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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

White lingerie clings to my legs. I’ve never felt more beautiful in my life. A t-shirt covers my torso, but it’s short enough to reveal my gorgeous white thong. It’s only been a week since Carol gave me a pink lace jockstrap, and I’ve had her buy me a few others since. Lingerie stores are the most tempting places I’ve ever seen since accepting my truest desires. They’re nearly impossible to avoid, but Carol wants to guide my development. She wants to do my shopping.

I’m over at Carol’s, waiting for her to return from work. I have a chicken and broccoli casserole in the oven, filling the townhouse with lovely smells. There’s a salad in the fridge, ready to toss whenever Carol gives the order. Some days she wants to shower after work. Others she likes to eat right away. I don’t mind. Whatever she wants is fine.

I have my lingerie. I have my cage. Carol is the best girlfriend in the world. My daughters are in good health. Life is grand. I can’t imagine how it could get better, and I hope it never becomes worse.

Losing Carol is one of my biggest fears. Losing what we have and how far we’ve come. No other woman could give me the freedom Carol provides. I need her in my life and hope my intensifying obsession with lingerie doesn’t alienate her. 

Carol gave me a pink lace jockstrap, which I loved, but that was so she could fuck while I wore it. She’s fulfilled her wish a couple times over the past week, but I’ve been pushing her for more. The white thong I’m wearing now is from the women’s section. It’s so tight around my cock cage. It’s almost suffocating, but I love it. 

I love how my legs look endless coming out of the fabric. My dick has never looked bigger. The cage only adds to its size. Carol plays along and acts like she doesn’t mind running to the store to buy more lingerie, but I’m no fool. I see the growing doubt in her eyes. The expression that screams ‘have I made a mistake?’.

Carol has given me freedom in life. Freedom to be myself. She pushes me in all the right ways. I’ve grown my business with her advice. She suggested hiring others to take loads off my plate. Those changes have only helped. 

I used to hate the cage around my dick, but now I love Carol controlling my orgasms. I don’t run to the stall at work to jack off into the toilet when I’m stressed at work. Instead, deep breathing exercises I’ve learned from Carol guide me from overwhelmed to calm. I anticipate needs for my business instead of putting out fires.

Carol and I have been together for mere months, but my life has transformed more in that time than it had in years prior. I used to be in such a rut. A loveless marriage. More overweight than I am now. I also felt so much worse. There was a cloud was hanging over me everywhere I went, but those days are the past.

A timer beeps, and I sashay to the oven. I love being alone in my lingerie. I love feeling womanly and fabulous. My imagination runs wild when I wear panties and thongs, and if I close my eyes, I feel like a gorgeous woman for the briefest of seconds. Like a woman on a dancefloor, capturing the attention of an entire room as I spin in circles.

I pull the casserole out of the oven and place it on the counter. It shouldn’t be long until Carol arrives. I spend the time running around her townhouse, cleaning everything in sight.

***

Carol

I love Justin. I can’t imagine my life without him. Our relationship started out rocky, but we’ve landed in a pleasant spot. A place I should be happy about, but I can’t avoid this nagging uncertainty in my heart.

Have I created a monster? Have I unleashed a beast I can’t handle? There have been changes in our relationship since I gave Justin lingerie. Changes in our dynamic. I’m losing my grip. Slipping down a hill toward a cliff that falls into uncharted waters.

The hospital kicked my ass today. Justin is waiting for me, and I can’t wait to see him, but my job is so straining some days. I work as a physician assistant. It’s always been my dream to help people, and I have no plans to switch careers, but it might be nice to have a night alone.

A night away from Justin and his panties.

He’s asked me to visit the mall twice in the past week. When we are sitting on the couch, he searches websites for new pairs. I don’t think he’s ordered any, but it’s only a matter of time. I’m happy Justin is discovering himself, but I have yet to deal with my own feelings about him wearing lingerie.

The pink lace jockstrap wasn’t enough for him like I thought it’d be. I thought he would drop the lingerie topic after his gift, but no. Justin wants more. Much more than I’m willing to give.

I pull into the parking space outside of my townhouse. Justin’s bike is on the porch. I sigh as I grab my purse from the passenger’s seat. Justin is probably prancing around in a fresh pair of panties he asked me to buy, and I’m not sure I can handle it.

I need a bath. Space. A night alone to process my thoughts. It’ll break Justin’s heart, but I might even need some time apart. Not a breakup. Time to process his changing desires. Time to evaluate my own.

Justin opens the door before my hand even touches the knob. “Hey, beautiful. How was work?”

My skin crawls as I step into my townhouse. It smells incredible, like a mixture of baked goods and cleaning products, but it’s too much. I bite the corner of my bottom lip, staring at Justin like a statue. He’s wearing a t-shirt and a new white thong. All I notice is the outline of his cock cage.

“Carol, are you okay?” Justin asks, waving his hand in my face.

“Work was fine, but I need to shower. Thanks for cleaning,” I say and kiss his cheek. I turn and walk up the stairs, glancing down at Justin just before I’m out of sight. He’s staring at me with heartbroken eyes, like he knows I’m pulling away. I hate myself for stepping back, but work has been so stressful, and sometimes our love is overwhelming.

It's too much for me to have this control over Justin. It’s too much to watch him develop an obsession with lingerie. There’s no telling what he’ll want next. I wonder if I’ll be ready.

Will I be able to maintain control?

Water runs over my body. I wash the workday from my skin, feeling cleaner as soap suds run down the drain. I step out of the shower and wipe my hand across the foggy glass. No towel covers my body. I stare at myself. My strawberry blonde hair looks as dull as I feel.

I grab a towel and dry myself, tossing it to the floor. I turn on my blow dryer to blow out my hair, letting the luscious locks land on my shoulders. The colors of my hair are brighter now that it’s dry. I’m in a teasing mood, so I don’t bother putting on a bra. Panties aren’t necessary either. I grab a black teddy and matching kitten heels. If the hem rides too far up, Justin will have to deal with the view. I doubt he’ll mind.

I spritz perfume on my neck. It’s Justin’s favorite. Anything to drive him wild. I love when his eyes lose focus from craving me.

Justin is standing in the kitchen when I head downstairs. He doesn’t run to me, but he watches me from when I descend the steps until I’m inches from him.

“What did you cook, honey?”

“I made chicken and broccoli casserole.”

I run my finger from the base of Justin’s neck to his chin. A moan escapes his mouth when I hook my thumb to rub his lip. I reach down with my other hand to grab his caged dick. His body tenses, and I know he wants me. He wants me to put on my strap and fuck him. He wants me to spank him.

“Tell me what you love most,” I say.

“I love you controlling me like this. My dick locked up. I used to hate it, but I don’t know what I’d do without it now. I would go crazy.”

“Serve me a plate. I’m hungry,” I say and release Justin’s package.

Justin runs around the kitchen to fill two plates with casserole and a side salad. I sit at the table, watching him frolic around the kitchen in his white thong. I love Justin, but he’s moving so fast with the lingerie. He’s taking control, making me lose sight of what we have.

“Here you go,” Justin says and places a plate in front of me. I reach around and spank his ass, moving my fingers beneath the bit of fabric his thong has. “You like these? You got them for me last week.”

“They’re nice,” I say. When I went to the lingerie store, I grabbed a few pairs that were Justin’s size without paying much attention.

I wish the lingerie didn’t have this effect on me, but it might be more the change than anything. Justin’s grown so confident in himself, and I can’t be happier about his progress, but I have to worry about myself, even if it’s the hardest thing I’ll ever do.

“Let’s eat,” I say.

Justin nods and grabs his plate from the counter. He has napkins out. The pepper grinder. Everything is perfect, like Justin.

“How was work?”

“It was great. The businesses have never been better, thanks to your advice. Maybe you should have gone into business instead of medicine.”

I chuckle, pride running through me. “Maybe.”

We eat the casserole, and Justin has fruit tarts in the fridge for us. He brought them from the grocery store he owns. We eat the fruit tarts and chat about the vacation we took over the summer with his daughters and float ideas for what we might do during the fall. Haunted houses? Hayrides? Apple picking?

Justin falls silent a few minutes after finishing dessert. His gaze doesn’t leave my exposed chest.

I breathe deeply and stand. I take Justin’s hand and lead him upstairs. He follows me into the bedroom with an eager expression. I open my drawer where I keep the key to his cage and dangle it in the air, “why don’t we let your friend out to play?”

“You mean it?”

I nod and move across the room, sitting on the edge of the bed. My gaze runs from Justin’s eyes down to the outline of his cock. I curl my finger and wag it for Justin to step closer. My pussy responds to him. He’s been working out every day and following a diet plan I suggested, and his efforts are really showing. The shape of his body looks more rugged and masculine. His legs show definition.

“Drop your panties to the floor?”

Justin glances down and frowns, like he doesn’t want to take off the lingerie. Like it’s part of him. An extension of his skin.

“Didn’t you hear me, Justin? I won’t repeat myself. Panties to the floor. Now,” I say with a forceful voice.

Justin follows my command and pushes the white thong to the floor. He should really consider shaving if he’s going to wear a thong like that. I don’t mind the hair, but his legs would look even more feminine with smooth skin. Not that I’ll give him the idea. He’s had enough ideas of his own.
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