!" Madison shouted over her shoulder.

They left the SUV in its place with the trunk still open and several bags on the ground. But, not to worry, Emily thought, a slave would surely be out soon to retrieve them.
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Sissy! It's Time For Tea

Amelia sat at the kitchen table, sipping her Earl Grey tea. She enjoyed it black. There was something about the boldness of the aroma and bitterness of the taste that Amelia identified with. Then, leaning back into the antique wooden chair, she sighed heavily. "Ahhh, what a morning. I tell ya, Jenna, I'm inclined to say that men are just completely worthless."

When she finished her sentence, Amelia's housemaid placed a teacup in front of Jenna and a basket of freshly baked biscuits. She was a sissy, fully decked out in a cute French maid's outfit and wearing a pair of fishnet stockings and black patent leather pumps. She smiled at Jenna while placing a napkin in front of her.

"But," Amelia went on, not ready to give up entirely on the male species, "some men are more valuable than others." A devious smile swept across her face.

"Really? How so?" Jenna was intrigued. "Most guys are just jerks."

"Yes, they are, but who would cook and clean for us? Scrub the toilets? Who would do the heavy lifting in the yard, take out the trash and muck out my horse stalls?"

"Beta males!" Jenna was starting to see the bigger picture.

"Bingo. Some, however, even come in handy when a girl needs some loving attention, if you know what I mean."

The eighteen-year-old blushed. Jenna knew what Amelia meant. "Hmmm, like a sex slave? But I don't even have a boyfriend."

"Oh, honey. You're such a beautiful young thing; you can get any man you want. Me, I prefer fucking only black men."

"Oh, wow! I thought it was just me. I do too!"

"Darling, there's nothing more satisfying than a gorgeous big black cock inside you."

"Tee-hee!" Jenna giggled. She noticed Amelia's sissy quietly listening intently to their conversation about black men and their large penises. Observing how she slowly faded into a lustful daydream was amusing to Jenna.

Amelia turned, chastising her maid, "Sissy bitch, you wouldn't know what to do with a superior black cock." Then turning back to face Jenna, "I only permit her to suck slave cock. Yup! I'll unlock the whole lot of my bitches and let 'em throat fuck this one."

"That's hilarious," Jenna laughed. "I can just picture it in my head." She stood up from the table and walked up to Amelia's sissy at the kitchen sink. "Do you like sucking cock, bitch?"

"Yes, Ma'am, I do," she answered as she curtsied for Jenna. "I pride myself in my cocksucking skills."

"Hahaha! Really? You're that good, are you."

"Yes, Ma'am. Goddess Amelia donates my services during gay pride month each year."

"Wow, that's...appropriate," Jenna answered with a sense of pride herself. "I hope you're doing well sucking all those beautiful gay cocks."

"They spit roast him for thirty days straight," Amelia laughed.

"Spit roast? What's that?" Jenna's innocence shone through in her relative naivety.

"It's when one guy's pounding his pussy hole of an ass while another is raping his throat," Amelia chuckled.

"Hmm, I see. So you're a lucky little sissy bitch then." Jenna patted her on the head. "Does sissy have a name?"

"Rory, Ma'am. My name is sissy Rory," she answered as she curtsied again.

Jenna sat back down at the table. "That's a cute name."

"Rory's been my sissy maid for almost twenty years now; ever since, well, about the time she hurt Maddy's mom." Amelia reminisced.

"Wait, what?"

"Jenna, don't you worry. Madison's mom recovered just fine, but Rory never did. Or I should say Gregory never did."

"Recovered from what?"

"Well, I was so agitated over his inability to properly break in a horse that Emily was practicing on that I really laid into him. I strung him up and shredded the flesh on his backside with my bullwhip. I was furious. I think I made him eat shit, fresh from the horse stalls every day for the next six months." Amelia smiled as she recalled the memory fondly.

"Him? Do you mean her? And who's Gregory? I'm so confused." Jenna slapped the sides of her head, making a confused gesture.

"No, I mean Gregory." Amelia stood up and pointed through the entrance to the living room, which was adjacent to the kitchen. "See that jar over there sitting on my mantle?"

"Ah... Ya, I see it. What is that? It looks like an egg," Jenna wondered out loud.

"It's Rory's balls! Or what's left of 'em, just one in fact. Amelia's swine ate the other." A voice shouted from the opposite end of the house. Madison and Emily entered, catching the last bit of the conversation.

"Huh?"

"Jenna, my mom explained everything. She told me all about her past and Amelia and... just everything. That egg in that jar of formaldehyde belonged to this fucking loser, Rory. It's all that's left of her castrated testicles!" Madison revealed as she stopped next to Rory, pointing to her groin.

"Yuck! Blaaahhh-Ohhh!" Jenna heaved, almost vomiting.

Madison explained, "All the men and sissies here at Amelia's farm are slaves. She owns them - like fucking property."

"That sounds awesome, Maddy. You are amazing, Amelia," Jenna burst with excitement.

"Mom too! I never realized it all this time, but my mom is a kick-ass dominant woman."

"I learned from the best," Emily admitted with a subtle glance recognizing Amelia's significant role in her own development. "And my Madison is a natural-born alpha female too," Emily declared with much pride over how her daughter turned out.

"I wanna see it!" Jenna blurted out. "I wanna see sissy Rory's ball-less dick."

At the quick snap of Amelia's fingers, Rory lifted her frilly maid's skirt to reveal her panties. She eased them down, and the room erupted in laughter. There was almost nothing there. Her little stump of a penis was tiny. After so long without a pair of testicles, her sex drive waned to the point where it wasn't even possible to get an erection. It made wearing a locked chastity device irrelevant, which was convenient since there really wasn't any easy way to secure one without balls to hang from.

"I remember watching you take only one ball from Rory," Emily shared with Amelia.

"That's right, I only cut one testicle off that day. It was many years later that I took the other one. He may have been a useless stable boy, but he makes a damn fine housemaid. I'm glad I didn't feed him to my pigs." In the background, Amelia could see Rory nodding; she was also glad.

Emily and Madison joined Amelia and Jenna for tea and biscuits. The four women sat enjoying each other's company over much laughter and delight as Amelia and Emily led the conversation with several tales of their Femdom lives. Jenna and Madison's ears were perked as they listened intently in awe to their stories of female empowerment.

"Wow! I wouldn't have believed until today that any man could be so spineless and pathetic," Madison gasped.

Emily answered, "You'd be surprised, Maddy, at how many men would die for a chance even to lick horseshit from the riding boots of a beautiful and elegant equestrian woman."

"And you gals are so young and gorgeous; you could easily have hundreds of men at your feet," added Amelia.

"I want a slave that I can ride like a horse," chirped Jenna.

"I want one to lick the mud and shit off my boots daily," countered Madison.

"Girls, girls. You can have both and more." Amelia stood up from the table. Handing her mug to sissy Rory, she continued, "But for now, I've got some other matters to attend to. My house is yours, so please feel at home and help yourselves to any of my slaves. There's still some time to relax before the competition begins."
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For Dessert, Riding Boots a la Horse Apples!

"Madison, I want you to be comfortable with this lifestyle," Emily warmly confided, putting her arm around her daughter as they slowly paced the horse stables.

"Mom, I am. I know this is for me," Madison reassured her mother. Then, as they passed by one of the empty horse stalls, she exclaimed, "Watch!"

Inside was a naked stable boy hard at work cleaning up after the previous horse. Madison stepped in close, Hock-Ptooey, and spat unforgivingly in the man's face.

"Down on your fucking knees, bitch!" she commanded harshly.

"Yes, Goddess," the forty-something balding man immediately complied.

"Lick my boots, fucker!" She pointed at the formal English riding boots adorning her precious feet and waited as the man lowered himself to the ground to show her the respect she was entitled to. "No, wait," she barked again before stepping around him and kicking over a wheelbarrow full of pungent-smelling fresh horse manure. Madison then looked at her mom. It was almost as if she was checking to see if she was about to take things too far.

"No, you aren't?" It was a rhetorical question. Emily was half-joking and half-serious in her tone. She knew her daughter, and when Madison made up her mind, there was no stopping her. Emily's heart suddenly swelled with pride.

Madison stepped into the pile of horseshit, mashing and dragging her boots until they were coated in the vile animal excrement. "Now, if you're gonna obey me and clean my boots as I ordered, then to get to them, you're gonna have to eat through this pile of shit first." A wicked smile blazed across her face as Madison stood with folded arms looking down on the unlucky stable stave.

Emily could see the look of a sadist in her daughter's eyes. Amelia was the only other woman that Emily could recall whose eyes glazed over with dominance like that. But, she knew Madison meant business, and this poor loser had no other option but to obey.

"Eat shit, bitch!" Madison ordered, kicking him hard in the stomach. The stable slave dropped to the ground and assumed a prone position at Madison's feet, immediately beginning to dig through the pile of rotten horse apples using only his mouth. "Eat that shit, worm," she shouted again.

The slave ate mouthfuls of manure, wincing with each bite as he desperately chewed the round apple-sized balls of horseshit. Finally, Emily joined in his torment. Using her foot, she pushed even more of the disgusting shit back onto Madison's boots as the slave ate, frustratingly erasing his progress.

"Come on, slave, keep eating! Mmmm, isn't it yummy?" Madison poked.

Emily prodded, "You love it, don't you? You're like a worm tunneling your way through shit." Hock-Ptooey! "Lick that up!" She was proud of her daughter. How couldn't she be? Madison had grown up into such a beautiful woman. Her attitude was a carbon copy of her own younger self. It felt good sharing this experience with her daughter.

"This is taking forever," Madison fumed. "I'm leaving, but you're still going to eat that whole pile of shit. So I'll be coming back to check on you. Understand?"

"Yes, Goddess." A clump of manure fell from his mouth as he spoke, "Thank you, Ma'am."

"Gross!" Hock-Ptooey! Madison was a natural spitter with perfect aim hitting him right in the eye. Then, she turned and spotted another slave working in the stable, "You! Bitch, it's your lucky day. You get the privilege of cleaning our boots."

The dichotomy between the image of Madison at the tender age of eighteen and the authority she freely wielded over men much older than her was not lost on Emily. But, on the contrary, she gleamed with pride in her daughter. Observing intently, she watched an ancient and frail-looking male briskly hobble down the aisle on his hands and knees toward them.

"Hurry the fuck up, you old ass worthless piece of shit! Lick this shit off my boots before the stench infuses in the leather." The expression about respecting your elders meant nothing to her, not in this case.

Madison was ruthless. She didn't owe him anything, least of all, any respect. Madison could never respect a spineless piece-of-shit bootlicking beta male loser. So she just laughed with disgust as the boney elderly man groveled at their feet, thoroughly cleaning her soiled boots using only his tongue. The only thing that impressed Madison about him was that he was turning out to be an excellent bootlicker, undoubtedly having done this many times before.
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Yee-Haw! Ride Him Cowgirl

Amelia gently closed the door behind her. The hardwood beneath her feet creaked under her shifting weight while the pebbled soles of her cowboy boots rapped with each step, echoing throughout the large bedroom. A generous walk-in closet housed her impressive wardrobe in one corner of the room. Despite her modest country life exterior appearances, Amelia loved fashion, especially footwear and costume wear.

She flicked on the light and disappeared into the wardrobe room, quietly shutting the door behind her. After only a few minutes, Amelia emerged from the closet, fully decked in a skimpy sexy-cowgirl number. She still had her decorative cowboy boots; however, they were now paired with a set of sharp pointy spurs. Gone were the less lethal but jingly ones. A classic western cowboy hat was on her head, and her wavy auburn locks were gone. Instead, a brilliant and tidy ponytail flowed naturally out the back. Amelia's firm breasts were perfectly sized and fit her skimpy tight leather bra with just the right amount of perkiness.

Amelia was bursting with eloquent sex appeal. On her hands were a pair of short, form-fitting leather gloves. With one hand resting suggestively on her hip, she lightly grasped onto the coiled-up leather bullwhip that she used earlier to discipline her unruly servants. Finally, around her petite waist hung nothing but a pair of leather assless chaps that left nothing to the imagination. Her smooth, shaved pussy was dripping wet with excitement.

A bonafide knockout for a woman in her fifties, Amelia went far beyond the standard of beauty and physical fitness. From her firm breasts, flat stomach, and toned legs to her flawless and wrinkle-free skin, Amelia was as close to a Goddess of a MILF as they came. In another ten years, she could effortlessly earn the title of GILF as well, whether she was a grandmother or not.

Standing seductively in the doorway, she tapped the toe of her boot and warned, "That deliciously big and black cock better be rock hard for me because I'm taking it for one helluva bumpy ride. Yee-haw!"

A tall, extremely fit African American male lay naked in the center of her bed. His wrists and ankles were securely bound to each of the four bedposts, immobilizing him. A steel collar was padlocked around his neck with an attached chain leash. The cold metal chain links were draped across his muscular chest. A ball gag was stuffed in his mouth and clasped tightly around the back of his head.

Amelia had no interest in what he might have to say. All that mattered to her was that his penis was hard and fully erect. It was, and the shaft quickly reached more than nine or ten inches in height as it pointed straight up at the ceiling. Amelia's dainty footsteps had inevitably created much anticipation of what was to come for the captive bull. Combined with her sultry voice and much dirty talk, the helpless sex slave was hopelessly at her mercy.

Amelia walked over to the bedside, straddling it as she continued teasing the perfect male specimen with her words. "I'm gonna ride your pole from here to eternity. Mmmm! I can't get enough of big black cock, and your's is as big as my wildest stallion's out in the stables," she lustfully exclaimed as she squeezed a tube of lubricant onto the shaft of his erect penis.

"Urrr-Mmmm!" Her love slave's muffled moans cried out from under the ball gag.

"Fuck yeah!" Amelia mounted his cock with delight and started pumping her hips to a slow and steady canter, maintaining the rhythm for several minutes. "Mmmm, fuck me, boy. I love riding my black stallion."

"Urrr-Mmmm!"

"Fuck, Fuck, Ah-Ah-Ah, yeah!" She couldn't stand it any longer. The male's massive tool inside her begged for more. She broke into a full-blown stride and trot, followed by a hard sprint. "Mmm, Fuck me! Woo-hoo, Yee-haw! Yes-Yes-Fucking yes!!!"

Amelia rode her black stallion hard, forcing him to cum twice inside her before she finally orgasmed herself. Then, slowly lifting herself off her stud's cock, she released an exhausted sigh of relief. It was quickly followed by giggles as massive gobs of ejaculate slowly oozed out of her, coating his cock. "You can have that back, love. Tee-hee!"

Knock-knock-knock!

"Come in!" Amelia stood and answered the knock at the door, still dressed in western riding attire. It was sissy Rory. "Perfect timing! I left you two huge loads to clean up," she giggled.

As Amelia stepped into the bathroom to take a quick shower and change her outfit, sissy Rory knew what she had to do. It was a routine cuck cleanup ritual, and sissy Rory loved every minute of it.

She approached the bed and immediately noticed a large amount of thick sperm pooled in multiple places on his smooth glistening body. That wasn't even accounting for the sticky strands that still streamed from the head of his cock. Rory leaned in and licked it all up. As she slurped the puddles, she paused to savor the flavor and texture of his thick and globby black cum. It was her favorite thing in the world; eating a superior black man's load. The only other thing that could come even close would be to serve as his human urinal. Maybe, later on, he'd be so kind as to empty his bladder full of piss into her eagerly awaiting mouth, Rory wished.

She licked with vigor, cleaning the hoards deposited on his stomach, over the shaft of his penis, around his testicles and thighs. Rory then stuffed her black demigod's still semi-erect monster cock into her greedy mouth to suck out any remaining dribbles and drools of semen.

"Mmmm, yummy. Thank you, Sir," Rory teased. "I'm grateful to be of service to you, Sir." It was ironic, in a twisted sort of way. They were both slaves to Amelia, yet Rory idolized her ebony master almost as much as she worshiped Amelia.

With Amelia safely out of view and her black god securely tied to Amelia's bedposts, the temptation was too great. Sissy Rory decided to take advantage of the situation and cheat a little. She began liberally sucking on his dick for five more minutes or so. She rubbed, tugged, and sucked his cock until it was fully erect again. Her lust for it was never-ending with his rock-hard tool in her sissy mouth. With pleasure, Rory deepthroated his manhood until Amelia's love slave emptied his balls; however, this time, his load shot down her throat and into her hungry stomach.

Swallowing his load with respectful gratitude, a quivering Rory let out a pathetic whimper, "Mmmm! Uh, thank you, Sir. Th-thank you so much."

After producing three loads in under an hour, the orgasmed-out sex slave could only grunt and moan before rapidly drifting off to sleep.

Rory stepped back from the bed, reverently bowed her head, and curtsied in front of the sleeping bull. She opened the door and left, closing it behind her.
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Breaking In Jenna's Pony

"Woo-hoo! Giddy up, horsey!" Jenna kicked back her heels, letting her spurs dig sharply into the outside of his thighs.

"Yeee-Ouch! Uh, I mean...neigh!!!" The pony slave bucked onto his hind legs, lifting off the ground and taking Jenna with him. It was enough to show that he got the message but not enough to disrupt her pleasant trot around the yard by knocking her off his back.

A sudden rush of pleasure swept over Jenna. In the thrill of the moment, she dug in her spurs a second time twice as hard and cheered, "Hee-Yaaa! Giddy up! Let's go, horsey!" The blunt English dressage spurs may not have been sharp, but the solid steel body still packed a wickedly intense punch.

The pain was undoubtedly made worse because his torment was at the hands of a careless bratty teenager. It just served to heighten the anticipation of more suffering. It didn't help that the area where she had been spurring him became noticeably purple from bruising.

"Brr-Neigh! Neigh!!!" The pale-skinned scrawny male, perhaps in his late twenties, broke into as best a trot that he could manage, given Jenna's persistent harsh encouragement. The bratty equestrienne Goddess on his back demanded his loyal service, and he was not about to disobey and disrupt the pleasure of a beautiful young lady.

After Amelia slipped off to her bedroom and Madison headed to the stables with her mom to go over a few drills, Jenna took advantage of Amelia's offer. She spotted a slave lingering about the yard doing clean-up work and reassigned him to serve as her human pony. She thoroughly enjoyed herself and could quickly get used to having a slave around to toy with daily.

"Mmmm-Ughhh-Mmmm!" A muffled voice cried from inside the house.

Amelia was having a good time with her black gentleman bull. Jenna knew because she could hear everything through the open bedroom window. It may have been on the second floor, but Amelia's hootin' and hollerin' were highly revealing. Between his moaning and her shouts of unrestrained lust, it was apparent that Amelia still had a ton of energy, notwithstanding her age. She wasn't the only one determined to have fun, though. Jenna insisted on tacking up her boy and riding him like a pony.

She was fully dressed in formal dressage, with a pair of mirror finish, highly polished black leather boots, and riding crop. Jenna's classic white breeches and black jacket complemented her stunning beauty, as her long flowing golden blonde locks over her shoulders accentuated her look of entitled royalty. Her new horse even looked the part. With a standard horse-bit wedging his mouth open, he had a halter around his head, and the reins were securely in Jenna's grasp.

They rode around the yard, stopping for a drink of water from a nearby mud puddle. Then, a quick spurring or a stern flick of Jenna's crop indicated it was time to start moving again. He was a good pony, she told herself. One day, she'd have to get a ponyboy of her own, just like this one. He was extraordinarily obedient and happily accepted the brutality she was dishing out. It was pretty therapeutic.

"Woooah, stop," Jenna ordered, pulling back on the reins. She stood up. Dismounting from the saddle, Jenna stared across the yard at the barn. The main door to the stables was open, and Jenna could just make out Madison and her mom having a conversation inside. Some old guy was lying on the ground at their feet. Huh, she wondered; he's probably licking their boots clean. She turned her attention back to her waiting pony, took a step back, and stomped the side of his head. "Lick my boots, bitch! They're starting to get dirty, and I want them cleaned, now!" Jenna sounded like a spoiled little brat demanding her daddy give her money for candy. It worked; the ponyboy immediately did as she commanded.

"Mmm-Yes! Mmmm, thank you, Mistress. Mmmm, thank you." He thoroughly enjoyed licking her riding boots, perhaps almost as much as Jenna enjoyed the thrill and rush of having a grown man at her feet doing such a disgusting thing just to please her.

Did he really think he was impressing her in the least? All she could think about was how much of a worthless loser he was. He wasn't even a man, certainly not a real man. If she did have a boyfriend and had decided to bring him along for the weekend, she'd have him remind this loser just how pathetic he was. Jenna imagined a handsome football player type laughing as he pissed all over the bootlicker's face. She might even have him piss in his mouth, making him gulp it all down. He'd probably like that too much. But instead, Jenna was disgusted by how pathetic he was. There was so much gross shit stuck to the bottom of her boots, and he was just happily lapping it up. Sick! She thought.

After almost throwing up in her mouth, she had seen enough. Jenna hopped onto his back and resumed her ride. She prodded him swiftly with her spurs, "Hee-Yaaa! Giddy up!"

"Neigh!!!"
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Amelia emerged from the house, greeted by the heartwarming sight of Jenna riding another human being around the yard like a pony. Like Madison, Jenna was also naturally dominant at such a young age. With a warm smile across her face, Amelia paused for a moment to admire the spectacle under the soothing sunlight. She was doing a fantastic job turning the young man into her pet horse, so rather than interrupt, Amelia decided to let Jenna have her fun a while longer.

"Hee-Yah! Hee-Yah!" Jenna viscously kicked her heels over and over into the poor pony's thighs. "Faster, bitch! I said faster!"

Seeing her enthusiasm, Amelia couldn't help but be proud of her. "Jenna, darling?"

"Oh! Hi, Amelia!"

"He's bleeding all over my lawn."

"Oh! I'm sorry. I didn't realize I was spurring him so hard." She looked back at the trickles of blood oozing down each leg.

"It was a joke, dear. I was kidding. Let the bitch bleed to death if it pleases your precious little heart," Amelia chuckled, thinking it cute how Jenna missed the point of her humor, readily assuming that her lawn was more valuable to her than the profuse bleeding of one of her sub-human slaves. In reality, neither was all that important.

"Oh, ok. Hee-Yah! Hee-Yah! Come on, boy, faster!"

"Arghhh! Neigh-Neigh-Neigh!!!"

"Honey, why don't you come with me? I'm heading to the stables to catch up with Emily and Madison. I have something extraordinary planned for Maddy."

"Oh, goodie. I love surprises." With that, Jenna dismounted her pony. But, rather than giving him a loving and reassuring pat on his head, she elected to offer him a swift and brutal kick to the ribs.

"Oh, dear," Amelia made a wincing face, "Ouch, I think I heard a rib crack."

There was a short pause; the women looked at each other momentarily and then erupted in laughter.

"Ah-Hahaha! Ha!"

"Ohhh-Eee-Oh! Haha!"

They walked across the large yard and met up with Emily and Madison, who had just exited from the opposite end of the horse stable.

"Emily! Maddy! Wait up," shouted Amelia.

Hearing their names, they spotted Amelia and Jenna and waited by the entrance until the group was reunited.

"Pfew! It's friggin' warm out today," Jenna confessed, fanning herself.

"It's turning into such a beautiful day. Isn't it?" added Emily.

"Maddy, your boots look amazing!" Jenna spotted. "Yours too, Ms. Bristow!"

"Mom and I just had 'em cleaned by some frail old ass bootlicker inside," Madison said, pointing at the barn.

"Hmm, yes. I've owned that one for many years now. That bitch is an excellent bootlicker. He'll polish my riding boots spotlessly even if they're covered in horseshit," Amelia explained. Before continuing, she stole a brief glance at Emily, who nodded in affirmation, already knowing what Amelia was about to say. "Maddy, my dear, I have some exciting news for you."

"What is Auntie Amelia?" Madison looked up to Amelia. Growing up without a father figure, she had come to admire her dearly. Amelia was always her staunch advocate and a powerful female voice. Along with her mom, the pair raised quite the strong, empowered young woman Madison had become.

"Maddy, after everything you've seen today and what your mother told you about her past, it's time."

"Time for what?"

"For you to choose your calling, of your own free will; it's time."

"Huh?"

"Maddy, baby, It's time for you to realize your full potential as a superior female. You're young and beautiful, and the world is at your feet. You're eighteen now. It's time you put a man on your leash that will loyally serve you for the rest of your life."

"Like a slave?" Madison asked despite already knowing the answer.

"Yes, exactly like a slave!" Amelia confirmed. "You're a Goddess, Maddy! As a superior woman, you're entitled to own them like property. As many as you like, in fact. It's your right."

Madison's eyes lit up. "Fetch my slippers, bitch! Lick that horse muck off my boots, loser! Get to work and send me that fucking paycheck, pig! Take it while I stomp on your ugly face," she mused at all the potential uses for a slave she could think of at that moment.

"I love your enthusiasm, honey," Emily said as she embraced her daughter in support.

"Madison, I want to give you something as a gift to get you started," Amelia offered. Then, the fit twenty-something-year-old slave Madison had encountered earlier arrived holding a bullwhip. Apart from a steel collar padlocked around his neck, he was totally naked. The slave knelt down in front of Madison.

"What's this?" Madison wondered. "Oh, it's you again!" Smack! She slapped him hard across the face. He didn't flinch at first, which only encouraged her to hit him again and even harder the second time. Smack-Whap-Smack!!! She alternated from forehand to backhand in rapid succession, striking as hard as she could until he was visibly in pain. "Fucking loser!"

"Thank you, my Goddess." The slave handed Madison a brand new whip. It was an expensive high quality eight-foot black leather bullwhip.

"Madison, I want to give you this wonderful bullwhip to help you in your journey. I hope this whip will prove an indispensable tool when disciplining your slaves and," Amelia chuckled as she finished her sentence, "an entertaining way to relieve pent-up stress."

"Oh my gosh, it's beautiful! Thank you so much. Can I use it right now to fuck up this little bitch?"

"Of course, you can; he's yours too. I'm giving this slave to you as well. He's your property to do with as you please."

Madison hugged Amelia and thanked her again before looking back at her new slave. A look of utter contempt swept across her face as she spat in his eye, Ptooey! It was quickly followed by a vicious kick to his now defenseless testicles. She smiled sadistically as her new and very first slave keeled over, burying his face in the dirt yet again.

Sensing what was to come next, the three other women stepped back several feet to give Madison some space. Clenching the thick leather-wrapped handle of the bullwhip, Madison let it uncoil and drop. Then, taking several steps back from the still wincing slave, she draped the tail of her whip across the ground in front of her. Then without any further warning, she snapped her arm up and over her shoulder to unleash Hell down upon her helpless victim.

Whoosh-Crack! Whoosh-Crack! Crack-Crack-Crack!!!

"Suffer, you fucking worthless piece of human shit! Take it, bitch!"

Whoosh-Crack! Whoosh-Crack! Crack!

Despite his screaming and pleading for mercy, Madison ferociously bullwhipped her new slave for over fifteen minutes as her mom, best friend, and honorary Auntie Amelia cheered her on.

His blood splattered the nearby fence, coating it a deep red. The grass and dirt around him were turned equally dark. He squirmed and cowered at Madison's feet, trying to cover his body with his hands, but it was futile. Her whip devastated whatever it kissed. Whenever Madison let up on the tirade of blows, it was only to lean in and kick him or stomp on him with the sole of her riding boot.

When she finally stopped, her male captive was lying motionless at her feet in a heap of hurt. Taking a step forward, Madison wiped the dripping blood tip of her bullwhip in his hair and coiled it back up before spitting on him. Hock-Ptooey!

"I really enjoyed that, bitch. I think we'll do that daily from now on." Ptooey! The spit pooled on the side of his face. Madison paused to watch how it slowly began oozing down his cheek and tricking into his mouth.

Emily lurched forward angrily, screaming at the broken male, "Fucking thank her, slave!" When her boot made contact with the side of his body, there was a loud cracking sound as she broke one of his ribs. "You know how lucky you are to be my daughter's bitch?" None of the women sympathized with him; they obviously couldn't care any less for his suffering except to enjoy the process of maximizing it.

"Th-Th-Thank y-you. Thank you, Goddess Madison." With great effort, the slave rolled over despite the intense agony he was experiencing and repeatedly kissed Madison's boots. "Thank you, Goddess."

"Get out of our sight, worm! Go and clean yourself up. We have a show to attend." Emily commanded.

The four women watched as he quickly rose to his hands and knees and crawled away, scurrying like a frightened insect from the deadly women.

"It serves them right," Madison commented. "After generations of male oppression of women, I have zero compassion for them. Fuck them!"

The equestrian competition was commencing soon. The women returned to the house to gather their personal things, check their clothing, and make their way over to the paddocks and competition area to finally join the other competitors. Amelia's slaves would follow behind with the horses and all the equipment.

On the way to the house, Madison stopped Emily to thank her mom for being such a wonderful mother. "Thanks, mom, for everything."

"You're quite welcome, Madison. You're an adult now and ready to assert yourself as a woman. I'm so proud of you."

"Mom, you know the best part of being a Goddess?"

"What?"

"The best part is I'll never have to muck out another disgusting stall or clean the horseshit from my riding boots again. That's what slaves are for."

Emily laughed out loud. It was true. Her new slave had many years of tasting horseshit ahead of him. "I love you, Maddy."

"Love ya, mom." Madison skipped ahead like a playful schoolgirl catching up with her best friend, Jenna.

That day, Emily couldn't have been more proud of her daughter. Not only did she mature into the confident and dominant woman she hoped for, but she also won every dressage event she entered that day. It was a perfect finish to a perfect day.

The end
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Chantal's Law

Book One: To Serve And Obey

(Extreme Femdom)

She is the judge, jury, and executioner…

Meet successful attorney at law, Chantal Gibson. She's not your average young, up-and-coming superstar attorney. Chantal believes in Female Supremacy, and she has her sights on nothing short of global female domination. This is a story of female empowerment through dominance and submission that you don't want to miss.

------------

Imagine a world where the principles of Female Supremacy governed as the law of the land. What would daily life look like? How would women exert their authority, and how would they choose to subjugate men?

Before this Utopian vision of an alternate existence can manifest, it needs a champion to bravely lead the charge. In the Chantal's Law series of femdom novels, our heroine is the exceptionally gorgeous and savvy young defense attorney, Chantal Gibson. A practicing and staunch advocate for female supremacy, she finds herself in the unique position of having the ability to usher in the very change in society that will one day bring rise to absolute female domination.

This erotic BDSM series explores many topics of Femdom, including foot fetish, cuckold, humiliation, sissy, forced-bi and forced-gay, human urinal, polyamory, female-led relationships, male slavery, corporal punishment, and Goddess worship.

The journey of Goddess Chantal Gibson and her emasculated husband, George, can become your journey. Join her and her allies in female supremacy and female domination as they blaze a trail into a Utopian society where Women rule and Femdom dominates every single page!

BOOK ONE: TO SERVE AND OBEY

In Book One: To Serve And Obey, Chantal's rise to power is chronicled. Our story begins with Chantal extremely angry at her incompetent cuckold husband's shoe cleaning skills. Then, after promising to administer severe corporal punishment later that evening, she sets off to carry out her plans to enslave her boss and take over managing control of her law firm.

We also learn about Chantal's love for shoes and her disdain for the male species. Her abuse of her sissy husband is relentless. Not only is he forced to stay home and do all the chores, but he's also routinely cuckolded, humiliated, and made to service other men. However, the suffering and abuse are worth it as her slave husband is allowed to express his profound worship of her and indulge in his foot fetish.

Follow the success of Goddess Chantal Gibson as she implements her Utopian vision for society. It holds the philosophy of absolute Female Supremacy at the core of its beliefs.

Cuck’s Club

Young & Entitled Princess

(A Cuckold Novel)

When I wrote Cuck's Club, I intended to open the reader's mind to possibilities beyond the norm. I wanted to encourage you to imagine a world where you could be free to live according to your passions and dreams without fear of ridicule or being ostracized. I wrote Cuck's Club to explore the notion of an everyday average male submitting himself entirely to a woman for life, completely and unconditionally. What if he suddenly realized he'd be happier if only he reprioritized his goals such that his sole purpose was working toward her comfort and happiness. Could he somehow be happy too?

Still a teenager at only nineteen years old, Jayne was a young woman that quickly learned what she wanted in a would-be husband. She may be an entitled and spoiled brat in today's modern world, but that appeared perfectly fine with her fiancé, Carl. He appreciated her and, once pressured with the prospect of losing the love of his life, made the ultimate sacrifice. Carl committed himself as her cuckolded slave. From then on, Carl willingly subjugated himself to his young and beautiful fiancée Jayne while accepting that she preferred the company of other men in the bedroom.

Marlon was one of those men, superior to Carl, physically and intellectually. Moreover, he was a beautiful African-American alpha male. Naturally well endowed, the gifted bull Marlon had a good thing going in the neighborhood. He freely had sex with all the women on his block while their husbands did nothing to stop him. Strangely, in this neighborhood, every woman was cuckolding her husband. And they were always happy to oblige when Marlon came knocking on their door.

Cuck's Club explores erotic fantasy realms such as cuckolding, forced-bi, foot worship and femdom, humiliation, and human urinal, all in the context of a female-led relationship.
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