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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

Book 5: Finding Home


FINDING HOME

12,500 words

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always
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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.

I pull the cage off his dick, watching with desire as his cock grows hard. I wrap my hand around it and stroke.

“You like that?” I ask.

“Love it,” he says.

His cock throbs in my hand. It’s hard and longer than it’s been all the past month. Justin hasn’t left his cage except to clean his cock. I’ve been sitting on his face and fucking him with my dicks like crazy, but I need a change. I need his cock.

“Come.” I pull Justin by his cock to the bed. He’s wearing his slip. His nails painted. His dick creating a tent beneath the fabric, looking more tempting than pecan pie.

Justin chuckles when I push him to the bed and climb atop him. I lift his dress to reveal his hard, leaking cock. Its thick tip is asking for my pussy. Even though I don’t want kids, Justin and I don’t use protection. I have birth control. We’ve been tested.

I rub my pussy lips along Justin’s cock without letting him inside. I’m holding his arms beneath my hands, controlling him.

“You miss my pussy?”

Justin moans. “Yes. I need it. Please, Carol.”

“You think you deserve my pussy?”

“Only if you say I do.”

I smirk and move my body up Justin’s until my pussy is inches from his mouth. I lower myself onto him, rubbing my lips all over his. He pushes his tongue free to lick up the juices I’m feeding him.

I hold the back of Justin’s head and press his mouth against my clit, needing him.

Justin licks me how I love, taking direction. Getting me wetter than a water slide to take his dick without issue. I move back down his body and sink on his cock, swallowing it with my pussy.

“Fuck, you feel so good. Oh, my fucking God.”

“You missed this pussy, didn’t you?”

“More than you know,” Justin says. His eyes are unfocused. He looks like he’s in a different world. I’m taking him on a ride, using his rocket to get there.

“This dick is mine.” I close my eyes to savor Justin’s cock as I lift my hips and lower them on his member, hitting my spot with each movement. I bite my lip, riding the waves of intensity to an orgasm. “Fuck, Justin. I’m about to cum.”

“Say the word,” he says.

“Cum.” My voice echoes off the walls. It leaves my mouth as a scream. My body thrashes and rattles as I collapse by Justin’s side. His dick is slick and creamy. I feel him inside of me, not doing anything to push out his seed.

I wrap my hand around Justin’s cock. He jumps but doesn’t tell me to stop. He never would.

Justin rolls his neck to look at me. I stare into his eyes, never wanting to spend a day apart if we can avoid it.

“Justin,” I say. My voice comes out as a whisper. I need to get up and use the bathroom, which I’ll do, but there’s something I need to say before I get ready to sleep.

“What is it, Carol?”

“We should move in together.”

He hugs me and pulls me against his body. “I love that idea. My place?”

I shake my head against his chest.

“The girls wouldn’t have enough room here.”

“I was thinking we could look for a new place. Our place. Beatrice can help.”

Justin smiles, exhaling. “Sounds like a perfect plan.” He kisses me on the forehead, and we’re already talking about the pockets of our suburb we want to search.
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Emma touches her growing belly, wondering how she ever got so lucky. She and her husband Myles never thought they’d conceive. They never thought they’d be blessed with a baby, but they have been.

Emma stands in front of a mirror, wearing nothing but a pair of plain cotton panties. Thoughts of the future race through her mind: parenting classes with Myles, the (terrible sounding) birth, the baby’s first steps, their tiny clothes. Everything.

Dark thoughts linger in the back of Emma’s mind. She knows there’s a chance she could lose the child before she gives birth. She wouldn’t be the first mother.

Myles comes around the corner with a pan in his hand, a wooden spatula hanging from its side.

“What are you doing in here? You can’t stare at your belly all day.”

“Why not?” Emma asks. She walks over to Myles and plants a kiss on his lips, reaching down to place her hand on his package. He’s wearing a chastity cage. “I love staring at my belly. We’re having a baby.”

“It’s crazy, but you need to eat. You’ve been in here nearly an hour.”

Emma has increased her time in the mirror the more pregnant she feels. The nausea. Strange cravings. She has gone from red meat and eggs to wanting copious amounts of sweets. Cookies, cakes, gummies, and anything else.

“What have you made?”

“Steak and eggs,” Myles says.

“With salsa?”

He nods. Emma leaves the bathroom to take a seat at their table. Myles has been cooking for her ever since she found out she was pregnant. He brings two plates to the table. He doesn’t sit until he grabs two glasses of water.

“Pretty soon it won’t be just the two of us,” he says.

“I can’t wait to find out what we’re having.” Emma cuts into her steak, dreaming of what her life might be like with a little girl and how it would be different if they had a boy.

“What if we waited to find out?”

Emma’s eyes widen. “You can’t be serious. We’re so close to our appointment. I’ve been on pins and needles waiting to find out what we’re having.”

Myles drops his utensils, taking a more serious face. Emma sits upright. She places her fork and knife on the plate. She flinches when Myles reaches out to take her hand.

“Emma, I know you’re excited to find out what we’re having, but waiting could be so special. Does it matter if we’re having a boy or girl? Do you really care?”

“No, but—”

“There’s nothing else to say, Emma. We should wait if you’re willing.”

Emma folds her lips, not sure how to respond. She’s been dreaming of her appointment with the doctor, telling her if she’s having a boy or girl. It’s a moment they pass on television shows and movies without concern. Without realizing how many women never get that day. It’s finally her chance, and Myles wants to wait.

“I don’t know if I can wait, Myles. I’ve been dreaming about having the ultrasound where they tell me if I’m having a boy or girl for years.”

Myles squeezes Emma’s hand. He knows her pain, but nothing matters to him as long as they have a healthy baby. “Don’t answer now. Can you agree to think about it?”

“Yeah, I’ll think about it.” Emma rubs her belly, wondering if she could wait to find out if the angel growing within her is a boy or a girl. She knows it doesn’t matter either way. She’ll love her baby, regardless.

Myles pulls a bag from his side and places it on the table. “I got you a present.”

“What? Where were you hiding that bag?”

“You were in the bathroom for ages. Plus, you see nothing except your belly.”

“I can’t help but feel obsessed. Do you blame me?”

Myles shakes his head. “It must be crazy knowing there’s a little human growing inside of you.”

Emma pulls at the bag. “It is crazy, but what’s inside here? I can’t believe you got me a present.”

“Every day that we’re together is a gift, and I thought I could show some appreciation.”

Emma pulls out a strap with a small dick attached. Emma used to beg Myles to let her play with his hole, but he always acted like he didn’t want it. He acted like it was beneath him, until he tried penetration. He’s been dropping hints since that he wants more, even though Emma’s opinion of the topic has shifted. She’s happy spanking Myles and locking up his dick. She doesn’t know about penetration. The tables have turned.

“What do you think?” Myles asks.

Emma holds the strap in the air. The dick is probably four inches long. Big enough to feel, but Emma wanted to fuck Myles with a big dick. She wanted to watch his hole stretch to the max. What’s fun about a tiny little dick?

“It’s nice. Maybe we can use it later,” Emma says and places the strap back where she found it. Her steak and eggs are calling. She picks up her fork and knife, cutting into the steak. She adds some eggs and salsa before guiding the bite to her mouth.

“Later?” Myles scoots closer. “Don’t you want to use it sooner than never?”

She smiles. Myles knows her too well. “How can I possibly think about waiting to learn what we’re having if I must think of this, too?”

Myles smiles gently. “I’ll put it with the rest of the toys. Surprise me, and I’m willing. The ball is in your court.”

Emma lifts her foot under the table and place it on Myles’s lap. “Rub my foot?”

He holds it. “After we eat.”

“Deal,” Emma says. She drops her foot and savors her steak and eggs, wondering how she’ll answer Myles’s proposal. She has no idea what to do. No idea what’s right. Her birth feels forever away, like she can’t even imagine how big her belly will grow.

They eat, ignoring the prospects of the future to enjoy the now. Myles cleans up their mess and rubs Emma’s feet. Myles gives her a special treat for dessert, so she lets his cock free for a little fun in the shower.
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Beatrice checks her phone. It’s too cold to sit on Simon’s porch, and neither of them feel like cooking, so they rush out the door to eat at a café before they start their days. Simon is a dentist. Beatrice is a real-estate broker.

They drive separately. There’s never enough time in the day. There’s never enough time to enjoy each other. Beatrice wishes they could take off. Travel. Explore the countryside. Visit another country. She wants to do anything except go to work and spend her time away from Simon unless she’s going to spend it with her daughter Whitney.

Simon waits for Beatrice in the parking lot. He arrived a few minutes before her. She goes to him and takes his hand. They walk to the door, smiling at each other. The ecstasy from their lovemaking last night still lingering between them. Beatrice can hear Simon hollering as she spanked his ass if she closes her eyes.

Beatrice and Simon order at the counter. They take their coffee to a table by the window until a server comes out with their food.

“What if we flew to Europe? We can cancel all our appointments and get on the next plane.”

Simon grins, shaking his head. “You’re crazy.”

“I mean it. We never have enough time together. I’m showing Carol and Justin houses today. Do you think we’ll ever live together?”

“I hope so, but you know our situation is different. We both have kids and crazy exes. Carol and Justin don’t have to worry about who’ll have a kid and when. They only have Justin’s kids.”

“Yeah, but we could make it work. We can keep one of our condos if you want somewhere to spend alone time with George.”

“It’s not that, either, B. Please don’t make a big deal out of this.”

Beatrice sighs. She doesn’t want to sound like she’s nagging, but part of her is jealous. Every morning, she wants to wake up next to Simon. She wants to kiss him goodnight. Justin and Carol will get that if they buy a house together.

“Now you’re sad. Why didn’t you have one of your junior agents work for them if it was going to make you sad?”

“I couldn’t ask Carol to work with a junior agent. She’s my best friend.”

Simon rubs the bridge of his nose. Beatrice watches him, knowing she should drop the subject. Their situation is delicate. Not only do they both have kids, but Simon’s ex is a nutcase. She’s been better since the previous fall, but there are still issues. She calls Simon to yell about nothing. Helen is her name. Beatrice can’t wait until George grows up, so Simon can cut ties with her.

Beatrice’s ex, Vincent, has his own issues. He’s a ladies’ man and doesn’t hide it. Beatrice thinks about putting Helen in Vincent’s path, but it’d only curse her. There’s no way that situation wouldn’t come around to bite her in the ass.

“I just bought my condo, B.”

Beatrice runs a thumb over her knuckles. She doesn’t want to argue. What she and Simon have is special. She met Vincent when she was young. He wooed her in a way Simon never had to. Beatrice felt a connection with Simon from the second he walked into her life.

“Do you remember the day we met?”

“How could I forget?” Simon asks.

“You ruined my journal.”

“I bought you a new one.”

“I’m glad it happened,” Beatrice says. “I just wish we didn’t have to spend so much time apart.”

“It only makes the time we have together that much more special.”

Beatrice nods, taking Simon’s hand. She brushes it across her face. His warmth tickles her skin. “You’re right. Forget what I said. I’m happy with what we have. We should think about taking a vacation,” Beatrice says.

“When will you ever have the time? You work around the clock.” Simon holds Beatrice’s hand against his face. He stares into her eyes, feeling overwhelmed by his love for the woman. She’s intelligent. Hardworking. A wonderful mother. He’s happy with every second they have together. Memories of her keep him going through the day.

“You’re right. Let’s just enjoy our food and the time we have together. It’s not like I’ll ever have time to get away from the office,” Beatrice says. Their server arrives a moment later, and Beatrice puts the thoughts out of her head.

***

Beatrice sits in her office, wondering if she gave up too easily. She looks around at what she’s built. Why can’t she take a week away from the office? Won’t her agents survive without her working to the bone? Beatrice has an assistant. Her business has procedures.

Carol walks through the door with Justin trailing her. Beatrice’s lingering doubts retreat into a cave. She stands from her desk and throws out her arms.

“Carol. Justin. Welcome. Would you like some coffee or water?”

They agree to drinks. Beatrice tells her assistant to grab them before pulling Carol and Justin into her office.

“I can’t believe you two want to buy a house together. What brought on this desire?”

They shrug. Beatrice’s assistant returns with their drinks. “Carol and I were talking, and we both thought it would be a good idea to share space. Have more time together.”

Justin glances at Carol with a heartwarming expression which stabs Beatrice in the heart. She wants Simon to look at her like that when they discuss living together. She doesn’t want to wait until George and Whitney are older to make it happen.

“That’s wonderful. There isn’t much on the market yet because it’s winter, but there are some options we can explore. What are your must haves?”

Carol places her hand on Justin’s thigh. “We want four bedrooms. Maybe some extra spaces to put workout equipment or a desk for our computers. Nothing fancy. We don’t need a full office, but we’d like spaces where we can work if the mood strikes.”

Beatrice nods, taking notes. They aren’t asking for anything out of the ordinary, but it hurts watching Carol with Justin house hunting. She glances past them to one of her junior agents walking past her office window, considering calling out to her to take over Carol and Justin as clients.

Justin and Carol continue listing off their wishes: updated kitchen, hardwood floors, a deck, a big yard, an updated primary bathroom. Their list differs little from many Beatrice has heard in the past. They have a healthy budget. They won’t have any troubles finding the house they like if they aren’t too picky.

No house is perfect, Beatrice tells them, wishing she were sitting on the other side of the table. Wishing she had her hand on Simon’s lap.

“B, is everything okay?” Carol asks.

Beatrice shakes herself. “Everything is fine.”

“Don’t lie to me, B. You look upset.”

“It’s nothing. I’ll call you later once I find some houses. It might be worth waiting until spring when more options come on the market, but we’ll see what we can find in the near term. How does that sound?”

Carol studies Beatrice for several beats before dropping the subject. It’s clear something is bothering Beatrice. Maybe she doesn’t want to talk about it with Justin around, so Carol says nothing else.

“Can’t wait for the house hunt,” Carol says.

“You two will find something beautiful. I can feel it,” Beatrice says with a smile, sounding more like herself.

Justin fails to notice there was any change. He thanks Beatrice and walks toward the door with a pep in his step, holding Carol’s hand. Carol glances over her shoulder at Beatrice, who smiles and waves before turning her attention to the computer.

“Everything okay?” Justin asks Carol.

Carol takes a beat before smiling. “Yeah, I’m good. Let’s get some lunch.”

“Name the place,” Justin says. They walk to the door, holding hands. Carol forgets about Beatrice until later that day and messages her to set up a lunch. Girlfriends. It’s been too long. Everyone has been so busy over the holidays and making sense of the new year, there’s barely been any time.

Beatrice: I’d love to get together.

Carol sends Beatrice a few times to choose from and they decide on a late lunch later that week. No mention of house hunting. Carol doesn’t care about finding a house. She wants to know why her friend was off today, so she won’t mention the search until after she picks at Beatrice’s heart.
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Carol

Beatrice is waiting for me. I’m almost certain we’ve sat at the table where she is before. It’s one of our favorite Mexican restaurants, so the chances are high.

Beatrice is already nursing a margarita, the pitcher by her side. I walk over to the table and wrap my arms around her shoulder. She doesn’t flinch. She doesn’t hug me back. I want to shake her but sit across from her instead.

“No clients in the evening?”

“A few.”

“You’ve put a dent in this pitcher, B. Is everything okay? You were acting strange at the office the other day.”

“It’s Simon. What if we aren’t going anywhere? What if I’m wasting my time?”

I grab the empty margarita glass and fill it. Beatrice has never sounded so dreadful about her prospects with Simon. She was over the moon when she was showing him condos. She would call me in the evenings to give updates on their search. Things got a little rocky when his ex-wife popped up in his life, but I thought those days were behind them.

“What happened, Beatrice? Why are you talking like that? You and Simon have a solid relationship. People envy you when you’re together. I see it in their eyes.”

Beatrice taps a napkin at the corner of her eyes. I haven’t seen her like this since she found out about Vincent’s affairs. Beatrice is one of the strongest people I know, but everyone expects her to act like that. They expect her to stand like a statue when she might prefer curling into a ball.

“Come over to my side of the booth. I can’t stand seeing you like this, B.”

Beatrice grabs her margarita and moves to sit next to me. The server comes over, and I order us a couple of dishes to share without looking at the menus. I run my fingers through Beatrice’s gorgeous, brown hair, telling her she needn’t worry. Telling her she and Simon can fix whatever they’re going through.

“I feel stupid for even thinking like this, Carol. I can’t tell you what’s wrong.”

“You can tell me anything, B. I won’t judge. I’ll be worried if you stay silent. You wouldn’t want me worrying all the time, would you?”

Beatrice shakes her head against my chest. I sip my margarita. “Promise you won’t judge me.”

“Your emotions are valid to my ears. Tell me.”

“It’s the house hunting. Seeing you and Justin happy. I hate how jealous it makes me.”

Beatrice’s comments nearly stop my heart. I hate hearing that she might feel envious. “Why do you say that? You and Simon both have your spaces. Isn’t that what you want?”

“We never spend much time together. I’m always working, or he has his son, or I have Whitney. It’s driving me crazy. I only wish we had more time together,” she says.

I nod, holding Beatrice’s head. Her concerns are valid. Similar ones led me to Beatrice’s office. I hate spending time away from Justin, but every couple is different.

“Come on, B. Let’s drink our margaritas and talk about this. You don’t want to lose Simon.”

Beatrice shakes her head. “No, I don’t. He’s an incredible man. He’s the best, but what does it say that he doesn’t want to live with me? How long can we pretend that’s okay?”

“I’m sure he wants to live with you. There must be something else. What is Simon saying?”

Beatrice sips her margarita. She takes a deep breath before turning to me with watery eyes. “He wants to keep his own space, and I don’t see him changing his mind until the kids are older. He’s worried it’d be too complicated because of our schedules and kids.”

“What do you think?” I ask.

“He might have a point, but it’s nothing we can’t work around. It’s nothing we can’t overcome.”

Beatrice sucks in a sharp breath and turns her face away from me, hiding the tear I saw forming in her eye. She wipes at her face, careful not to show herself. Careful to hide how much the situation hurts her.

“If you don’t want to show us houses, I’d understand. All you have to do is tell us, and we’ll find someone else. You know there’s nobody I’d rather have, but this is clearly hurting you.”

Beatrice exhales and drops her shoulder. She pours more margarita into her glass. “No, that’s not necessary. I’d hate it if you guys worked with someone else. I should find you the perfect house.”

I say nothing and sip my margarita. The server returns with our food. We pick at the plates, not saying much of anything. The food seems to settle Beatrice, though.

“There’s nobody I want more than you to help us find a house, but you’re hurting. I knew there was something wrong when we were sitting in your office. You don’t have to deny it. I love you, Beatrice. You’ll be my friend no matter if you show us a house or not. I only came to you because there’s nobody else I’d rather pay a commission.”

“You’re sweet, Carol. I’m sorry I’m a mess.”

“Don’t apologize.”

“Will you let me show you two houses?”

“Yes,” I say. “You don’t have to ask.”

Beatrice nods. We finish our meals and margaritas. Beatrice retrieves a toothbrush from her purse at the end of the meal and rushes to the bathroom. She comes back looking fresher than as if she were just leaving her place.

“Good luck at your showings tonight. Don’t worry about Simon. Remember the love you two have, and everything else will work itself out.”

Beatrice nods. “You’re right. I know you’re right.”

I hug Beatrice one last time, and we run out to the cold together. I race to my car, cursing that it won’t warm up fast enough. Hoping Beatrice will find some peace in her situation with Simon. They’re an incredible couple, and I’d hate to see them pulled apart over something as silly as living together, even though there’s nothing more I want than to live with Justin.

Beatrice honks as she pulls away from where we’re parked. I wave through my slightly clouded window, not daring to lower it. It’s too cold outside.

She waves back and continues until she is out of sight. Justin is waiting at my place, so I race home to see him.
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The weather is finally getting warmer as Emma leaves the doctor’s office, wondering how long she can go without knowing. The doctor asked if they wanted to know what they were having, and Emma denied the offer. It took every ounce of willpower she has not to crumble.

“You did it,” Myles says. He holds Emma by her sides as they walk toward their car. “I’m so proud of you for not asking. Thank you for keeping our secret.”

“I’m not sure I can do it again.”

“We already told her we don’t want to know. She won’t tell us now.”

Emma stared at the screen the entire time they were getting the ultrasound, searching for a hint of what she might be having. All she saw was the shape of a baby. A gorgeous baby. Her baby.

“You name it, and I’ll give it to you. Anything you want,” Myles says.

“There’s nothing I want,” Emma replies. “Nothing except the answer I can’t have.”

“Time will pass Emma. You needn’t worry about what we’re having.”

“That’s easy for you to say. You aren’t the one thinking about it day and night.”

“How am I not?” Myles says. “I only want it to be a surprise. If it’s that big of a deal, you can ask the doctor. I only ask that you don’t ruin the surprise for me.”

Emma’s lips fold into a thin line. She glances at Myles as they approach their car, wondering how Myles can think she might be able to keep such a huge secret. How could he think she wouldn’t decorate? Or buy clothes? Every action she took would be a major hint.

“You’re asking a lot of me, Myles.”

Myles stops outside of the driver’s door. “Go back inside and ask the doctor. You won’t hurt my feelings.”

“Yes, I will. I’ll come home with pretty dresses or handsome overalls, and you’ll yell at me. Not only that, but you’ve put the pressure of penetration on my shoulders.”

“Hey,” Myles says and points his finger at Emma. “You’re the one who started that. You’re the one who couldn’t stand that I wouldn’t do it. Now you’re angry because I enjoyed it? I can’t win. You ask for steak. I cook steak. You ask for eggs. I cook eggs. I ask you for one thing, and it’s the end of the world.”

“No,” Emma says. “We’re not having this conversation here. We’re standing in a parking lot. This is tasteless.”

Myles grunts. “Did you hear yourself? You’re the one talking about penetration,” he says. His voice rises. A couple walking past the car turns toward them, and Emma covers her face. She pulls the door handle, but it’s locked.

Myles laughs when her eyes meet his, but she isn’t laughing. She wants to run to the other side of the car and scratch him. Punch him, but they’ve already made enough of a scene, and she would never let her violent thoughts bubble to the surface.

“Can we leave?”

Myles unlocks the doors, and they climb inside, but the tension in the air is thick. It’s uncomfortable. Myles wishes he could take back the last five minutes, but he has to live with himself. He has to simmer in the stew he’s stirred.

“Drive,” Emma says after a few beats without movement. Myles wishes he knew what words would defuse the tension, but they aren’t there. They’re missing. Myles drives them home, hoping Emma has forgiven him by the time they arrive, but it seems she hasn’t.

Steam might as well billow from her ears when she opens the car door and slams it shut. She stomps toward the house.

“Careful,” Myles calls after her. “Don’t hurt the baby.”

Emma puts up her middle finger and slips inside. She tosses her purse on the hook. Her movements take her to the sofa, where she plops down. She pushes a hand through her hair, wondering where she went wrong. When did Myles strip her of her power? She might have him in a cage, but he’s calling all the shots.

Myles comes inside a few minutes later, hanging his head like he’s the one who should be sad.

“I’m sorry for asking you to wait, but think about how exciting it’ll be when we find out.”

“It could have been exciting today,” Emma says. “I hate waiting.”

“Why? Why can’t we wait a few more months?” Myles places his hand on Emma’s stomach. It’s grown a lot as spring approaches. It won’t be long until the weather turns warmer. Then it will be their due date. The more Myles considers it, the more he wants to wait. How fast time passes. It’s gone in the blink of an eye.

Emma takes a deep breath. Her eyes have a wicked quality when she turns to face Myles. “We can wait, but you’ll pay a price.”

Myles licks his lips, hoping the moment has finally arrived for Emma to use the strap he bought. “How will I pay, Emma? What will you do?”

Emma stands from the sofa. She puts up her finger. “Don’t move.”

“Not an inch,” he says.

Emma leaves the living to grab a few goodies from their closet. She returns and points to the floor. “Strip down to your cage and get on the floor. Hands and knees, mister.”

Myles opens his mouth but decides against speaking. He drops to the floor, looking at Emma through hooded eyes. She has a paddle in one hand and blindfolds in the other. Myles knows his ass is in for the reddening of his life. There’s no running. His punishment for pushing Emma past her limits has arrived.

Myles takes off his shirt first, tossing it to his side. His nipples harden. The air feels colder without his clothes. He unbuttons his bottoms, watching as Emma twirls the paddle.

“I’m waiting, Myles. Don’t play games. Now is not a time for games. Do you understand?”

Myles lets out a soft moan, nodding. Emma presses the paddle against Myles’s cheek, staring into his eyes. Daring him to challenge her. He doesn’t. Myles pushes his pants to his knees. Past his knees, kicking them off his legs. His underwear is next, and then he’s naked. Wearing nothing except the cage around his dick.

“How do I look?” he asks.

“Like a guilty man. You’ve been pushing me too far, Myles. You know that?”

“I try to do everything I can for you. I cook. Clean. Rub your feet.”

Emma grins. “You do those things, but I’ve been dreaming of the doctor’s visit we had today for years. Dreaming of staring at the ultrasound without a clue in the world and cheering with you when we found out if it’s a boy or a girl. You say I can ask the doctor, but we both know that’s a lie.”

Myles bends his head. “You’re right, but you did so well today.”

“Only because I had thought about how I’d punish you. If you don’t want this punishment, we can call the doctor now. Tell her we’ve changed our minds. What do you say?”

“I would rather have the punishment,” he says.

Emma is a little disappointed, but a spanking will more than make up for the pain Emma feels. If Myles wants to wait, she’ll busy herself. Buy gender neutral clothing. Paint the nursery a non-obvious color. Read parenting books. Learn how to make baby food. There’s so much she can do, and spanking Myles is always a delightful time.

“Wrong choice. I’ll make you regret those words,” Emma says.

Myles gasps, pushing against the constraints of his cage. Pushing against the boundaries Emma has placed on his cock. It’s hers as long as he’s locked in his cage.

“Hands and knees, mister. Put on the blindfold. The time has arrived for your punishment. The time has arrived to pay for making me wait. It’s your last time chance to change your mind. Now or never.”

Myles takes a deep breath and falls to his hands and knees. There’s no use resisting. There’s no use trying to put off the inevitable. No use denying how badly he wants to feel Emma’s paddle against his ass. Myles pulls the blindfold over his eyes. He shakes his ass in the air, and Emma doesn’t hesitate.

She brings the paddle down. It hits Myles hard, knocking the wind out of him. Making him buckle and fall to the floor.

Emma doesn’t stop. She reddens his ass, taking Myles to the limits of his pain threshold. Giving him what he deserves.

“Roll over,” Emma says.

Myles does as she says, shielding his stomach, but she knows better than to hit him there. She pulls out the key to his cage, staring at his struggling dick with lust in her eyes. Emma unlocks Myles’s cage and sets him free.

She climbs on his dick. She’s dripping wet, juices running down her thighs. Emma moans as she sinks on Myles’s cock, loving every inch that fills her.

“Touch my breasts,” she says.

Myles does as she says, wrapping his hands around her breasts. He squeezes them. Holds them. Lifts himself to suck on her nipple.

Emma throws her head back and moans, riding Myles’s thick cock for the first time in weeks.

“Touch my clit,” she says.

He follows her command, placing his fingers on her clit. She screams as the pressure becomes too much. She screams when she can no longer hold it back. Myles plays with her clit as he pushes deeper into her pussy, taking her from one orgasm to the next.

He works his dick until he can’t handle the intensity. “I’m about to cum,” he says.

Emma lifts off him, having cum twice already. She takes Myles’s dick in her hand and strokes until he is squirting his load all over his stomach. Emma licks her lips, turned on to no end by how thick and wet his dick looks in her hand.

She rubs his cum all over his stomach and collapses by his side.

“Waiting to find out won’t be too bad, will it?”

Myles grins and pulls Emma close. “Not even a bit.”
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Justin

Carol hasn’t had me wearing my cage in far too long. I feel bare without it. Naked. I know there’ll come a time when she puts me back in my cage, and I can’t wait for the surprise. It’s always my favorite.

We’re meeting Beatrice in a few hours to commence our house hunt. She has some options for Carol and me to check out. Neither of us is too picky. We’re only worried about selling the places we own. There’s no way we could pay three mortgages. Not when they wouldn’t generate rental income. I have some rental properties, but most of those pay for themselves.

Water runs down my body, sending soap suds down the drain. I’ve made it through a shower without stroking my cock. It’s not the same using my hand. Nothing could replace Carol’s firm grip. If her hand is slick with lube, she can make me cum in seconds.

I step out of the shower and wrap my body with a towel. My skin is smooth, freshly touched by a razor. I dry myself before applying a generous amount of lotion.

Carol will meet me at the first house, even though I wish she were here to wrap the cage around my dick. I wish she were here to spank me before I pull a pair of panties up my legs. They’re red and tiny. I put on the panties. They hug my dick. I stand in front of the mirror, admiring my package. The small cut highlights the curves of my cock.

My cock is still growing when I pull jeans up my legs, but I ignore my member. He’s had enough attention. I might have made it through a shower without stroking my cock, but there’s no way I’ll make it through the day. Not without my cage, even though it doesn’t stop me all the time, but it does most of the time.

There’s nothing like stroking my cock when I’m wearing a pair of panties. I button my jeans before the thought overtakes my mind. It wouldn’t take much to cum. A few minutes perched on the edge of the bed with the red panties hugging my balls. I lick my lips, thinking about the thick goo that’d leave my cock, but the mental images aren’t enough to stop me.

Carol and Beatrice are waiting. I know better than to disappoint Carol. She has paddles and floggers, and she isn’t afraid to use them. I rush out the door and into the spring air, driving across town with my windows down.

Carol is already at the house. It’s on a decent size lot, but the neighborhood is lacking trees. Beatrice and Carol wave when they see me pulling up. I hug them after I walk up to the entrance.

“What do you think?” Carol asks.

“The house is nice, but I don’t love the neighborhood. There aren’t many trees.”

“Trees grow with time,” Beatrice says. “This neighborhood is newer, but this house is updated from top to bottom. It has tons of smart features. You won’t have to worry about repairs here for a long time.”

Carol nods. She links her arm with mine. “We wanted new, didn’t we?”

“This house has had one owner, but they had to leave town for a new job. Most of the houses in this neighborhood are still on their first owner, and every house has been sold. People are excited about this community.”

“The trees will grow, Justin. Give it a chance.”

“I’m giving it a chance,” I say. “You asked me what I thought, and I told you.”

Beatrice and Carol chuckle. Beatrice leads the way to the entrance, and we take a tour of the house. It’s modern and beautiful, but I can’t shake the feeling that it isn’t the right house for us. There isn’t much room for the girls to run around, and it’s on the edge of their school district.

“Maybe something a little closer to Judy in a more established neighborhood,” I say when we step back outside.

“Yeah, I have to agree. This house was beautiful, but I think we want a bigger yard. Maybe more foliage. A side entrance.”

“I have a few more options to show you. Let’s take a look,” Beatrice says. Her smile doesn’t falter.

I follow the ladies. I hadn’t realized, but they’re riding together. The second house is worse than the first. The third one is nice, but it’s not until the fourth house that Carol and I agree we might have found the one. It’s a ranch, which we didn’t think we wanted, with a vast yard. Plenty of bedrooms. A built-in hot tub outside. A huge deck. It’s the perfect house, and it’s not lacking in foliage. It’ll be a pain to rake in the fall, but I love it. Carol loves it.

“What do you two think? Would you like to make an offer? The house could go fast.”

Carol turns and looks at me, making my dick grow in the red panties. I’m never fully soft when she’s around.

“What do you think, Justin?”

Carol clings to me. I push my hand into her hair, staring into her eyes, knowing we must put in an offer in on this house. How could we resist what’s right in front of us?

“We’d regret not putting in an offer, wouldn’t we?”

Carol nods. “Yes, that’s what I’m thinking, but are you sure? This is a major decision. We’ll have to put our places on the market if we buy this house.”

I squeeze Carol’s sides. There’s no other decision. This house is ours. “We’re putting in an offer. Beatrice,” I say and turn my attention to her. “Can you help us out with that?”

“It’d be my pleasure,” Beatrice says.

Carol squeals. I pull her face close, kissing her deeply. I can’t wait to spend every morning waking up next to her. She is my love. She is my life.

***

Carol

“Anything else?” Justin asks.

We’re sitting in a restaurant, going through everything Beatrice had her assistant bring over after submitting paperwork for the house.

“Nothing for now. We’ll see what the sellers say.”

Justin squeezes my thigh. He kisses me on the cheek. “We did it, baby.”

“Don’t celebrate too soon,” Beatrice warns.

“Yeah, we’ll see what the sellers say. Do you have to get to the office?”

Justin looks forlorn as he nods. “I don’t want to leave.”

“Your business needs you. I’ll send a message the second we hear anything. Plus, Beatrice and I have some girl talk to do.”

“I’ll leave you be, then.” Justin kisses me. He stands and gives Beatrice a quick hug before rushing out the door, turning to wave before slipping outside.

“Can you believe you put in an offer on a house?” Beatrice asks. Her smile is authentic, even though I know she’s been battling jealousy while we toured homes. She wants what Justin and I have with Simon. She wants to run around the city to search for a house with her man.

“It’s a crazy feeling. Do you remember when you helped me find my townhouse?”

“How could I forget? You’ve always been my favorite client. If it weren’t for that townhouse, we might not have become friends.”

“You’re right. Good thing I bought that place. How are you and Simon?”

Beatrice sighs, stirring her glass of iced tea. She picks her lemon up from the rim and squeezes the last droplets of juice into her tea, not making eye contact.

“Are you two doing okay?”

“We’re fine,” Beatrice says. Her voice is a tone that makes me doubt her words.

“Are you sure?”

Beatrice waves her hand in the air. “Yeah, yeah. Don’t worry about us. We’re doing well. I just have to remember living together isn’t for every couple. There are married couples who don’t even live in the same house.”

“You’re justified in feeling how you feel.”

“I know,” Beatrice says. “I’m not afraid of feeling emotions, but Simon is a fantastic man. He’s caring and kind and everything I’ve ever wanted. I never have to worry about him cheating like I did with Vincent.”

“But you want to live with him?” I ask.

Beatrice shakes her head. “Am I selfish? Is that too much to ask?”

“No, you’re not selfish!”

Beatrice sips her tea. “Yes, I am. I can’t even drop the subject when I have a man who loves me. It’s pathetic.”

“Nothing about how you feel is pathetic, Beatrice. You’re a driven woman, and it’s hard to accept when you can’t have what you want.”

“Yeah,” Beatrice says with a nod. “That’s what it is. It’s bothering me because I know I can’t have it, and it’s even worse because I respect Simon. I respect his reasoning.”

“If you ever need me to help watch Whitney, I’m a phone call away.”

“You’re so sweet, Carol. I’ll figure it out.”

I reach out to touch Beatrice’s hand, and her phone rings beneath us. She jumps and says it’s probably the sellers calling with a counteroffer. They like the price we’ve offered, but they want a longer close.

“What do you think?” I ask Beatrice.

“If you want the house, take it. You guys can start by selling one of your properties and keeping the other just in case. You don’t have to rush.”

“Can I call Justin?”

Beatrice nods and tells the sellers’ agent to hold. I stand and walk across the room, propping myself up against a wall. Justin answers on the first ring. He doesn’t mind closing later. He suggests selling my townhouse, and I tell him we’ll discuss it. It’s the most logical choice since his condo has more room, but I can’t yet wrap my head around selling. I need more time.

Beatrice completes the deal, and Justin and I are one step closer to making our dreams come true.

“Will you be all right?” I ask Beatrice as she drops me off.

She chuckles. “I’ll be fine. Don’t worry.”

I tell Beatrice I love her and give her a hug. It’s a few beats too long, but I don’t care. Our gaze lingers before I open the door.

She’s gone seconds later, but I know she’ll be okay.
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Beatrice and Simon sit in a fancy restaurant. A candle flickers between them. Soft music plays on quality speakers. Beatrice is wearing a midi dress. The weather finally permits one. Simon has on a jacket and pants, looking dapper. His salt-and-pepper beard trimmed. His hair styled.

Beatrice wouldn’t mind taking him to the coat closet for a quickie, but she’s willing to wait until they get back to her place.

Her place. As much as she wants an ‘our’ place, Beatrice knows she won’t have it. Not for the foreseeable future, but she’s learning to live with that truth. Why would she even want to live in a house where Helen might show up without warning? Why wouldn’t she want to have a bit of privacy?

Simon reaches over the table, taking Beatrice’s hand. They’re between appetizers and main courses. Half of bottle of wine gone.

“I love how that dress looks on you,” Simon says.

Beatrice blushes, covering the bottom half of her face for a few seconds. “Your suit makes you look like a million dollars.”

Now Simon blushes. He curses and covers his face, but Beatrice tells him to drop his hands. She says they’re too old to act like fools.

“You’re right,” he says. “I brought you out tonight to apologize for everything. I know Carol and Justin made that offer on a house, and I thought we needed something to celebrate.”

“What are we celebrating?”

Simon pulls a card from the inside pocket of his suit jacket. He passes it to Beatrice. She opens it and papers fall out.

“Don’t lose those. They’re expensive.”

Beatrice hikes her eyebrow. “Expensive? What did you get?” She picks the papers up from the table. The first one is a note. She reads it aloud. “To turn your frown upside-down, I thought we could fly on a plane.”

“Look at the other paper,” he says.

Beatrice picks it up and gasps when she unfolds the paper. It’s an airline gift certificate for thousands of dollars.

“I don’t know how much the tickets will cost. Probably more than that gift certificate, but I want to buy us business class tickets for a week away. You and me. Nobody else. Wherever you want to go. Name the place, and we’ll hop on a plane the next chance you get.”

Beatrice could cry. She waves a hand in her face to hold back the tears. She checks Simon’s face, expecting him to say it’s all a joke, but he’s serious. Her voice cracks when she speaks. “You’re kidding. You did this for us?”

“Yes,” Simon says. “No price is too high for you. I’m sorry we can’t live together, but trust me, I’m saving you from Helen’s wrath. If we lived together, she would never leave us alone.”

Beatrice nods. She doesn’t care about Helen. She’s the one with Simon’s heart. They had a kid together, but Helen messed up. She let go the best boyfriend in the world, and Beatrice has never been happier that Vincent ruined what they had to give her the freedom to love Simon.

“Where do you want to go?” Simon asks.

“Italy,” Beatrice says without missing a beat. She’s always dreamed of traveling to Italy to eat the food. Swim on the beaches. Shop in the luxurious stores, not that she’ll buy much. She doesn’t want to break the bank by buying a few purses.

“Italy it is,” Simon says. “I’ve never been, but I’ve only heard amazing things. When should we go?”

Beatrice picks up her phone to check her calendar. She’ll have to double check she didn’t mark something in her journal’s calendar, but she’s almost positive late May will work the best.

“May is perfect for me. Tell me the dates, and I’ll clear my schedule.”

Beatrice squeals as she folds the gift certificate, more excited about a trip with Simon than she ever felt about the idea of house hunting. If they take vacations alone every so often, what need do they have to live together?

“This is the perfect compromise, Simon. Thank you,” Beatrice says.

“Come here, beautiful.” Simon waves for Beatrice to lean toward him. She does, and their lips touch over the flickering flame.
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Emma rubs her belly as her friends buzz around her. It’s grown so much as her due date approaches. She can’t stop herself from touching her stomach. The baby moves. It kicks. It’s part of her in a way she never imagined possible.

Carol watches Emma, grateful she’s never had to deal with morning sickness. Grateful her ankles have never swollen to the size of Emma’s.

Beatrice has been through the ringer. She knows what it’s like to have a baby inside of her, but that doesn’t mean she misses it, even though she desperately wanted another one after Whitney. Pregnancy is worth the gift on the other side, no matter how difficult it might feel along the way.

“You didn’t find out what you’re having? I would have gone crazy,” Beatrice says.

They’re sitting on a patio, enjoying the spring weather. They’ve rented it out for Emma’s baby shower. Everyone is dressed like it’s the middle of summer. Sandals. Short-sleeve shirts. Skirts. Sunglasses.

“I don’t know. It’s kind of romantic. Myles is a smart fella,” Carol says.

“Don’t tell him that,” Emma teases.

“Presents,” Emma’s friend, Brianna, calls. They’ve played more games than they can count. It’s a beautiful baby shower, but all the women are just about ready for it to end. Brianna helps Emma to her feet and takes her back to the chair at the center of the patio. Emma grins and meets everyone’s eye as she picks up the first present. Soft music plays in the background.

“I didn’t know you when you had your baby shower. How was it?”

“Not as fancy as this. Vincent and I didn’t have any money back then.”

“What did you get her?” Carol asks.

“Some bottles, diapers, and all the stuff people never have enough of once the baby comes.”

“I got her a few gadgets from her registry.”

Beatrice waves her hand in the air. “I didn’t bother looking at it. I never used half of the stuff people bought me for my shower.”

Carol laughs, thinking about how much money they all must have spent. Emma doesn’t finish with the gifts until half an hour later, just as Beatrice’s phone rings. She picks it up and walks away from the party, meeting Carol’s eyes when she ingests the information.

Carol gets up and runs over to her when Beatrice waves. “What’s wrong?” she asks.

“That was the sellers’ agent. They want an extension on the closing.”

“What? They can’t do that. My place is already under contract, and we’re about to put Justin’s on the market. We can’t be out of a place to live.”

Beatrice rubs Carol’s shoulder. “We’ll figure this out. Don’t panic,” she says.

“What do you expect? I can’t stay calm. This is major. This will ruin everything.”

“No, it won’t. We’ll put Justin’s place on the back burner. We’ll figure this out.”

“How much longer do they want?”

“Until I get back from Italy,” Beatrice says in a slow, steady voice. Her tone laced with regret.

Carol lets out a sad noise. “You’re kidding. This is so unfair. What am I supposed to tell Justin?”

Beatrice rubs Carol’s back, hating to deliver news like this. “If they want to extend the closing, we can knock them down on price. This is a win for you. It’ll take an extra month or two, but we’ll get you the best price possible.”

“You’re right. We’ll make it work,” Carol says. She wants to believe the words. She wants to feel them in her heart, but it’s impossible. More than anything, Carol wants a drink. “Let’s forget about the house. It’s Emma’s day. We’ll worry about those pesky sellers tomorrow.”

“So, you’re fine with the extension?”

“If they come down on the asking price, yes.”

“They already have, but I can push them lower.”

“No, it’s okay.”

“Are you sure? I’m the best negotiator,” Beatrice says.

“The only thing I’m sure about is that I need another drink. Wait for me here?” Carol asks.

Beatrice nods, watching as Carol disappears to the bar. She pulls out her cell phone, probably calling Justin. Delivering the news that they won’t have the keys to their dream home until a later date. Beatrice sighs, sipping her bubbles and hating the disappointment on Carol’s face.

When Carol comes back, the letdown has faded. They focus on Emma, as though Beatrice’s phone had never rung.
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The house smells like paint. Myles and Emma still don’t know what they’re having, but it doesn’t matter. Emma’s anxiety has faded. She no longer worries. She only cares that her baby is healthy. They’re so close. All she wants is to bring home a child.

“How’s the nursery coming along?” Emma asks when Myles walks into the living room. She has her feet up on the coffee table, flipping through a magazine. Myles has been treating her like a princess since they found out about the pregnancy, and she’s taking full advantage.

“It’s coming along well. Want to look at it?”

“Help me to my feet?” Emma asks.

“My pleasure,” Myles says. He pulls Emma to her feet, and they head to the nursery. It’s painted white and beige with hints of sage. It’s gorgeous.

“I love it,” Emma says. She throws her arms around Myles and pulls him close for a kiss, feeling more in love with him than she ever has during their marriage. They had a rough patch before Emma discovered the dominant woman within. Before Myles realized there’s nothing more that he loves than following his wife’s command.

“I hope our baby loves it,” he says.

“They will,” Emma says. She looks into Myles’s eyes, feeling like the luckiest wife in the world. Her husband is home. He’s painting their nursery, looking so sexy with those paint stains all over his clothes. “Myles, there’s something I’ve wanted to share with you.”

“What?” he asks.

Emma takes Myles’s hand and leads him to their bedroom. She pulls him into the room. She throws her arms around his neck, showering him with kisses. Telling him how beautiful she finds him. How she never wants what they have to end.

“It won’t,” he says.

“Our family. It’s more magnificent than anything I ever could have expected. It’s the best thing to ever happen,” she says.

“I agree,” Myles says. He presses his forehead against Emma’s. “I’m so glad we’ve made it to this point.”

“Why don’t you take off my pants?”

Myles grins, wondering what Emma might be hiding. He pushes down her sweats, revealing a gorgeous pair of panties with the strap he bought beneath them. He rubs his eyes, not believing what he’s seeing.

“You’re wearing the strap,” he says.

“I am,” she says. “You wanna suck it?”

Myles moans, hard and straining to break free from his cage. “I’d love to suck it,” he says.

“What are you waiting for, then? I want that mouth on my dick,” Emma says.

Myles parts his lips and takes Emma’s cock between his lips. He closes his eyes, imagining she magically grew a dick. Imagining she could turn it back to that beautiful pussy of hers beneath the strap. Emma holds the back of Myles’s head and pushes him farther down her cock, making him choke. Throwing her head back and letting out a laugh.

She might be pregnant, but that won’t stop her from enjoying this. From putting Myles in his place.

“Suck my dick like you mean it,” she says.

Myles moans on her cock, taking as much as of it as he can. Moving his lips down Emma’s shaft until he’s choking on her cock, but it’s what he’s wanted all along. His hole twitches in anticipation.

Emma pushes her fingers into Myles’s hair and grabs it. She moves his lips to the tip of her dick, staring down at him on his knees beneath her. She pushes his mouth off her cock, ready to take him.

“Grab the lube. It’s time.”

Myles scurries to the closet. Emma doesn’t have to tell him twice. He’s been dying for this moment for months. He comes back with the bottle of lube, turning it over to cover Emma’s dick. Myles strokes her length, wishing he were free from his cage to play with his own cock, but he won’t say a word.

Emma reaches down to touch Myles’s caged dick. “You ready to take my cock?”

“Yes,” he says. “How do you want me?”

“On your back at the edge of the bed.”

Myles falls onto the bed and throws his legs in the air. He hooks his hands behind his knees, ready to take Emma. Myles has trained for this moment. He never thought he would have liked penetration, but he loves it. Craves it.

Emma’s heart races as she steps to the edge of the bed. She holds the base of her cock, nervous to fuck Myles, but ready for the experience. She grabs the lube and adds more to her cock, not wanting to hurt her man. Wanting to glide in with ease.

Emma takes a deep breath with the tip of her cock touching Myles’s hole. Nervous. Excited. She pushes into Myles, making him gasp. He’s tight. His hole squeezes her cock, almost controlling it. Almost pushing her free, but she doesn’t let him.

Emma pushes deeper into Myles’s hole, watching as his dick oozes precum out of his cage. Her own juices run down her thighs. Her hard nipples throb, but she won’t stop. She fucks Myles, using long and generous movements.

“You like that?” she asks.

“I love it,” he says. He wraps his hand around his caged dick, and Emma can’t take it. She has to set him free. She pulls out of him and runs to grab his key. Myles watches as Emma unlocks him, laughing with glee when his cage falls to the floor. “Fuck,” he says.

Emma wraps her hand around his cock and strokes as she pushes back into his hole. She pushes deeper, stroking his dick as she does. Myles thrashes, but he takes Emma’s dick. It presses against his spot, threatening to make him cum. Emma’s hand isn’t helping, but he doesn’t dare push it away.

“I won’t last long,” Myles says after a minute longer. The pressure is too intense. It’s too much to handle.

“Cum for me, baby.”

Emma strokes Myles’s cock. Her dick is deep in his ass. He squirts all over her hand, covering her in his milky warmth.

“Fuck, that’s hot.”

Myles cums a few seconds longer before pushing Emma out of his hole. He sinks to the floor and removes her strap, putting his face on her pussy how she likes. Licking her how she likes. Emma holds Myles against her pussy and cums all over his face, but Myles loves it. He lives for moments like these.

“Fuck, you taste incredible.”

Emma pulls Myles to the bed. She turns her body to be his little spoon. He kisses her shoulder and holds her stomach, waiting to feel their baby move.

They both have everything they’ll ever need in the world.
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The Italian coast is just outside their window. Beatrice and Simon hear the waves crashing as they relax inside. The weather has been spectacular. Neither could have asked for a better vacation.

“Fuck yeah,” Beatrice says. “Spank me.”

Simon’s ass is red from her paddle, and now it’s her turn. She wants Simon to spank her ass and fuck her from behind while she watches the ocean from the window. She wants to feel his dick spread her pussy lips. Give herself to Simon, as he just gave himself to her.

Simon brings down the paddle on Beatrice’s ass, sending echoes off the walls. Making her ass jiggle. He reaches between her legs to play with her swollen pussy lips, spreading them. Slipping a finger into her wet opening.

Beatrice squeals, careful not to make too much noise. It’s just past breakfast, and they haven’t bothered closing the windows. The sea is loud, but it can’t cover up all the sounds Beatrice has made during her lovemaking with Simon.

She loves having this time alone with him, spanking each other around the clock. Switching to their hearts’ content.

“Fuck me, baby. I need that dick.”

Simon uses his bare hand to slap Beatrice’s ass. “I’ll fuck you when I’m ready.” His hand wraps around the back of Beatrice’s neck and pushes her down. “Take this spanking as long as I want to give it. Understood?”

“Yes,” Beatrice says through a moan. “Do what you will.”

Simon smacks her ass a few more times with his bare hand before grabbing Beatrice’s hip. He slides into her. Raw. Ready to fill her hole with his seed.

Beatrice can’t stop the sounds that leave her mouth as Simon plows deeper into her pussy. He fucks her without mercy. Without a care for the open windows. He wraps his arm around her chest and pulls her up, pounding her pussy. Beatrice loves each thrust more than the last. Nothing feels better than having Simon’s dick deep in her hole.

“I’m about to cum,” Simon says.

Beatrice touches her clit, knowing it’ll only take her a second to get there. “Cum in me, baby. I need it.”

Simon growls, pushing deep into Beatrice. She feels his member throbbing against her walls, filling her with his cum. She cums with him, screaming at the top of her lungs.

They laugh and fall to the floor when Simon pulls out of her. Beatrice glances at the open window, feeling a little embarrassed. “Think anyone heard us?”

“I hope they did. That was hot,” Simon says and kisses her shoulder. “We gotta enjoy every minute we have together. Don’t worry about them.”

Beatrice pushes the worries out of her mind and lets Simon wrap her in his arms.
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Justin

Closing day has finally arrived, after much waiting. The sellers went back and forth with us about the closing date, but Beatrice used every change of heart to knock down the price. She’s been an incredible help.

Carol sold her place a few weeks ago and has been living at the condo since. I know she’s ready to have the house and her own space. I’m eager for her, seeing how much she hates it every time the sellers say this or that.

“You ready?”

“They better not try any last-minute changes,” Carol says.

I touch her hair. She has me back in my cage, so all feels right in the world. Nothing could shake our future, even if we had to wait longer. It wouldn’t matter to me. Carol has my heart. My soul. She would be my everything, even if we had to live out of hotels. Even if we had to live on the street.

“Don’t worry. Nothing can hurt us if we’re together.”

Carol nods and places her head on my chest. She reaches into the waistline of my pants and pulls on my white thong, lifting my caged cock. “Your bulge always looks huge when you’re wearing your cage.”

“I’ve caught people staring at it. They must think my cock is huge.”

“If only they knew the truth,” Carol says with a light laugh.

“The truth is only for you to know,” I say. “Are you ready?”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

I take Carol’s hand, and we go outside to my car. I drive us to where we’re doing the closing. The sellers are there, and they don’t make any requests, much to my relief. I was worried Carol might snap if they said something.

Carol’s phone rings right as we’re signing the last papers to get the keys. She ignores it, but then it rings a second time. A third. Carol hasn’t looked at it, but everyone can hear her phone vibrating from within her purse.

She silences it, but then it rings a fourth time. “Excuse me, I’m so sorry. It must be an emergency.”

“Don’t worry,” Beatrice says. The people across from them are scowling, but Carol must check her phone.

It’s Emma.

“The baby is coming,” Myles screams when Carol answers the phone.

“What? How? It’s a month early.”

“Emma’s water broke, and she’s freaking out. She wants you and Beatrice at the hospital. Can you be there?”

“Yeah, we’ll be there as soon as we can. Send me the directions.”

“Okay, her friend Brianna just got here to pick us up. See you there.”

Carol walks back into the room. Everyone claps. We heard her conversation since she had been using a video call. We sign the papers as quickly as we can, get our keys, and rush out of the door to the hospital.

***

Carol

Emma’s labor is a blur, but she’s done it. A little girl. She looks so much like a blend of Myles and Emma, and she’s not even a day old.

“I can’t believe you did it,” I say.

Beatrice rubs Emma’s leg. Brianna is here too, doing anything Emma wants. Myles is sitting in a chair in the corner, exhausted from the delivery.

“I can. You brought this beautiful girl into the world, Emma. Congratulations,” Beatrice says.

“I can’t believe how early little Susan came, but I’m so happy she’s healthy.” Emma brushes the blanket encasing her daughter, staring at her gorgeous face. Everyone does the same. It’s impossible not to stare at baby Susan.

Emma gasps seconds later, as though she’s coming out of a trance. “I forgot to ask, Beatrice. How was Italy?”

“Incredible. I bought you some gifts, but we can worry about that later.”

Emma nods and turns her attention back to Susan. Beatrice and I share a glance, like we can finally leave. It’s been a long day, and I want to head to my new house. Justin has been waiting in the lobby.

“I think we’re gonna take off. Congratulations on baby Susan, Emma. She’s gorgeous,” I say.

“We’ll visit all the time,” Beatrice says. She kisses Emma on the forehead, and I repeat her action. We leave the room. Beatrice drove separately.

Justin hops up when he sees us. “How is Emma?”

“Perfect. The little girl is named Susan. Everything couldn’t have gone better.”

Justin nods. He waves as Beatrice continues down the hall. I’m pudding in Justin’s arms and can’t move. I stare into his eyes, wondering how I got lucky enough to fall in love with this man. Amazed by how far we’ve come.

“We bought a house.”

“I know,” Justin says with a goofy laugh. “Can you believe it?”

“I’ll believe it once we’re home. Ready?”

“More than you know,” he says.

I take Justin’s hand and we leave, heading to our new house. I’m overcome with the most delightful sensations when we open our door and step inside for the first time.


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading Finding Home. This is the final book in the Carol & Justin series. I hope you enjoyed the ladies and their stories and be sure to check out the first four books if you haven’t already!

Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed Finding Home because they help others discover their next great read. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. Visit my website, and you’ll find free bonus stories (no strings attached). I cherish you for reading ♥
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