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I began to taste the sweet cream that had eased to the edge of her O.  I lapped at it and then spread it back over her sex, finally moving my face away to examine her sodden pussy.

“Fuck!” she cried, lifting her head.

Dion’s gaze was on her puffed-up snatch in front of him.  My sucks and kisses had turned it redder and fatter.  It was swollen and inviting, lubed up with the cum that I’d helped ease free.  It was rare to see Carmen lack composure.

“I want him now,” she said, nodding at Dion.

“Me?” he smirked, putting a hand on his chest.  “And what do you want with me?”

“I want her to put your cock inside me,” Carmen said.  “Think you can do that, you naughty bitch?”

I grinned.  “I know I can do that.  I just need Dion to allow it.”

To this day I don’t know if it was an easy decision for Dion or not.  He certainly made it look like he was giving it the thought it deserved, but in reality, I was offering him a no-strings threesome with a fitter, younger woman.  What man was going to say no to that?

Despite that, Dion appeared to need some convincing.  I reached out and grabbed the waist of his pants, pulling him forwards and rubbing at his crotch.

“You want to put yourself in there, honey?” I asked nodding back to Carmen’s beautiful pussy.

She looked at him expectantly, as though she couldn’t quite believe that he might turn her down.

Dion’s hard cock was telling me that his body wanted this, even if his mind was in conflict.

“Let’s take you out of there,” I said, unfastening his belt.

Dion didn’t try and stop me.  He just watched as I unfastened his designer pants and jostled down his Calvins.

When I brought his thick, hard cock over the waist of his underwear, both Carmen and I hissed a breath.

“Big, isn’t he?” I asked, looking back at her.

“I don’t know about that,” Dion smiled.

“Modest, too,” I teased.

I pulled at his cock and watched it stiffen further in my grip.  Dion put his hands on his waist and sighed.

“She’s been dying to do this,” he said, looking at Carmen and shaking his head.

“You haven’t?” asked Carmen wryly.

“I try not to get involved with my girls.”

“How’s this for not getting involved?” I grinned, and I pulled his cock towards Carmen’s pussy until the head touched t.

Dion swallowed and closed his eyes, but Carmen’s eyes were open wider than ever.  She was looking down in amazement as Dion’s stiff cock smudged over her soaked sex.

I bit my lip and moved his cock over her, watching as her cum stringed between his smooth crown and her meandering petals.

“Damn,” I hushed.

“Lick my cum off him,” Carmen said, and she had such wide-eyed wonder that it was endearing.  It was as though she couldn’t believe the control she had over me.
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Dion, my husband, had been stressing over his fashion show for months.  The event was his baby, and over the past few weeks he’d had one-to-one sessions with his models, instructing them on the exact running of the show.

He wanted them walking a certain way, facing a certain way, pausing at certain points and timing their routines so that the show flowed seamlessly.

For my part, I did what I could to support him at home.  Dion was an artist and had a creative vision that I could never hope to understand.

We were a different couple to most.  Where most people preferred monogamous relationships, I enjoyed flirting with the idea of Dion with another woman.

People find it strange but it’s something I’ve thought about to the point of obsession.  I just like the idea of someone taking control of him, and giving him something I can’t, even if it’s just their beauty of aura.

I’d spoken to him about it a lot and he’d never been so overt as to outright suggest a particular person, but I had my ideas on who his favorite models were.

One of those was Carmen.  Carmen was a tall, leggy blonde with a fantastic pair of tits and a butt to die for.  She was in her early twenties, which already gave her the edge over me.  At thirty-five I often worried that Dion might trade me in for a younger woman, but he insisted that I was his one true love.

I’d met Carmen several times at Dion’s previous shows, and I always got the sense she didn’t like me.  She barely ever smiled at me or showed even the slightest interest, but I kind of liked that.  It told me she was jealous of me and my relationship with Dion, but she didn’t know how open our relationship would become.

I’d overheard Dion mention that he was in a one-to-one session with Carmen that day, so I finished work early and headed over to the auditorium where they practiced their routine.  I wasn’t even sure what I had in mind, I just wanted to try my luck, you know?

The music was loud when I entered, and my arrival went unnoticed.  I could see Dion near the front of the hall, walking around the outside of the raised catwalk and shouting things up at Carmen who walked forwards with her head held high and her gaze fixed on the back of the room.

She must have seen me enter, but you wouldn’t know it.  She stayed professional, finishing the routine for fear of irking Dion.  He could be quite tempestuous when he was in the zone.

“Longer steps!” he shouted over the music.  “Make them think they might be able to get a peek under there.”

Carmen lengthened her stride and the skirt of the tiny black dress she wore rode up her thigh.

“Good,” shouted Dion, stooping to the stage and looking up.  “Perfect, Carmen, perfect.”

Carmen stopped at the end of the catwalk and paused, thrusting out her hips so that her ass bounced.

“Outrageous!” cried Dion, clapping.  “Good!  Hold it for five.  Four.  Three.  Long strides, here we go.  Confident!  Good!”

I came closer to the action and stopped, watching as Dion walked back with his model, shouting plaudits up at her as he clapped his hands.

“You are really going places, Carmen, I promise you,” he said, then he shut the music off.

I started to applaud, and they both looked back at me.  Dion’s mouth opened in a wide smile, but Carmen’s perfect face barely moved.  She just held up her hand and let it fall.

“My beautiful Rose,” Dion said, opening his arms to me.

“Can I see it again?” I asked, coming forwards.

Dion looked at Carmen.  “I think we should,” he said.  “Let’s run it again.”

He went to his music setup and Carmen rolled her eyes and took her position.  I came closer to the stage and stared up at the beauty above me.  She was flawless.  I trailed my eyes up over her beautiful, slender calves and to those smooth thighs of hers.

She started her walk, and Dion and I followed her, moving along the catwalk with her to where she posed at the end.

“Beautiful,” cried Dion.  “Beautiful.  Now twist out and turn.”

Carmen did as he said, but her heel slipped.  Her ankle buckled and very quickly she was in a heap on the floor, her legs spread and her hands out behind her.

“Fuck!” she cried, slapping the catwalk.

“It’s okay,” Dion said.  “Accidents are better here than on the day of the show.  Let’s learn from it.”

“Let’s learn to wear panties,” I said, staring up the skirt of Carmen and to the perfect little slit that I could see between her legs.

Dion looked too now, unable to let the opportunity pass.  Carmen didn’t seem to mind one bit.  She just kept her legs open while she composed herself and thought about getting up.

It gave me enough time to look at Dion and see how he stared.  Carmen was shaven completely.  She moved her knees and we each saw her flesh part slightly to reveal the pinkish color of her sex.

“Let’s go again,” Dion said, and he clapped as though he was trying to banish the naughty thoughts from his mind.

“Do you wear panties on the day of the show?” I asked.

Carmen shook her head.  “Dion doesn’t want that.”

“Wh—why?”

She shrugged.  “I guess he likes the idea of seeing my pussy.”

Carmen strode back to the start of her routine as Dion reset the music.  I looked between them both with fresh eyes.  It was one of the first times I’d been truly jealous.

“Again,” said Dion, beginning the music as I walked back to him.

He followed Carmen once more and I watched as he nodded and encouraged her from the sidelines.  I tried to tell myself that it was all just one big accident, and that Carmen was trying to get into my head, but I couldn’t shake the idea that he was sweeter on her than I’d thought.

“Did you see that?” I whispered as Carmen stood at the end of the catwalk posing.

“What?”

“Her ... pussy.”

Dion shook his head.  “And ... turn.”

Carmen turned quickly and again she slipped, tumbling to the floor and falling back with her legs outstretched in front of her.

“Ughhhhh!” she yelled, hitting the stage and kicking out.

Dion and I looked again.

“See?” I asked.

Dion just shrugged.  “I don’t know what you want me to say.”

“Carmen said you asked her not to wear panties?”

“It affects the dresses.”

“Just be honest.  You wanted to see that, didn’t you?”

We looked again at Carmen’s perfect pussy as she lay on her back pouting at the ceiling.

“Stare all you like,” Carmen said, overhearing us.

“Do you like it when he stares?” I asked her.

She lifted her head.  “Who?”

“Dion.  Do you like it when he stares at your pussy?  Is that why you’ve shaved it for him?”

“I shave it for myself, honey.”

“It’s beautiful,” I told her.

Carmen’s perfectly plucked eyebrows turned inwards.  “Thanks, I guess.”

“I mean it.  Isn’t it perfect, Dion?”

By now, Dion had realized what I was doing.  The talks we’d have over monogamy and polygamy and how I’d often asked about his models were telling him everything he needed to know about my intentions.

“Rose ...” he warned.

“What’s up with her?” asked Carmen.

“You like Dion, don’t you Carmen?” I asked.

“Rose ...” Dion continued to warn.

“Of course I do.”

“Enough to fuck him?”

Carmen looked at Dion as though he had the answers.  He just hung his head in a resigned fashion.

“He’s handsome,” she shrugged.

“Handsome enough to fuck?  Answer the question.”

“Yes,” Carmen said plainly before injecting some snark.  “You want me to do it for you?”

I smiled back.  “As a matter of fact, yes.”

Carmen continued to be confused, but she still didn’t try to hide her pussy.  Models had a way of being confident with their body like that, and Carmen was no exception.  She knew that it had got her places, and it was about to propel her further.

“You want me to fuck your husband?”

Dion stayed quiet through it all.  He could have interjected or protested, but he just stood there, awkwardly hoping that he’d get what he was after.  I didn’t mind it one bit, I just wished he’d admit it.

“And what will you do?” Carmen asked, realizing I was serious.

“Watch.  Help.  Whatever you want me to do.”

Carmen got to her feet laughing, but she realized there was no joke being made.

“You’re serious, aren’t you?” she asked.
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