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         Now it's almost two years since our marriage transformed, and our sex life became new and different.


We were on holiday in Cairo. It was very hot, and we survived the sweltering afternoons thanks to the pool, which was apparently the largest in the city. It was there my wife slipped over and grazed the right side of her ribs. Not very much but, since the bacteria in Cairo are far more aggressive than what we’re used to back home in Norway, I arranged for the hotel doctor to come and give her an antibiotic injection.


He arrived quite late in the evening, strangely enough with a rather quiet man who carried his doctor’s bag. The doctor himself was in his thirties, impeccably dressed, tending towards spindly and very polite.

My wife was lying on the bed, and she took off her blouse so that he could see where she’d got her scrape.


“No danger,” he said to me, which is the usual custom in the Middle East, “but the skin must be disinfected.” He said something in Arabic to his bag-carrier, who immediately produced cotton wool, gauze and a bottle of disinfectant. The man went back to his position by the door, while my wife looked rather embarrassed by there being a stranger, who wasn’t a doctor, so openly studying her.


The doctor meanwhile, washed her skin in a broad sweep around the graze. Then, after hesitating a second, he said to me that she would need to take her bra off. “So it doesn’t get stained, sir. If you don’t mind.”


My wife sat up, glancing at the stony face by the door, and rather hesitantly took her bra off. Her breasts don’t slide much to the sides when she’s lying on her back, and they looked wintry white against her incipient tan. No topless sunbathing by the pool in Cairo!


He continued washing her, and I saw how he laid one of his hands over and around her breast so he could wash underneath. My wife, no doubt, noticed it too, in addition to feeling half-naked and stretched out on a bed in front of two Arab strangers. For their part, they made no attempt to hide they were quite openly staring at her breasts, smooth tummy and down towards her crotch.


He finished washing, then taped over the graze.

“I’m afraid I’ll have to give your wife an injection, sir,” he said. “Routine antibiotics.

Does she have any allergies, sir?”


“No,” I said, “no allergy problems.” She held out an arm, but the doctor pointed at her bottom. This was fair enough, as no one injects antibiotics in the arm. Again, she hesitated a little before sitting up and pulling down her trousers. She actually did it quite slowly, while the three of us stared at her breasts. Now she was lying practically naked on the bed, wearing only a thin pair of panties, and we could quite clearly see how she’d trimmed her dark triangle. Her pussy lips were bare, and there was just a little tuft of hair left on top of her mound.


I suddenly found myself swallowing, for her nipples had become noticeably stiffer, and I thought her breasts looked a little swollen. I wondered if she found it a bit of a turn-on, lying like that, with her pussy practically naked and in full view, in front of three fully dressed men, completely anonymously, in an unfamiliar Cairo hotel room.


I was actually, quite unexpectedly, beginning to get a stiffy myself. I was unable to tell if the same thing was happening to the bag-carrier as anything would be hidden under his ankle-length, traditional robe. The doctor still appeared to be coolly professional.


While the bag-carrier collected all the disinfection gear together, his eyes narrowed in such a way that she must have felt it all the way in to the cleft between her legs. He stared at her body once more, put out the vial and syringe and stood alongside.


She rolled over on to her tummy, but the doctor shook his head: she'd have to take off her panties, as, again, he would have to disinfect the area. She blushed this time but pulled them off without saying a word. She lay on her side, with one arm above her head, a position that caused her breasts to fall in a most beautiful way. The doctor made a thorough job of washing one side of her bottom, the needle went in, and it was all over. She rolled back over onto her back and, oddly enough, remained lying there. It could almost seem that she was now displaying both her breasts and naked pussy lips on purpose.


I discovered, to my horror, that I was getting seriously turned on. It was a new, strange, forbidden, and rather scary, feeling that I had turned horny simply because my wife lay flat on her back, naked, without trying to hide herself behind her hands, in front of two perfect strangers, who stood there staring at her. Her legs had slid unnecessarily far from one another, and there was an odd, almost surprised expression on her face. Staring me in the eyes, she unconsciously licked her lips.


Her body, and the way she had almost unnoticeably widened her legs, showed that she was beginning to open up, to get horny, and I wondered if her pussy lips had begun to separate. It suddenly hit me, like a blow to the stomach, that she really was getting turned on by the challenging situation and that lying there was making her horny. It clearly made her even more excited to remain there, her hands passively lowered by her sides. She was delivering herself up and had crossed a border by letting herself be stared at, by being aware of the change in her pussy lips, and by continuing the dangerous game instead of putting a stop to it.


We’d always been pretty conservative in our sex life, never got any further than the boring positions, and everything had become routine. Now, however, I could see her pussy lips really beginning to swell. Her nipples were stiff as could be, and she slowly turned her head away.


It was like everything suddenly froze in the glaring hotel light. I understood that she was leaving it to me if anything more was to happen and, moreover, that for the first time in her life she could imagine the unthinkable: she had been reduced to a naked female body. Her inevitable Norwegian feeling of shame had dissolved, desire had begun to take the upper hand, and she was rendered powerless by pure lust. For my own part, I knew I was balancing on the edge of a secret, dark dive into myself, while simultaneously being so aroused that I felt almost unwell.


I swallowed, and the bottomless pit opened. “Please,” I said to the doctor, “she’s actually been having a few stomach pains over the last few days...”


He nodded expressionlessly and bent over her professionally, but I noticed that he didn’t put on any gloves.

Then he gently began to push her legs apart.


Before us, in the bright ceiling light, my wife now lay with her legs drawn up and her knees spread wide, and we could all see her pussy lips had opened of their own accord. She was very obviously wet already, and I wondered for a moment what it felt like to lie there like that. I swallowed again as he slipped two fingers inside her. He used his left hand to press systematically over her tummy, slowly and inquiringly, while he held the right hand steady with his fingers deep inside her.


"I don't think it's anything to worry about, sir," he said, "but it's best to be thorough, This is Cairo, after all."


He laid his left hand across the base of her tummy, his middle finger placed lightly on her clit while spreading her pussy lips wide with the other. She lay motionless, her eyes closed, while he slowly and carefully acquainted himself with every little fold of skin inside her. A shock streamed through me, and I got a full-blown hard-on when I realised that he'd found her G-spot and was slowly rubbing away at that most sensitive of places that the two of us had never really got to work.


Three men now looked on as she tried at first to lie quite still, then at her hands, as they began to clench and stretch. Her eyes were tightly closed, almost in a grimace, as she was really beginning to feel his fingers working inside her, and now, too, on her clit.


His left-hand fingers rubbed slowly backwards and forwards in her slit, up to her clit, all the way down to her rearmost hole and up again. He now had three fingers inside her, and she began involuntarily rolling her head from side to side. Her hips began to jerk, and she suddenly started whimpering. I knew instinctively that she was coming but, with the last remains of decency, she was trying to hide it from us, whatever the cost.


Of course, I expected that he would stop at this point, that it would all end there, but, instead, he kept his finger moving over her clit, rather more gently and in slightly larger circles. His other hand continued to rub around her entrance and inside.


For the first time in her life, and quite visibly to us, she immediately embarked on a new, steadily rising curve. Now, she had also completely given up pretending that she had control. She quite obviously just wanted him to continue and didn’t care that we others saw it. Legs splayed, knees pulled out to the side, she must have felt totally shameless. That alone made her more and more excited.


At first, I couldn't fathom that he should take such a risk as a doctor, but then it occurred to me that this was Cairo, he had his paid bag-carrier as a witness, and the woman's husband had been present in the room. "So where's the problem, please?" they could quite comfortably say at the police station.


Nor was I quite myself when he threw me a questioning look, and I gave him a clear sign to continue. To put it simply, I was sick with horniness, confusion and a strange drive: I wanted to see more! And that’s what I got.


Motioning his bag-carrier over with a nod, they together lifted her in a single movement to the edge of the bed. He said something or another, and the Arab grabbed hold of both her ankles from the side and drew them upwards and away from each other. While she hung thus, gaping open, the doctor bent over her and massaged both her breasts and clit. He must have been pretty good, because now she came again, not quite so powerfully this time, but shaking from her total helplessness in being held open by the Arab.


While she remained in the same position, the doctor rapidly, but meticulously, removed his clothes. The Arab had seen enough – his bonus, I thought for a moment – and he was waved back to his place by the door. The doctor stood before her so that she could see him naked. He was very slender and his skin a light brown, while his bottom maintained a boyish appearance. His dick was extremely long, with a slight upward curve. She began breathing faster once more.


When he bent himself over her, I imagined that he would take her quickly and finish by spurting inside her, but, instead, he slowly slid his dick between her pussy lips. Determined, but slow. Then he began to move, keeping full control, and actually enjoyed her. His long, stiff dick made itself familiar with all her secrets, and he twisted his butt about to investigate all her folds, deep down inside. His curved dick and his position must have made the head of his cock rub back and forth over her G-spot. She audibly began approaching orgasm, the like of which she'd never got close to with me.


Without my noticing it – for I had just been staring at the way his dick slid in and out of her – he had made a sign to the Arab, who now came over and stood beside them. In a moment of panic, I thought they were both going to push inside her, but he was given a new command and crouched down beside the bed. While the doctor leant over her on outstretched arms, the Arab placed one hand over her clit, while the other slid under her behind. He had moistened his finger and slowly pressed it into her rearmost hole.


Now she lay there skewered and splayed, completely helpless, with a stranger’s finger behind and an eager hand on her clit, while an extremely proficient dick slid in and out of her.


They’d done this before, they knew what they were doing, and I suddenly remembered stories about lonely European women in Egyptian hotels.


I wondered for a second if the doctor could feel the Arab’s finger up against his dick inside her. I was unable to move, and would hardly have been able to stop them even if I’d wanted to. Without noticing, I’d actually pulled down my own zip and almost jumped when I felt my hand clutching around my own dick.


She was totally consumed by desire, almost unconscious, while the Arab steered her up and down. She was guided by an easy rhythm from below, while the cock immediately above glided backwards and forwards, past her G-spot and all the way up to her cervix. She was being well and truly fucked. There was no other word for it. Her breathing got faster and faster, and this time she came with a long wailing sound I’d never heard before.


I was sick with hopeless jealousy, and my stomach turned as if I really was ill, but at the same time, I couldn't help acknowledging that this was the forbidden fruit that I'd always been longing for in my heart of hearts. These two exposed her before me: a gaping, naked, outstretched woman, shaking with orgasm and with no further thought than to be fucked even more. Her entire consciousness was focussed on the dick rubbing back and forth over her G-spot and the pounding of her cervix, while the Arab rubbed her clit above and finger-fucked her below.


The pair increased their tempo and, the doctor finally came far inside her. She stretched her legs wide to let him fill her with cum, her mouth wide open, and then her eyes met mine. Hers were open, dark with passion and pure lust, but nevertheless containing a kind of tremendous tenderness for me, her indispensable observer.


He withdrew slowly, assiduously wiped his emptied, curling dick and got dressed while the Arab returned to the door. My wife closed her eyes again, a heady mixture of female juices and Egyptian cum running from her pussy.


“I’ll leave the bill in reception, sir,” he said, and then, hesitating a moment, “You should take care of her yourself now – she’s ready for you...”


Then he and his bag-carrier disappeared, while I was left quivering and inhaling the unfamiliar smell of another man. I knew instinctively this could become an extremely painful and utterly destructive memory if we stopped there. Our marriage could fall apart – but her behaviour could also open up a new life, a new existence for us.


I got my clothes off and pushed my dick into her without a word. She was wet and slippery, and her orgasms had made her really expand inside. And thank goodness for that, for otherwise, I would have come immediately. I fucked her while she tightened her muscles around my dick, and then she turned me over onto my back. She almost sucked me inside her before beginning to move in that lingering rhythm she’d used when he had opened her up. She wanted me to enjoy her too, feel her while she was still wide open and mushy.


I felt that I slid through her opening, that the head of my cock felt exactly the same places that his cock had been, the rippled, swollen area that he had found and made large and sensitive for her. Her muscles began to move powerfully and rhythmically again, and, without her having to say anything, I lay my fingers over her clit in front and pressed my other hand down and under her from behind. Again, she was skewered helplessly on a couple of fingers, but this time she was mine.


I suddenly understood that she had reached a final stage where nothing else mattered but the almost continuous orgasms she was having. I was lying with a woman who no longer cared who was fucking her. I doubt if she actually knew it was me that was inside her. There was just a cock, moving in and out of her pussy, fingers inside her opening behind, and someone was rubbing round and round on her clit. For her, that was all that existed at that moment, and I felt her come yet again, for a long, long time.


When she came back to her senses, her eyes fixed on mine. It was important for her that I should look at her face, see where it went while I kept on working inside her. She wanted me to experience her orgasms, to remember afterwards how her facial expressions were wiped away by her intense desire, how she kept on coming in powerful contractions around my dick. She wanted to look at me while I helplessly, shamelessly, spurted inside her, and her last, long contraction mixed my come with his come, and with her gushing juices. As the juices slowly began to run from her and my dick began to shrink, we shared everything, wordlessly, her experiences and mine. It was a feeling we knew we would never let go.


Since then, we have drawn other men and other women into our relationship. Through Cupido, men have got to experience the secret depths of my wife, and no women have gone home from us disappointed. But we never share what we experienced in that hotel room in Cairo with anyone else. It's ours alone, even when we're entwining our bodies with those of others.
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