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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?
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Justin

“How are your classes? Are you enjoying the new school year?” I ask my daughters. Katie and Gloria are sitting across from me at an Italian restaurant. It’s my evening to feed them, and I thought we could eat at a restaurant instead of sitting around my condo.

“My teachers are nice,” Katie says with a shrug. “We’re already like a month into the year. Not very new.”

“I have a new friend,” Gloria announces. “We’ve been jumping rope and drawing with chalk on the playground.”

“What’s her name?”

“He’s a boy, dad. Jason,” Gloria says.

“Oh, a boy.” I steady myself with a sip of water. What does it matter if Gloria’s friends with a boy? 

“Yeah, he’s new this year. He’s from New York.”

“Cool,” Katie says. “Is he from the city?”

“He’s from somewhere called Buffalo,” Gloria says. She picks up her fork and stabs a piece of broccoli in her pasta, guiding it to her mouth. “Everyone laughed when he told us because the city is named after an animal.”

“Don’t speak with your mouth full,” I say.

Gloria pops a hand over her mouth while she chews. Katie turns to me with a scowl, looking more like her mother every day. “Dad, I want to go to New York City. Can we? Please? Don’t act like you don’t have the money because I know you do.”

My girls are my life. I don’t know what I would do if something happened to my daughters, but they test me more and more as they age.

“It’s not about the money, Katie. It takes a lot of time to plan a vacation, and I don’t know if I can take the time off work.”

Katie folds her arms over her chest and pouts. “You never do anything fun with us, dad. All we do is go to restaurants. It’s boring.”

“Come on. We do stuff. We went to the cabin in the summer, and we’ve been to the movies a few times. Why don’t we do some fall activities more local than New York City?”

Katie sighs. “Whatever.” 

Gloria watches her older sister, stuffing pasta into her mouth. She’s only shown glimpses of what she’ll be like as a teenager. I hope she won’t be as tiring as Katie. My eldest, who was once sweeter than sugar, has turned into a sassy teenager. It’s rare to see her sweet side nowadays. I can only hope it comes back soon. 

“Is there something you want to do this fall, Gloria?”

She nods with enthusiasm. “I want to carve pumpkins before Halloween. Can we do that, dad?”

“Sure,” I say. “We’ll do that.”

Katie stabs her fork into her food, glancing around the restaurant with unamused eyes, but she says nothing to hurt her sister’s feelings. “Where’s Carol, dad?”

“She’s at work,” I say. “She should be getting off soon, but I knew you guys would be hungry before she was free.”

“Can she carve pumpkins with us?”

Katie looks up to Carol. They can talk fashion, makeup, and I’ve even overheard Katie ask Carol about boys. I’m happy they have their own relationship and that my daughter can show someone her positive side.

“I’ll ask, but I’m sure Carol will agree. She loves you two.”

Katie smiles and twirls pasta around her fork. I call the server over to ask for a dish to-go for Carol. I get the bill while the server is at our table. We finish our meals, and I drive the girls back to their mother’s house. 

My ex-wife’s house. The house where I pay rent until Gloria is eighteen, per our divorce agreement, unless Judy purchases a house of her own.

Judy comes outside. She doesn’t look as chipper and put together as usual, but I can’t help if she regrets her affair. I can’t help that I fell in love with her former friend. Carol and I found something with each other. There’s no way I’ll stop seeing Carol because of Judy’s feelings.

“How was dinner, girls?”

“Fun,” Gloria says.

“All right,” Katie says.

Judy kisses Gloria on the top of her head, but Katie avoids her mother’s touch. I guess I’m not the only one who gets the cold shoulder.

“She’ll grow out of it,” I say to Judy. We’re standing in her driveway, but she’s already turned her back to me to walk inside. The girls disappear into the house. 

Judy faces me. “Shut up, Justin. Don’t speak to me.”

“Damn, Judy. Don’t kill me. I was only commenting on Katie’s teenage behavior.”

“Maybe she’d be less upset if you hadn’t divorced me and left.”

“Okay, Judy. It’s clear you don’t want me here, so I’ll be on my way.”

Judy points her finger in my face, charging at me. I step backwards until I’m against my car. “You had no right to leave, Justin. I don’t want this life. I hate this life.”

“Judy, you cheated on me. I had every right to leave.”

“We could have worked through it. You didn’t have to run off with my best friend. I have nobody, Justin. Nobody. Do you know what that feels like?”

“That’s exactly how I felt when you were out cheating on me while I was spending all day in the office to pay for your big house, your shopping habits, and the lunches with your girlfriends. Hell, I was probably paying for the lingerie you bought to look sexy for Vincent,” I say. Not mentioning my lingerie.

A pink thong hugs my caged dick, but Judy will never know. She can’t see beneath my jeans. She never will again. I laugh in my head, knowing how Carol has me locked up. My life has only gotten better since my divorce, but it seems the same can’t be said for Judy.

“I hate you, Justin.”

“Judy, I need to go, but you can call me if you ever need help.” I turn to my car without waiting for Judy. She’ll yell, but I don’t have time to run in circles with her. We’ve done that before, and I’m not doing it again. I open my car door and slide into the seat. Judy steps back when I slam the door closed, lowering the window once I have the car started.

“I love you, Judy. Don’t forget to love yourself. You can get through this. I have faith in you.”

Judy shakes and screams an ugly sound as I pull out of her driveway and roll up my window. Maybe my comments are condescending, but who cares? I don’t.

I race to Carol’s house, excited to see her. Excited to be with the woman I love. She lets me wear lingerie, which is just about my favorite pastime in the world. There’s nothing better than sitting around the house in a thong and slip dress. Sometimes Carol likes to put me in a wig or paint my nails, even though I’m fine just wearing lingerie.

I love how Carol takes control. I love how she locks up my dick, telling me when and how to cum. 

Carol is my perfect woman. There’s a catch, though. She wants me to go in public dressed as a woman. Carol hasn’t mentioned the idea in a couple weeks. I hope she’s forgotten. Our relationship is everything I never knew I wanted except that minor detail. Dressing as a woman in public might be where I draw the line.

***

Carol

Justin thinks I’ve forgotten, but he’s mistaken. I haven’t. I’m only waiting until the perfect moment to strike. He will go out on the town dressed as a woman. He will follow my command.

He’s out with his daughters. I’m finally free from work. I drive to the mall near the hospital where I work as a physician assistant. Nobody judges me for walking around a department store in scrubs. I feel ashamed of myself, but the shopping bug hit me right around the time I was clocking out from work.

“Looking for anything in particular today?” a sales attendant asks.

“Dresses,” I say.

He points at a section of dresses. I thank him and browse through them, wondering which would look best on Justin’s body. I want something that will hide his boxy, masculine frame. A dress he’ll feel comfortable enough walking around in public his first time. He might grow more comfortable dressing in women’s clothing with time. He might hate it. I don’t know, but I want him to try once.
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