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SERIES INFORMATION

Carol & Justin are on a journey.

She commands.

He listens.

It's a relationship neither expects,

but it's true love, nonetheless. 

 

Each title in the Carol & Justin five-book series can technically be read as a standalone if you’d like, but they are best when read in order. The books follow a chronological order as Carol & Justin dive deeper into their female-led relationship.

The books also feature Carol’s friends Beatrice & Emma. They have female-led relationships of their own, which Carol inspired. Carol, Beatrice, and Emma are ready to play. Are their men up to being led by powerful women?

 

Links to books in the series:

Book 1: Under Her Command

Book 2: Pushing Boundaries

Book 3: New Beginnings

Book 4: Ceasefire
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Justin

“You don’t want a different color?” Carol asks.

“I love white. It makes my nails pop,” I say.

Carol smiles and offers a light shrug, beating the nail polish bottle against her palm. I’ve chosen white the past couple of times we’ve painted our nails. She wants me to try another color, but why changes what isn’t broken?

“Any drama at work?”

“Not really. One of my tenants wants to break her lease. Normally, I’d be an asshole, but I honestly couldn’t care less. I’m still high from the holidays.”

Carol nods, brushing white polish over my nail. “We had an incredible time. I can’t believe it’s the new year already.”

“I never asked if you have any goals.”

“Nothing specific. We were so drunk on New Year’s Eve. Who was thinking about goals?”

“Not me.” My mind drifts to the party we had at my condo with all our friends. The boyfriends and I have been getting closer. We don’t have a group text like the girls, but we get along fine. Leave the kids with our spouses. Not that Emma can leave hers anywhere since their child is growing in her belly.

“Do you have goals for this year?” Carol asks.

“I’d like to increase sales at the grocery stores. Maybe buy some more rental properties, but those are always my goals.”

“I thought you’d want to have more clothes in your closet,” Carol teases.

“That’s a fantastic goal. I could stand to have more lingerie and dresses.” I’m wearing a red slip dress now with nothing except my chastity cage beneath it. Carol has had me wearing it through the holidays, and there’s nothing I love more than having my dick under her control. I love waiting for her to dangle the key in my face to set me free.

“Don’t you already have a closet full of treasures?”

“I could fill your guest closet with options.”

“My closet?” Carol throws her head back and laughs. “Now you’ve lost your mind. Where would I put my clothes?”

“You could borrow the ones I buy.”

Carol paints my last nail and drops my hand. “Enough nonsense. Paint my nails,” she says and passes me a bottle of pink polish.

I beat the bottle against my palm, opening it to paint Carol’s nails. The woman I love. The woman who accepts me for who I am, no matter what others might think. Not that our friends care. Simon and Myles might not love women’s clothing as much as me, but they understand my desires. They aren’t judgmental.

“I can’t believe Emma’s pregnant,” I say to fill the voids of silence.

“She’ll be an exceptional mother.”

“So would you, if you wanted a child,” I say. Sometimes I wonder what Carol would look like pregnant with my child. I imagine her walking around the house with a growing belly like Emma, wondering what our combined genes would produce. We’re not too old to try, but Carol is against the idea.

“You know I don’t want a child.”

“I know,” I say. “That doesn’t change the fact that you’d make an incredible mother. You’re patient, intelligent, and you know how to care for people. You care for me.”

Carol smiles softly as I run the brush over her nail, covering it in pink. I finish Carol’s nails, and we sit on the couch watching TV. It’s much too cold to go outside, so we stay inside.

“It’s coming up on our one-year anniversary,” I say.

“Did you want to celebrate?”

“Every day with you is a celebration.”

“You’re a dork,” Carol says. She pushes on my shoulder and leans her head against it, careful to hold her wet nails away from us. 

Mine have already dried. I put my hand on Carol’s exposed thigh. She’s wearing an undone robe with a thong and no bra. It’s impossible not to stare, but I know she likes when I look at her. Or when I touch her. Kiss her. Suck her. I lick my lips as my eyes settle on her nipples.

“I’m your dork.”

“Yes, you are. Plus, we have your daughters. I know they aren’t mine, but watching them grow up is more than enough for me. Did you want more children?”

“Only if you did,” I say.

Carol wraps her fingers and blows on her nails, checking to make sure they’ve dried before picking up the remote. She turns on a reality TV show we’ve been watching, and I can’t believe how overwhelmed with love I feel every time we’re together.

***

Carol

I touch Justin. His painted white nails curl around my hand. My eyes meet his. They’re gorgeous and brown. Soulful. My life was gray before he came in to color it. Not every woman wants a man like Justin, but he’s perfect for me. I love painting our nails together. I love locking up his dick and holding the key.

“Come upstairs. I’m tired,” I say.

Justin doesn’t hesitate. He follows me up the stairs to my bedroom. I live in a townhouse. It isn’t far from Justin’s condo, but living apart is so hard. There are nights he doesn’t make it over just because he wants to check on his plants or check his mail and then gets too lazy to change when I’m finally off work.

Those nights don’t happen often, but I wish they didn’t happen at all.

I push open my bedroom door, and we step inside the place we’ve been many times before. The place where Justin and I have made love countless times. I grab the key to Justin’s cock cage from my drawer and dangle it in the air.

“What do you say to a little fun?”

“When would I ever pass up having fun with you?” he asks.

“Lift your slip.”

Justin grabs the hem of his slip dress and lifts it into the air. He watches as I step closer and place my key into his lock. Our eyes meet. A jolt runs to the tips of my fingers. Justin stirs my center when he looks at me. His eyes filled with love. His heart swimming in those dark browns.

OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
4

CAROL & JUSTIN BOOK 5





OEBPS/navtoc.xhtml


    

    Table of Contents





    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    		

        Title Page

    



    		

        Series Information

    



    		

        Copyright

    



    		

        Dedication

    



    		

        1

    



    		

        2

    



    		

        3

    



    		

        4

    



    		

        5

    



    		

        6

    



    		

        7

    



    		

        8

    



    		

        9

    



    		

        10

    



    		

        11

    



    		

        FIND ME ON PATREON

    



    		

        STAY CONNECTED

    



    



    



