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Chapter 1: Arrival & Atmosphere

We were tipsy before we even stepped through the gates.

It wasn’t just the two tiny bottles of Riesling from the hotel minibar, though they had given my cheeks a faint flush and made my head pleasantly loose. It was everything else — the ritual of getting dressed, the feel of the dirndl as it tightened around me, the way my husband’s hands lingered while he “helped.” He stood behind me at the mirror, pretending to fumble with the apron strings, his knuckles grazing the curve of my breast through the thin blouse. His laugh was clumsy, careless, like he hadn’t meant it — but his touch said otherwise. Every little slip of his fingers sent sparks down my chest, the laces pulling tight across my ribs, pressing my breasts upward until the edge of the fabric felt indecently low.

By the time we left the room, I already felt… exposed. Like every inch of me had been pulled taut and placed on display. The skirt swished higher than was proper, brushing mid-thigh, the apron string cinching my waist so snug it almost stole my breath. Even before anyone looked, I felt naked.

And then they did.

The festival grounds teemed with people — families with strollers, couples in matching lederhosen and dirndls, packs of loud students clutching bottles, groups of tourists snapping photos of everything. We joined the flow toward the tents, carried forward by the noise and the anticipation. Everywhere, eyes seemed to land on me. Not all at once. Not in the crude, shouting way. Just lingering glances, curious double takes. A quiet heat grazing across my skin, as if strangers could sense the secret throb already starting low in my belly.

Even the women looked. Some with pursed lips and disapproving frowns, as though I’d bent the rules of the costume too far. Others with eyes that flickered — envy? amusement? — before they turned away.

My husband didn’t notice. Or maybe he didn’t care. He had his phone out, swiping through a festival map, lips moving silently as he rehearsed the German words for beer and sausage.

“You look hot, babe,” he said, still scrolling. Casual, distracted, like he was commenting on a new pair of jeans.

I smiled, biting my lip. “Do I?”

“Mmhm. Hofbräu tent first. Best energy,” he replied, already tugging me toward the entrance.

But I wasn’t listening.

We passed a sausage stall, the scent of grease and mustard hanging heavy in the air. A group of younger guys leaned against the counter — messy hair, tank tops, tattoos curling up throats and arms. One of them wore a leather vest with nothing underneath, chest bronzed from the late summer sun. They didn’t look away when I met their eyes. In fact, one dragged his tongue slowly along his bottom lip, deliberate as sin. Like he was already savoring me.

The pulse between my thighs throbbed, sharper this time. My panties were damp before I even realized it, heat spreading across the inside of my skirt. I shifted my weight as we walked, but it only made me more aware of how wet I was becoming.

Inside the Hofbräu tent, the world exploded.

The noise hit like a wall — brass instruments blaring from a raised stage, a drunken roar of voices in German, English, Spanish, Italian, colliding together into one thunderous heartbeat. The air was thick, humid with sweat, hops, sausage grease, sugar, piss — a heavy scent that clung to the skin the moment you stepped inside. Boots stomped against the wooden floors in rhythm with the band, shaking the long rows of tables. Beer foam sprayed with every toast, dripping down wrists, soaking shirts, splattering against flushed cheeks.

The crush of bodies swallowed us whole. Strangers pressed close as we pushed through the narrow aisles — hips brushing hips, shoulders colliding, my skirt riding higher each time someone pressed too near. Every accidental touch was a spark, every brush of fabric a reminder of how little stood between me and exposure.

And they stared.

Bold, unapologetic stares. Men turned their heads as I passed, some grinning, some muttering things I didn’t understand. A few women watched too, their eyes softer, more curious. Each glance added to the ache curling deep in my belly.

We edged past a table of Italians shouting football chants so loud they nearly drowned the band. A pair of older German couples smiled politely as we passed, raising their steins in welcome. My husband was already waving to a waitress, rehearsing his terrible order with exaggerated hand gestures.

And that’s when I saw him.

He sat one table over, directly in my line of sight.

Shirtless beneath dark green suspenders, his chest was bronzed and broad, thick with muscle in a way that spoke of real work, not a gym membership. His neck was strong, his jaw square, his hair buzzed short like he’d only recently left the military. He leaned forward over a stein, his massive forearms resting on the table, veins standing out beneath tanned skin. He was mid-laugh when his eyes caught mine — and in an instant, he stopped.

Just stopped.

The sound around us went on — the music, the stomping, the shouting — but between him and me there was only stillness. His eyes held mine, steady and unblinking. Not admiring. Not assessing. Claiming.

My husband tugged at my hand, pulling me toward the only open space — directly across from him, as though fate had carved out a seat just for me. The bench creaked as I sat, the wood pressing up between my thighs through the thin fabric of the dirndl. I could still feel the stranger’s eyes, heavier now, dragging lower, stripping me without permission. Or maybe with it.

The waitress bustled up, balancing a tray of foaming steins, but I barely noticed. My husband leaned forward, speaking in broken German, eager and polite. I stayed quiet, my pulse loud in my ears.

The man lifted his stein in a silent toast. His eyes never left mine.

I raised mine a fraction in return, lips curving into something that wasn’t polite at all. Something filthy.

It was permission.

Not subtle, not playful — but raw. A silent surrender that passed between us with the tilt of a glass and the curl of my lips.

The ache between my thighs deepened, steady and insistent now, no longer the flutter of a fleeting fantasy but a need. Heavy. Wet. A hunger I could almost taste. I could already imagine the weight of his hand finding me under the table — not gentle, not asking, but claiming. His fingers sliding up my bare thigh, slow at first, dragging the hem of my dirndl higher until fabric gave way to heat. Until he touched the truth of what I’d been carrying since the moment I walked into this tent.

There would be nothing careful in it. He wouldn’t hesitate, wouldn’t ask. He would take. And the thought of it made my breath catch in my throat.

The corset tugged tight around my ribs, but I knew how easy it would be to undo. One sharp pull at the ribbon across my chest and the white blouse would gape open, spilling me out for him to see, for anyone close enough to notice. Two fingers slipping under the apron’s hem and he’d know everything — how soaked I was already, how I’d come here ready to be touched by someone who wasn’t my husband.

And my husband?

He leaned forward on the bench, clumsy with his German, eager to order us drinks, his voice swallowed by the music and the laughter. He was right there, close enough to brush my shoulder with his, but blind to the storm building inside me.

He wouldn’t notice. Not yet.

But maybe he would.

And the thought of his eyes finally lifting, seeing me undone under someone else’s hand, made the ache sharpen into something darker. Something hotter. Shame and desire twined together, coiling low in my belly until I could hardly sit still.

And that, more than anything, turned me on even more.


Chapter 2: The First Pour

The beer came quickly — two tall, golden steins with foam spilling over the lip like a promise.

I took the first sip with both hands wrapped around the glass, tilting it back until the cold bitterness coated my tongue. It hit hard. Stronger than I expected. Sharp and floral. The kind of drink that rushed straight to your bloodstream.

And just like that, the whole tent softened.

The colors went brighter. The crowd got louder. My skin more sensitive. The music moved through my bones.

Across the table, the man was still watching me. Not saying a word. Just sipping, smirking. His eyes moved down my cleavage again, then lower — under the table — like he could see my thighs pressed together under the skirt.

I squeezed them tighter.

“Wanna dance?” my husband asked, grinning, already standing.

I blinked. “Now?”

“C’mon,” he said, grabbing my hand. “You look like you belong on a table, not behind one.”

He pulled me up, beer in one hand, his other slipping behind my back. We joined a clump of people near the benches, where someone had cleared space to stomp along to the music. A blur of dirndls and lederhosen and sweat and raised arms.

I laughed. The beer helped.

I moved my hips slowly, lifting my arms just enough to feel the air on my underarms, twirling in my skirt like I was some Oktoberfest barmaid in a dream. Men clapped. A few shouted in broken English. One winked.

Then I felt him.

Not my husband.

Another man stepped beside me. Taller. Stockier. Forearms like carved wood, with a blue checkered shirt rolled up to the elbows. He looked me up and down — not lecherously. Appreciatively.

"Schöne Dirndl," he said, in a thick Bavarian accent, then corrected himself with a grin:
"Beautiful dress. But more beautiful what’s inside.”

I laughed, even though I shouldn’t have. But something in the way he said it — not cheesy, just bold — made my stomach flip.

He held out his hand. “Dance?”

I glanced at my husband. He had wandered off toward the bar area again — probably for pretzels or more beer.
Typical.

I turned back to the man. “Just one,” I said. But my voice was already warmer than I meant it to be.

He pulled me in close. Not a ballroom dance. Not even coordinated. Just rocking hips and feet in time to the rhythm, pressed together under the noise.
His hand rested on my waist. Firm. Confident.

Too confident.

Because after a few beats, his hand slid lower.

Not by accident.

It moved with purpose — easing down the curve of my waist, over the fabric that clung to my hips, until it rested just above the swell of my ass. His thumb curled slightly inward, resting near the small of my back like it belonged there.

It wasn’t enough to startle me.
But it was enough to make me feel… owned.

Not enough to be indecent.
But definitely not innocent.

He didn’t apologize. Didn’t pull back. He just held me, firm and casual, like he’d known my body for years.

He knew what he was doing.
And so did I.

And the truth?

I didn’t want to pull away.

Not even a little.

Instead, I leaned into him — just an inch — and let the music grind our hips a little closer. Our torsos touched, and I felt his chest rise against mine. He smelled like salt, like beer, like something male and sure of itself. His breath was hot and steady.

He leaned in and said something in German I didn’t understand, but I didn’t need a translation.
His lips brushed the shell of my ear — warm and just a little too close — and whatever he said rumbled through me like a secret dropped between my legs.

My nipples — bare under the thin cotton blouse — tightened hard. So fast it almost hurt.
The fabric of the dirndl rubbed against them like a tease, each movement a reminder that I was already turned on. That I was dancing with a man who could feel it through my body.

I tilted my head up to look at him, my breath catching.
I smiled — soft, sweet, like a woman who didn’t know better.
But my eyes?

My eyes were wild.

They said everything I hadn’t yet.

And then I felt it — the shift in air behind me.
My husband.

He returned, two tall beers in hand.

He slowed when he saw us.
Didn’t speak right away. Just stood there, blinking, lips parted, not quite sure if what he saw was as intimate as it felt.

It was.

He handed me my glass. His voice was flat. “You two are having fun.”

I took it, still warm from the dance. “Just dancing,” I said lightly. “He was being polite.”

The man didn’t flinch.
He smiled and gave a small bow, his voice low and smooth:
“Your wife dances beautifully.”

My husband nodded — tight, unsure. He tried to smile back, but I could see the stiffness behind his eyes. The part of him that didn’t know where to put his hands. Or his pride.

“Thanks,” he said, though it landed with a dull thud.

The man stepped back, respectful now, nodding once more. But before he turned, he let his eyes fall one last time — a slow, deliberate sweep. From my flushed cheeks to the tops of my breasts… then down the line of my torso, resting on the hem of my skirt where it hugged my thighs. He looked like he was memorizing it.

Then he disappeared into the crowd.

I raised my stein and took a long, deliberate sip.
The beer was cold. But my skin was burning.

“I’m getting us another round,” my husband said suddenly, too fast — like he needed to move.
To do something.

“Okay,” I murmured, barely turning toward him.

But my gaze was already back across the tent.

The first man — the one from before.
The one who hadn’t stopped watching me since we sat down.

He was still there.

Still watching.

And now?

Now he knew I’d dance.

He knew I’d smile.

He knew I wouldn’t say no.

Not tonight.

Not to him.


Chapter 3: Second Drink Run

He left again.

Said something about trying the darker brew this time — “the real stuff,” he called it — and wandered off toward the main bar with both empty steins in hand.

I watched him weave through the crowd, his head bobbing between bodies, then vanish behind a wall of red and white checkered shirts.

Gone.

Again.

The moment he disappeared, I felt the shift.
Like heat rising under my skin.
Like the leash slipping loose.

I turned back toward the table. My spot was half-taken now — someone had squeezed in while we danced. Two men sat where only one had before.

Locals. Or maybe Austrian. Broad-chested. Tan. Loud-laughing. One in a crisp white shirt, the other in a deep blue vest with rolled sleeves and a silver chain that tugged across his chest when he leaned forward. Their energy buzzed with something casual but electric — like they didn’t need to try hard.

One of them looked at me — the man in blue.

He didn’t leer. He just smiled. Warm. Assured.
Like he’d been watching.

Like he knew.

“You want to sit?” he asked, gesturing to the little sliver of bench between them.

I hesitated — half out of instinct, half for performance. “My husband’s just gone to get beers. I was…”

“Resting your feet,” he said, finishing my excuse for me.

That accent. Rough-edged. Familiar in the way a stranger’s voice sometimes feels.

I nodded.

He moved his thigh just enough to make space. I slid in.
Not all the way — just enough for my hips to touch his.

He smelled like pine, like clean sweat and hops and something darker — cologne, maybe, or just the leftover musk of a man who’d danced hard, drank harder, and didn’t give a fuck how loud the room was.
I caught myself inhaling.
Subtly. Shamelessly.

The second man — the one in white — raised his beer in a silent toast. “To resting feet,” he said with a wink.

I laughed softly, tucking a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “To temporary choices.”

They both smiled.

One of them — I didn’t notice which — let his hand rest behind me on the bench. Not touching. Just… there. Close enough that my lower back felt warmer. My thighs pressed together again beneath the table, hidden from view. But I knew what was happening.

They were taking my temperature.
Feeling out how far I’d let this go.

And so was I.

The man in blue leaned closer, speaking just above the noise. “You are not from Munich.”

“No.” My voice was quiet. “California.”

He nodded slowly. “Makes sense.”

“What does?”

His eyes dropped to my chest — not rushed, not shy. Just… there. “You shine too much to be local.”

It was cheesy. Stupid, even. But the way he said it — like it wasn’t for effect, like it wasn’t a line — made my nipples tingle again.

“Your husband…” the other one said casually, “he’s okay with you sitting here?”

I smirked. “He’s fetching drinks. I’m not breaking the law.”

“No,” the first one said, his knee now angled toward mine beneath the table. “Not the law.”

The music swelled again, another chorus of stomps and shouts shaking the floorboards. A glass shattered somewhere behind us, the crowd erupting into drunken cheers, but it all felt distant.

What I noticed was the brush of fingers — feather-light, deliberate — grazing the small of my back. Just once. Enough to claim space. Enough to make me shiver.

I didn’t flinch.
I didn’t lean away.
I let it linger. A dare. A signal.

The bench creaked. My pulse drummed against my ribs. His touch hovered there like a secret only we shared.

Somewhere across the tent, my husband was still queuing at the bar, two empty steins in his hands, oblivious. Out of sight. Out of reach.

Which meant, for the moment, I was free.


Chapter 4: Under the Table

The music changed — something faster, stomp-heavy.
The kind of song that turned benches into dance floors and strangers into friends.
Everyone around us rose to their feet, clapping, shouting lyrics in slurred German. Steins lifted. Skirts twirled.
The whole tent shook with movement.

Except me.

I stayed seated.
Between them.

The man in the white shirt stood halfway, dancing where he stood, one boot up on the bench. The man in the blue vest stayed beside me — anchored, solid, silent.

And then it happened.

Under the table — in the heat and shadow below — I felt something.
A brush. Light. Casual.

But unmistakably deliberate.

Fingertips.
Sliding against the bare skin just above my knee.

I froze — not visibly, not dramatically — but inside, something clamped and pulsed.

I turned my head slightly, eyes searching for his.

Blue vest. He was looking forward, pretending to watch the crowd. Pretending he wasn’t touching me.
But his fingers moved again.

Slower now. Higher.

My skirt had ridden up from all the sitting and dancing. The hem barely covered my thighs. And under that, the panties I’d chosen this morning — thin lace, barely-there, beige — were now damp enough that I could feel them stick every time I shifted.

His hand moved up another inch.

I looked at him again — really looked. And he finally turned to meet my eyes.

Not a smirk. Not a grin.
Just a steady, quiet look. Asking nothing. Explaining nothing.

His hand stayed still — just resting now, warm on my thigh.

And I didn’t move.

I didn’t push it away.

Instead, I shifted.
Slightly. Like I was adjusting my skirt.

But what I really did... was open my legs.
Just enough.
Barely an inch.

But in this heat, in this chaos, with this man’s hand already resting on my thigh —
That inch felt filthy.
That inch felt intentional.

It was the smallest rebellion.
The tiniest surrender.
And yet it shifted everything.

Because he understood.

He didn’t rush. Didn’t grope.
His fingers moved with terrifying patience — gliding up the smooth inside of my thigh like he’d been here before, like he already knew the way. His palm was wide, warm. Confident. It pressed gently against the softest part of me, just below where my lace panties clung to damp skin.

And then he stilled.

Fingers just grazing the crease where thigh met heat.
Not quite touching.
But I could feel it.
The air between us.
The threat of contact.

My whole body pulsed with it.

I tried to keep breathing steady — tried to act like nothing was happening — but my chest had already started to rise and fall faster. My beer glass trembled slightly as I lifted it to my lips, taking the slowest sip I could manage.

The bitterness grounded me for a second. The coldness was a shock.
But even as I swallowed, my breath caught.
And stayed caught.

Because his hand moved again.
A small twitch — a brush of his pinkie against the edge of my panties. He was asking me something without words.

And I…
I didn’t answer with words either.

I just shifted.
A delicate, almost ladylike adjustment — as if smoothing my skirt.

But what I really did was open just a little more.
Welcoming him.
Telling him yes.

To the left of me, the man in white was still seated. Still drinking. But I could feel him noticing.
He glanced at me again — not suspicious, not leering.
Just… aware.
Men like him knew the signs.

He couldn’t see under the table.
But he didn’t need to.

He saw the way I blinked slower.
The way my legs were angled.
The way I held the beer glass too tightly.

He knew something was happening.
And I didn’t hide it.

I turned slightly toward him — as if engaging — but in doing so, I crossed my legs under the table.

Deliberately.

Smoothly.

His friend’s hand was caught between them now — his knuckles pressing up against the heat of me, his fingers involuntarily flexing from the sudden grip of my thighs.
And I felt it.
The twitch in his hand. The sharp inhale beside me.
The way his fingertips pressed firmer for just a second — as if testing how far I’d let him go.

I exhaled slowly.
And I smiled.

Not for him.
Not for his friend.
Not for the crowd around us who had no idea that a married woman had just let a stranger’s hand near her cunt under a beer tent table.

No.

I smiled for me.

Because in that moment — in that noise, in that sweat, in that brazen electric heat — I knew:

I wasn’t just letting it happen anymore.
I was inviting it.

I wanted his fingers to keep going.
I wanted his friend to notice.
I wanted to feel just how far I could fall tonight — and how many would watch me fall.

And most of all…

I wanted to know what it would feel like to moan through clenched teeth, beer on my breath, while someone else’s hand made me forget my husband’s name.


Chapter 5: The First Slip Inside

His fingers didn't rush.

They stayed there—nestled between the curve of my thighs, trapped in the heat, soaked in the sweat and something deeper. The pulse of me. The want of me.

And I didn’t move.
Not away.

I leaned back instead—slightly. Letting my hands rest on my lap. Beer glass in front of me like a shield.
My face calm. But inside?

I was unraveling.

His fingers began to move again. Subtle, teasing strokes. Not quite reaching the lace. Not quite breaking the rules.
But each pass came closer.
Each graze warmer.
Each breath tighter.

The edge of my panties was soaked now — I knew it, felt it — and I was sure he could too. His fingertip traced the line where fabric met skin, pressing gently, then pulling back, like he was measuring how much of me I’d let him taste.

I parted my thighs again.

Just enough.

And this time, he took it.

He slid his hand higher — smooth, slow, sinfully bold — and slipped one finger beneath the lace.

I swallowed.

There was no hiding the way my body reacted. I felt it — the sharp, helpless clench inside me. The sheer wetness waiting for him.
And he felt it too.

He didn’t speak.
Didn’t smirk.
He just kept his hand there, motionless at first, the pad of his finger resting against the part of me that no one but my husband had touched in years.

Until now.

He began to move.
Slow, measured circles — just once.
Twice.

It was unbearable.
And perfect.

I looked forward, eyes fixed on nothing, breath shallow. My lips parted around the rim of the stein as I took a silent sip, pretending everything was normal — just another girl at Oktoberfest. Just another wife.

But under the table, I was being undone.

And then—

I heard him.

“Hey!”

My husband’s voice cut through the music like a splash of cold water.

I turned my head, slowly. My pulse hammering.

He was back. Holding two full beers. His face red from the crowd and drink and heat. His smile a little too big — the kind of smile you wear when you’re trying not to be suspicious.

“You stayed here?” he asked, setting the beers down. “Smart. It’s insane up there.”

I smiled.
Or tried to.

His eyes flicked to the two men beside me. They nodded politely. One raised a glass. The other — him — didn’t move. His hand still under the table. Still inside my lace.

My legs remained crossed. His fingers trapped.

I could feel him… pulsing.
Not frantic. Not afraid.

Certain.

The table rocked slightly as he curled his finger — slow, deep, just once. I blinked hard.

“You, okay?” my husband asked.

“Yeah,” I said softly, reaching for my beer. “Just... warm.”

He sat down, wiping sweat from his brow. “This place is madness.”

I nodded.

But I wasn’t listening.

Because under the table, a stranger’s finger was coated in my slick. And I could feel him circling again — just a little. Just enough.

I crossed my ankles tighter around his wrist.

He pressed in.

I took another sip of beer.

And smiled.


Chapter 6: The Dare Beneath Foam

I sipped my beer like nothing had changed.
Like there wasn’t a man between my legs.

My husband sat beside me, chattering about the crowd, the line at the bar, the pretzel guy with the funny hat. His voice faded in and out, washed over by the brass band starting up again — louder now, crashing and joyful. People rose to sing. To stomp. To live.

I was barely breathing.

Because under the table, that finger was still there.
Still circling.

Every stroke was maddeningly slow. Measured. Like he had all the time in the world. Like he knew I couldn’t stop him.
Not here.
Not now.

And the worst part?
I didn’t want to.

Not anymore.

He pushed deeper — just a little — and my lips parted around the foam of my beer. My moan dissolved into the glass. No one heard.
Except me.

I set the beer down.
My hands were shaking.

I leaned forward suddenly — elbows on the table, breasts rising just above the stein — and tilted my head toward him. The man who had his fingers inside me in front of my husband.

I didn’t look at him directly.
Just close enough that my lips could brush the air near his ear.

And then I whispered.

“Another inch and I’ll come.”

He didn’t reply.
But his finger stilled. Pressed. Curled.

I exhaled through clenched teeth, eyes wide open, staring at the people across from me as if nothing had happened.

“Everything okay?” my husband asked, glancing at me.

“Perfect,” I said, voice light. “Just a strong pour.”

The man in white — the one beside me — watched all of it.
He still didn’t know exactly what was happening under the table.

But he knew enough.

I turned my eyes to him. Held them.

Then I leaned a little to the side, letting my thigh drift toward him. His leg brushed mine. He looked down.
His breath caught.

Under the table, his friend slipped another finger alongside the first.

Two now.
Deep. Hot. Slow.

I rolled my hips forward — just slightly — catching the pressure. My breath hitched, and I had to bite my lip to stop the sound from escaping.

I didn’t dare look at my husband.
I couldn’t.
Because I was so close.

And then it happened.

The finger curled.
My pussy clenched.

I came.

Not loudly.
Not visibly.
But in silence. Under the weight of music and beer and lies.

My toes curled inside my boots. My stomach tightened. My cunt fluttered around a stranger’s hand while my husband lifted his glass and laughed at something I didn’t hear.

I sat back slowly.
Fingers still inside me.

The man beside me sipped his beer again. Then pulled his hand back — slow, patient, careful not to make a sound. He brought his fingers to his lips, just under the table’s edge.
I saw it.
Only me.

He licked them clean.

And smiled.

I crossed my legs.
Shifted in my seat.

And smiled back.


Chapter 7: The Invitation

My pulse was still slowing.

But everything else was awake.

The lace between my legs was soaked. My thighs slick. My breath shallow. And yet I sat there calmly, sipping beer beside my husband, like my body hadn’t just betrayed him under the table.

Maybe it was the beer. Maybe it was the way my husband laughed without really looking at me. Or maybe it was simpler — maybe I was just plain horny. And now that hunger had somewhere to go.

No — not betrayed.
It had bloomed.

And I wasn’t done.

The man in blue — the one who’d made me come with two slow fingers and zero words — now sat back, relaxed, knuckles clean, like he hadn’t touched a married woman at all.

His friend beside me — the one who hadn’t had his turn yet — sipped from his mug, eyes roaming down my body with new understanding.

He knew now.

He hadn’t seen it. But he’d felt it.
He'd watched the way my lips trembled, the way my fingers gripped my beer too tight, the way I crossed my legs afterward like I was trying to trap something in.

And now he wanted his taste too.

So I leaned toward him.

Not fully. Just enough.

The way a woman does when she wants to be heard — but not by her husband.

I should’ve sat still. I should’ve waited for the feeling to fade. But the truth was, the risk had become part of the hunger. I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to see how far I could take it.

“I might step out in a bit,” I said, just under the music. “Maybe to the ladies’ room.”

His brow lifted.
He nodded.
Didn’t push.

“And if my husband decides to go first…” I added, swirling the foam in my glass, “you should follow me. Quietly.”

His breath caught. He didn’t respond right away.

He didn’t have to.

I looked at my husband then, who was laughing now — laughing too loud — at a drunk man nearby trying to stand on the bench and failing spectacularly.

I reached under the table and placed my hand on his thigh. My husband’s.

Not the other man’s.

It was important to keep the dance alive.

His head turned toward me. “You okay?”

I nodded. “Yeah. I think I just need to freshen up.”

He stood, immediately. “You want me to come with?”

“No,” I said quickly. Then softened. “Just stay and enjoy. I’ll be quick.”

But before I could step away, he added, “Actually, maybe I should go first — the beer’s hitting.”

I smiled at that. “Sure. Go ahead.”

And he did.

He walked off toward the restroom — weaving again through the crowd, clueless, cheerful, full of beer and trust.

The second man — the one who hadn’t touched me yet — leaned in.

“When you stand,” he said, his voice quiet, “walk slow.”

I met his eyes.

“Count to ten,” I said.

Then I reached down, beneath the table, and slowly uncrossed my legs — giving him the first look at the patch of damp lace stretched across my cunt.

His nostrils flared. His lips parted.

I stood.

Wiped my palms on my apron.
Smiled like a wife on her way to the restroom.

And walked.

Slow.

Not for the men around me.

For the one behind me.
The one who was already rising from the bench… and following.

Each step should’ve filled me with guilt. Instead, it felt like freedom. I wasn’t being careless. I was daring myself — to be seen, to be wanted, to be more than a wife for just one night.


Chapter 8: Behind the Tent

The air outside the tent was colder.

But I was hotter now than I’d been all night.

I stepped into the narrow alley behind the beer hall — just a sliver of space between canvas and metal scaffolding. Darker here. Damp. The smell of hops and piss and earth clung to the air.

I didn’t stop walking until I reached the crates stacked near the rear corner.

Then I paused.

I didn’t turn around.

I just waited.

And three seconds later, I heard him.

Boots crunching sawdust. Breath thick behind me.
No words. No performance.

Just presence.

I felt him stop a foot behind me.
Close enough that I could smell the beer on his breath. The salt in his neck. The promise on his skin.

Still, I didn’t turn.

I let my hands drift to the front of my apron. Untied it.

The strings fell loose.

I reached behind and unfastened the back of my skirt — not fully, just enough for the waistband to give.
The dirndl loosened. Slid an inch lower on my hips.

That was all the invitation he needed.

I felt him move.

One hand grabbed my waist, the other curled around my throat — not tight, not cruel, just there.
Claiming me.

Then he pressed in — his chest against my back, his hips grinding against my ass.
I could feel the shape of him. Hard. Heavy. Ready.

Still, no words.

His hand slid down to my thigh, up the back of my skirt, and found the soaked lace with ease.

He growled.
I felt it. In his chest. Against my spine.

He tugged the fabric aside — rough, impatient. The wetness made it easier. It clung to my lips, then snapped away like it had been waiting to be peeled off.

His fingers slid between my folds.
Hot. Fast. Slick.

I gasped — not out of surprise, but out of relief.
My knees nearly buckled.

One hand on the crates steadied me. The other gripped the wall of the tent.
And then he dropped to his knees.

I didn’t expect that.

But I welcomed it.

His hands pulled my ass apart with both palms — wide, greedy. Then his mouth buried itself between my thighs.

No teasing.

Just tongue.

Wet. Flat. Insistent.

He licked me like he needed it — like he’d been promised this and waited years.

I moaned. Loud. Didn’t care.
Let the sound drift into the music bleeding from the tent.

He licked harder. Sucked at the swollen part of me. Pressed his tongue deep inside like he was tasting my orgasm from earlier — jealous, hungry, territorial.

I bent forward.
Let him eat.

My dirndl was around my waist now, panties shoved to one side, his face buried in my cunt while my husband stood in line for beer, probably humming along to a song he couldn’t pronounce.

When the second orgasm hit, I didn’t hold back.

I came hard — hands gripping the crate, knees shaking, his tongue still inside me. My body shuddered against the wall.

And only then… did he stand.

He unzipped.
Pulled his cock free.

Thick. Heavy. Flushed dark with blood.

I felt it before I saw it — the head pressing against the same soaked place he’d just tasted.

And then…

He slid in.

No warning.

No resistance.

Just wet, swollen heat around cock.

And I… surrendered.

I didn’t stop him. Couldn’t. Whether it was the beer, the pill I’d swallowed this morning, or the part of me that craved the danger — I let him in.

That first thrust was delicious. Blunt and claiming. He stretched me open in one smooth push, thick heat sliding inside where I was already soaked. My gasp broke into a moan before I could swallow it, the sound melting into the canvas walls and the thunder of the band inside.


Chapter 9: Knees on Sawdust

He slid inside me like he owned me.
Thick. Heavy. Deep.

I’d taken my husband’s cock for years — average, safe, predictable — but this… this felt rude.
His cock stretched me open like it wasn’t asking for permission. It just fit where others didn’t.
And I moaned for it.

My body bent forward, hands gripping the crate, dirndl hitched around my waist, panties pushed to one side like an afterthought. His rhythm wasn’t frantic — it was measured. Built for depth. Each thrust landed with intention, like he was fucking into the orgasm his friend had already stolen with his fingers.

But I wanted more.

So I slipped off him — slowly, aching with wetness — and turned around to face him.

He looked confused for a second.

Then I dropped to my knees on the sawdust floor.

The smell of beer and cum clung to the air between us. My fingers wrapped around his slick, thick cock — still wet from me. I kissed the head once, then slid my lips over it, slow and deliberate, tasting myself on him.

He groaned. One hand gripped my hair.
The other rubbed my cheek. Gentle. Grateful.

Then I felt movement behind me.

The man in the blue vest — the one who had made me come under the table — stepped behind me, his palm pressing softly between my shoulder blades. I didn’t turn. I didn’t ask.

He pushed the back of my dirndl lower — baring my ass, my thighs, my dripping cunt.
His fingers slid along the seam where I was still open and leaking.
Two fingers. Then three. Curling. Probing. Claiming space that wasn’t his but felt like it always had been.

I moaned around the cock in my mouth. Spit bubbled at the corners of my lips, sliding down my fist as I pumped the base. My throat stretched as he fed himself deeper.

I was being used.
Mouthed. Fingered. Watched.

And I loved it.

Then — a third voice.

Footsteps.

Another man — younger, maybe mid-20s, leaner, with a shaved head and wide, curious eyes — appeared from around the crates.

He stopped when he saw me.
Dropped his beer. Said nothing.

He just stared.

I could’ve stopped.
Could’ve pulled down my skirt, wiped my mouth, pretended to stumble drunk.

But I didn’t.

I looked right at him.
Kept the cock in my mouth.
And nodded.

You can watch.

His eyes darkened. He stepped closer.

Behind me, the man in blue was now knuckle-deep, curling his fingers, his other hand spreading my cheeks wider. My cunt gaped around him, dripping onto my thighs.

I sucked harder. Spit sliding from the corners of my lips onto my knuckles as I jerked the base of the cock I was swallowing.

One man’s cock down my throat.
Another’s fingers pumping my pussy.
A third watching silently — hand grazing the bulge in his pants.

And my husband?

Still inside.

Still waiting.

Probably with beer foam on his lip.

Probably wondering why I hadn’t come back.


Chapter 10: Spitroast Behind the Kegs

I didn’t look like a wife anymore.
I looked like a meal.

My knees were planted in the gritty sawdust, bare skin scraped red beneath me. My dirndl was bunched up around my waist like a rag. My panties were no longer panties — just a strip of damp lace clinging to one thigh.
My mouth was full.
My pussy was leaking.
My cunt lips hung open, swollen and soaked, stretched with promise from the man behind me who hadn’t even entered yet.

And the men around me?

They didn’t know my name.

And I didn’t want them to.

Because what they wanted wasn’t a name.

It was access.

The man in front of me had both hands in my hair now — not pulling, not cradling, just owning. His grip was solid, as if he needed to feel every inch of my throat with his cock and steer me there himself.

I took him deeper.

My lips stretched tight around the flushed head of him, then over the thick ridge of his shaft.
My tongue flattened. My throat clenched.
I gagged once — instinctive, wet — and pulled back, spit trailing thick from my lips to his cock.

He didn’t flinch.

He just waited — patient — as I found my breath.

And then I went back down.

Because I wanted to.
Because I needed to.

The salt of his skin hit my tongue. The taste of beer and sweat and something male filled my mouth, and I hummed around him — slow, steady hums that made him groan and tighten his fingers at the base of my skull.

And behind me…

I felt him.

The one in the blue vest — the one who had fingered me silent under the beer tent, who knew exactly how my cunt reacted to being claimed — now placed one palm on the small of my back.

I shivered.

He knelt behind me. His other hand slid up the inside of my thigh — fast this time. No teasing. Just confirmation.
His fingers ran through the mess between my legs.

He found me soaked.
Open.
Needing.

I felt the heat of his cock press between my cheeks.
Not tentative.
Just ready.

He spit once — a thick, wet glob that hit my pussy lips and slid down.

Then he lined up.

And pushed.

The head stretched me instantly — wide, hot, blunt. My body resisted for half a second before it took him, swallowed him, welcomed him in with the kind of slickness that only comes from being edged by three strangers for an hour in public.

And I moaned — long and low — around the cock in my throat as I felt myself split open again.

The stretch was obscene.
My cunt pulled around him like it hadn’t been filled properly in years.
Like this was what I was made for.

I gripped the man in front tighter — my fingers digging into his thighs — and let him slide deeper down my throat as the other man buried himself in my cunt from behind.

I was being filled.
Front and back.
Stuffed with cock. Warmth in every hole.
Pinned. Owned. Used.

And somehow?

It felt like the most honest thing I’d done all year.

No pretending.
No smiling.
No dinner table lies.
No polite morning kisses.

Just my body — my filthy, aching body — finally doing what it had whispered to me in bed for months.

And in that moment, on my knees, bent between two cocks while another man watched and stroked himself quietly, I realized:

This wasn’t cheating.
This was communion.

And I was starving.

The third man — the younger one — didn’t speak. He just stood beside me, stroking himself through his jeans with one hand, the other resting gently on my hip like he needed to touch something real. Something filthy. Something claimed.

And I was.

Each thrust from behind pushed me deeper onto the cock in my mouth. My throat clenched. My eyes watered. My hands gripped the thighs in front of me, holding on as my body became rhythm.

Used. Fed. Split.

I wasn’t controlling anything anymore.

I was being moved.

“Fucking hell,” one of them muttered.

“She was made for this.”

I was.

I was made to be held like this — like a prize passed between friends. Like a mouth worth fucking. Like a cunt that needed to be ruined just to be understood.

The man in front pulled out slowly, his cock glistening, wet with spit and lust. A long, shimmering strand of saliva stretched from my swollen lips to the head of his shaft. I blinked, dazed — my mouth open, used, my breath shallow and shaky. I wasn’t a wife anymore. I was a hole. A body between barrels. A willing offering behind a beer tent.

Before I could even swallow or breathe, the younger one stepped in — leaner, fresher, his hands trembling just slightly as he unzipped.

He didn’t ask.

He just pulled out his cock — not as thick as the first, but flushed red and stiff with hunger — and brought it to my lips. My eyes met his, just for a second, and I opened. Wide. Obedient. Like I’d done it a hundred times in my head. Like this was muscle memory. Because it was.

In my fantasies.

In my need.

And now, it was real.

Behind me, the one still inside began to move again. No more buildup. No more patience. His grip tightened on my hips, digging into the curves he now owned. He fucked me. Hard. Deep. The kind of fucking that had no foreplay left. Just raw, soaked, unforgiving rhythm. My cunt was stretched and slippery, my breath hiccupping between gulps of cock and sharp moans. Every thrust shoved me forward, pushed me harder into the younger man's grip, made his cock slide deeper down my throat.

I stopped resisting the motion. I let myself be used like the filthy fantasy I was living. My head went limp between moans. My body became theirs — jerking forward and back, tits jostling in my lace blouse, the fabric damp and clinging, the bra long forgotten or twisted useless above my ribs.

Sweat slicked my spine. Heat prickled across my flushed chest. The air around us thickened with the musk of beer, precum, and my own arousal. I could feel their cocks syncing in me, the pulse of one against the twitch of the other — throat and cunt, both full, both stretching me at once.

And somewhere beyond this hidden alley of kegs and sin — through the music, the stomping boots, the laughter and cheers — the festival raged on.

My husband was probably in the tent.

Probably checking his phone.

Probably wondering where I was.

I pictured him. Standing under the orange glow of festoon lights, a beer in each hand, brows furrowed as he scanned the crowd. Loyal. Sweet. Clueless.

While I knelt behind a tower of kegs.

One cock in my mouth.

Another splitting my cunt.

And a third man standing nearby, unzipped, stroking slowly as he watched — eyes fixed on my ruined blouse, my smeared makeup, my stretched holes. My moans. My surrender.

And I smiled.

Because this wasn’t just lust anymore.

It wasn’t just a wild idea whispered months ago, or a dirty confession shared in bed.

This was memory.

This was mine.

Burned into the bruises on my thighs, the ache in my jaw, the slick trail down my inner calves.

A secret I’d never confess — but would always remember.

And as the cock in my mouth pulsed, and the one in my cunt slammed deeper, and the third stepped forward with a grin — I didn’t flinch.

I opened wider.

And took in more.

The third man stepped forward now — slow, deliberate, already hard from watching me fall apart.

The younger one was still in my mouth, holding my hair with one hand, angling his cock deeper into my throat with a ragged kind of urgency. I could feel his thighs twitching. He was close. His grip told me that. His breathless little gasps as I swallowed him told me that.

Behind me, the one in my cunt growled low — a sound that vibrated into my lower back as his thrusts got even rougher. He slammed into me with a final set of strokes, loud and wet and brutal. I could feel him tense, feel his cock pulse inside me, then throb again — and again. My insides clenched around the rush of his cum. It coated me. Leaked out instantly.

But he didn’t wait.

He pulled out fast — his cock still dripping, twitching in the air — and staggered back.

And just like that, the third man moved in.

He knelt behind me without a word, one palm sliding up my inner thigh, smearing through the mess that leaked from me. He exhaled through his nose — low and approving — then gripped my ass and lined himself up.

And when he entered me?

It was different.

Slower.

Thicker.

He didn’t rush like the other. He eased in — inch by inch — until I was full again, stretched to the edge, my body adjusting to his deeper curve, my breath caught in my throat.

And just then — as I blinked through the fog of arousal and the thick cock still working my mouth — the younger one groaned.

“Fuck—fuck—I'm gonna—” he gasped, his voice cracking.

And then he came.

Hot, sudden, and messy.

The first spurt hit my tongue.

The next spilled down my throat as he held me still.

I coughed once — eyes watering — and let it flood my mouth. My nose flared, spit and cum dripping from the corners of my lips. He stayed in for a second longer, then finally pulled out, gasping, groaning, stepping back with a shaky laugh.

I was open now.

Both ends.

Used.

Ruined.

But not done.

Because behind me — the third one had found his pace.

He started fucking me with long, deep strokes, angling up, hitting something raw and wet and wrecked inside me. His grip was unforgiving — fingers digging into my hips, keeping me still as he took his time.

Each thrust knocked a fresh moan out of me. Each slap of his body against mine echoed off the kegs. The tent was loud — the music still pounding, the crowd still drinking — but down here, in this little world of filth and fantasy, time had folded inward.

I didn’t care who walked past.

Didn’t care who might have heard.

This was mine.

I moaned louder. Lower. Let my body jerk forward and back with his rhythm.

Cum slid down my thighs. My jaw hung loose. My hands braced against the wood slats as my body rocked.

And I felt it coming — not just another man’s orgasm.

But mine.

That familiar rush.

That breathless ache in my belly. That tightness building between my legs.

He must have felt it too — the way I clenched, the way my body trembled under him — because he grunted, harder now, faster, chasing it.

“Cum,” he hissed. “Cum while I fuck you.”

And I did.

No holding back.

No pretending.

No silent shake.

I let go with a scream — muffled in my own arm — my whole body locking, convulsing around him, every nerve on fire, my thighs soaked, my back arched, my fingers digging into the wood.

And as I fell apart again — this last stranger followed me over the edge.

He groaned, cursed, buried himself deep, and filled me.

Hot. Heavy.

So much I could feel it spill out before he even pulled back.

I collapsed.

Knees hitting the dirt.

Arms trembling.

Body slick with sweat, spit, and cum.

They were done.

But I wasn’t empty.

Not yet.

Because as I knelt there, used and fucked and gasping for air — I heard the distant beep of a text on my phone in my bag, somewhere behind the crates.

Probably my husband.

Probably wondering if I was okay.

If I got lost.

If I needed help finding the restroom.

And I smiled again.

Because tonight, I hadn’t just crossed a line.

I’d erased it.

I let myself fall onto my side, thighs still slick, blouse still open, cunt still twitching around nothing.


Chapter 11: Husband Returns

He returned smiling, two freshly baked pretzels in hand — one for each of us — both salted, still warm, the paper bags damp with steam. His face was flushed from the beer and the night air, soft with that gentle buzz only a second stein could bring.

But when he reached the table, I wasn’t there.

The spot we had claimed earlier — wooden bench, checkered cloth, two empty mugs — was exactly as he left it.

Except empty.

He looked around first casually.

Scanning the crowd. Expecting to see me in line for the restroom. Or laughing with someone near the bar.

But I wasn’t.

He checked his phone.
No messages.

The longer he stood there, the more the buzz turned to worry. The pretzels trembled in his fingers. The heat from the paper faded.

Then his phone buzzed.

A text. From me.

“Just chatting with them. Be back in 10.”

No context.
No name.

Just them.

He read it again.

His heart steadied — somewhat — but his brow furrowed. He didn’t know who “them” was. He didn’t remember any introductions. No old friends. No cousins. No group I’d pointed to earlier.

Still, he sat down.

Set the pretzels on the table.

Took a sip of one beer. Then the other.
Trying not to look like he was waiting.

But he was.

He kept checking the time. Every two minutes. Kept pretending to enjoy the music. Laughed along when the band hit a familiar song. Even mouthed some lyrics.

But his eyes kept scanning the crowd. Every woman in a dirndl made his stomach tighten — was that her? That hair? That walk?

No.

Still not back.

The pretzels cooled, untouched.

Ten minutes passed.

Then twelve.

Then fifteen.

And still, he waited — one hand on the phone, the other gripping the plastic handle of the now-empty beer mug — trying not to imagine too much.

But the images came anyway.

Because deep down, he knew.

And he was afraid to be right.


Chapter 12

The Final Crescendo

I was naked now.

Somewhere along the way, my blouse had been torn open, my skirt shoved up and abandoned. My panties — wherever they were — had long stopped mattering. My bra dangled uselessly around one arm, one strap limp, the other snapped. My boots were still on, socks rumpled around my calves.

Everything else?

Gone.

I was on all fours again behind the crates — skin pressed to cool wood, knees scraping the dirt, hair matted to my cheeks with sweat and spit and someone else’s cum. My face was a mess. My lips swollen, my chin glistening with what he’d just fed me. It stuck to my throat, my collarbone, my lashes.

I didn’t wipe it away.

Didn’t blink it off.

I moaned, open-mouthed, mouth hanging slack.

Because this was the crescendo now.

I could hear it in the way the men grunted.

Not just the three from before.

New voices.

Deeper.

Rougher.

Hungrier.

Friends, maybe. Or maybe just the kind of men who could smell what I’d become.

One of them was already inside me again — bare, thick, relentless. He didn’t ease in. Didn’t ask. Just shoved himself all the way to the base with one brutal, wet stroke that made my body jolt forward. I cried out, forehead pressing against the cool wood of the crate, my knees barely holding. But I didn’t stop him.

He grabbed my hips like handlebars, thumbs digging into the softness just above my thighs. His rhythm was brutal. Deep. A battering pace that sent jolts through my spine with every thrust. The stretch felt unbearable at first — too much, too soon — but I pushed back into him anyway, desperate for it. For more. For that dizzy ache. The burn. The sting. The slick, swollen flood of friction between my thighs.

Because I wasn’t just being fucked now.

I was being used.

Another man crouched in front of me — just inches from my face. Stroking himself fast. Eyes locked on the filth smeared across my cheeks, on the trails of cum drying along my lips and chin. His cock glistened at the tip, already twitching in his grip. He wasn’t touching me — not yet — but the hunger in his eyes devoured every inch of what I’d become.

My groan escaped louder than I meant.

Raw.

Sloppy.

My voice cracked as I tried to breathe between thrusts. My body rocked forward and back — tits swinging, nipples flushed and swollen, chest shining with spit and sweat. I could feel fingerprints on me — on my hips, on my back, on the soft skin of my breasts — left behind like bruises waiting to form.

The man behind me let out a grunt.

“Fuck, she’s leaking already.”

He wasn’t wrong.

I could feel it — the mess sliding out of me. Sticky. Warm. Down my inner thighs. Three loads already inside me. And now a fourth.

He grabbed a fistful of my ass and slapped it — hard.

Crack.

Then again — even harder. My breath hitched.

“Such a good Oktoberfest slut,” he growled.

The others chuckled.

One stepped closer and spat on my back. The glob hit my skin and slid down between my shoulder blades. I shivered. Another hand — I didn’t know whose — smeared it lower, down to the small of my back… then between my cheeks. His finger lingered there, spreading me open for the one still buried inside.

Then someone grabbed my hair — tight — and yanked my head back.

“Smile for us.”

I did.

Eyes half-lidded, face a mess, jaw hanging open.

Cum still clung to my teeth.

The man in front moaned — his strokes faster now, sloppier.

Then with a deep, guttural groan, he came.

Hot, thick ropes shot across my chest — the first hitting my collarbone, the next across my left breast, another dripping down between them. He didn’t aim. Didn’t care. Just marked me with it, groaning as the last drops oozed from the slit and smeared across my nipple.

I stayed still. Let it soak in.

The one behind me was close too. I could feel the tension building in his thighs, his fingers digging in harder now. His grunts grew more primal, his thrusts ragged, erratic.

“Fuck—fuck—gonna fill her too—”

He slammed in one last time, burying himself to the hilt, cock throbbing deep inside me. I felt it — the sudden twitch, the hot rush, the flood spilling into an already overstretched cunt.

My mouth dropped open in a silent cry.

I didn’t come this time.

I just… surrendered.

My arms shook. My legs gave. I collapsed onto my side, panting, sticky, utterly spent.

Shaking.

Marked.

Owned.

And still not done.

Because I could hear them — footsteps, murmurs — more men beyond the crates, watching. Waiting. Hard.

And I was ready.

Because this wasn’t just a fantasy anymore.

This was my fucking rite of passage.

And still, one of them — the last to use me, or maybe one who hadn’t yet — reached for my arm.

Not rough.

Not greedy.

But gently. Almost tender, like I was something precious, not something wrecked.

He pulled me up — slow and careful — and let me lean back against one of the wooden kegs. Its surface was cold against my spine, the curve of it cradling me like a seat sculpted for sluts.

I sat there, legs still open. Wide. Unguarded.

My thighs were glazed — slick with semen and sweat, glistening in the amber flicker of tent lights. The stickiness of it clung to the backs of my knees, streaked across the crease where my belly met my lap.

My chest was striped in cum. It had dried in places, cooling like paint. One line trailed across the swell of my left breast. Another had caught in the curve beneath. More glistened along my collarbone — and I could feel it drying in my hair.

My face?

Ruined.

Mascara smudged under both eyes. Lipstick gone. My mouth still hung open a little, chin tacky with spit and the mess they’d left behind. There was a smear of something salty just above my brow — I didn’t know whose. Didn’t care.

And I smiled.

Not for them.

Not to seduce or obey or invite more.

But for myself.

Because this was it.

The final crescendo.

The part of the symphony where shame stops mattering. Where the guilt has already burned off. Where I’m not pretending anymore — not to be modest, or tame, or restrained.

There were no more lines.

No more trembling doubt or secret thrill.

Just the warm ache in my cunt. The soreness in my throat. The raw sting on my cheeks where someone’s beard had grazed me. The silence of men zipping up, stepping back, glancing down at me with the kind of look only men who know give.

And beyond all that — beyond the crates, the dirt, the sweat-soaked wood and heavy drums of beer still sweating in their barrels —

There was music.

Laughter.

And him.

Somewhere out there, under the garlands and glow, just outside this filthy corner of the festival...

My husband still sat.

Still holding two pretzels.

One for me.

Still waiting.

Checking his phone.

Still hoping I’d return in ten minutes like I promised.

Still thinking I was safe.

Still picturing me laughing with some strangers near the dance floor.

While I sat here —

Legs spread.

Thighs soaked.

Face dripping.

Marked by five men.

And smiling.

Because I knew exactly who I was now.

And no matter how I cleaned up…

I would never be the same.


Chapter 13

The Interlude

I found the bathroom tucked behind one of the side tents — marked only by a cardboard sign and the faint scent of disinfectant trying to compete with something more human.

My legs trembled as I walked.

Not from fear.

But from use.

My panties were bunched in my fist. No point wearing them now. They were soaked — front and back — with sweat and spit and cum. A souvenir, if anything. I tucked them into the back of my purse, still sticky in my palm.

I slipped into the last stall. Locked the door.

Exhaled.

The air inside was warm. Humid. One flickering bulb above, buzzing faintly. Graffiti carved into the stall door. “For a good time call…”

It came out slow at first. Just a soft, uncertain trickle.

Then more.

A thick, messy stream.

Not just urine.

But them.

I spread my knees wider, heels flat on the floor, and tilted my hips forward slightly — letting gravity do the rest. The warmth slid out of me in waves. Slippery. Viscous. Milky. A strange mixture of their cum and my own wetness, of beer, sweat, and something deeper — something mine.

It wasn’t just fluid.

It was proof.

Of everything.

It coated my inner thighs, then dripped into the bowl below with soft, obscene sounds. I watched it pool, cloudy and thick, like cream in dark tea.

I didn’t rush.

Didn’t flinch.

Just sat there, breathing slowly, feeling the aftermath unwind from deep inside me.

Every contraction of my muscles released more of it — the residue of men who had nothing left to say to me but left everything else behind. I felt it ooze in little spurts, down the back of my thighs, sticking to the seat. The smell of it — earthy, musky, faintly sweet — rose from between my legs and clung to my skin.

I could feel how raw I was now. The friction had left its mark. My lips down there felt tender, used. My clit still throbbed faintly — not from orgasm, but from overexposure. My hole was stretched, slightly open, still pulsing from being held apart and filled over and over again.

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my thighs, eyes cast downward — watching the last trails of it leak from me like something sacred.

I thought of their faces.

The sounds they made.

The way they held me.

The way I opened for them.

The way I never said no.

And now, here I was.

Emptying myself of them.

But not really.

Because some of it would stay. In my pores. My scent. The faint ache in my pelvis. The raw rasp in my throat.

They’d been in me.

And even now — slipping out in warm waves — they still were.

I watched.

Didn’t rush it.

Didn’t cry.

It wasn’t shame I felt. Or guilt. Or panic.

It was… silence.

A kind of stillness inside me I hadn’t felt in years. Like I’d emptied something that had been buried for too long.

When the last of it dripped out, I stayed seated a little longer — letting the air touch me there, cool and quiet, like a whisper across freshly fucked skin.

Then I stood.

My thighs stuck together at first — slick, raw, still damp with the final trail that hadn’t made it to the toilet. I reached for the toilet paper. Useless. It tore too easily, crumpled in my hand, clung to the mess instead of cleaning it.

So I opened my bag. Pulled out one of the wet wipes.

Wiped the inside of my thighs first — slow, deliberate strokes — watching the cloth come away cloudy, streaked with cream and sweat and something faintly pink from where I’d been rubbed too much.

Then I wiped between my legs.

Over the folds. The softness. The heat.

I flinched slightly — not from pain. From memory. My cunt throbbed under my touch, still open, still sore, still twitching from having so much taken and so much given.

I pressed the wipe deeper. Cleaned what I could.

Then another wipe for my belly.

For the place where he’d pulled out and spilled on me. The stickiness had dried there. I could still feel the trail. I cleaned in slow circles, not out of cleanliness — but reverence.

I moved up to my chest. My breasts.

More dried cum.

The faint outline of his handprint still visible where he’d held me down as he came.

I wiped under each curve, the skin flushed, the nipples still stiff, still kissed by the air of that hidden world behind the crates.

Then my neck. My collarbone. My throat.

The thickest smear was just under my chin — a final drop that had dried like a jewel.

I wiped it away.

Then took one final wipe and held it between my legs again. Pressed it in.

Just to be sure.

And finally… I flushed.

The bowl swirled cloudy. The last of them — their proof — disappearing into a pipe beneath Oktoberfest.

But not from me.

Never from me.



I pulled my skirt back up, slowly. No panties underneath — just skin. Still warm. Still sore. I could feel the slight drag of fabric against the slickness that remained. I buttoned my blouse next. Each snap clicked softly. Familiar. Rehearsed. I fixed my bra strap. Smoothed my hair.

But I didn’t feel like her — the woman who arrived here earlier with a husband, a smile, and a schedule.

I stepped out of the stall and walked over to the mirror.

The light above it was dim, golden, forgiving. But it didn’t hide everything.

I stared at my reflection.

Hair wild.

Lips swollen.

Neck faintly red where someone’s grip had lingered.

A smear of something cloudy still clung to my left breast.

I watched myself for a long time.

Just… looked.

Not to fix anything. Not yet.

Just to see.

Because this was the first time I’d truly seen her — the woman behind the blouse, behind the smile, behind the polite wife at Oktoberfest.

The one who opened her mouth without being asked.

Who took cock like it was worship.

Who begged for more without using words.

I tucked a lock of hair behind my ear. Smoothed the rest with wet fingers. Pulled out my lip balm. A little gloss.

Snapped my bra back into place. The lace still damp.

Slipped my skirt down over my hips — no panties underneath now.

Just skin.

And memory.

I buttoned the blouse slowly. Left the top one undone. Fixed the snap. Adjusted the strap of my purse.

I didn’t smell like perfume anymore.

I smelled like men.

I didn’t mind.

One last look in the mirror.

And then I smiled.

Not to check if it looked normal.

But because it was real.

Because it was earned.

Because I was about to walk back to him… different.

And he wouldn’t know why.

But I would.

Every step of the way.


Chapter 14

The Return

I walked back into the main tent like nothing had happened.

My hair was smooth. My blouse buttoned. My skirt hung neatly against my thighs — no wrinkles, no stains. My lips had just the right sheen. Not too glossy. Not too plain.

But my skin?

Still buzzed.

Still smelled faintly like them — even under the wet wipe scent and my soft floral deodorant. My cunt still ached, raw and empty now, but not innocent. Never innocent again. And deep between my thighs, where the cool air licked along bare skin beneath the hemline?

I was still slick.

Not dripping.

But not dry.

I found him right where I’d left him — seated at the wooden bench under the string lights, two half-warm pretzels still laid out on a napkin. The crowd around us had thickened. More laughter now. Louder music. The band was playing something fast and familiar. A woman danced nearby with a beer held high.

And he?

He looked up the moment he saw me.

Relieved.

Then… puzzled.

His eyes scanned my face first — then my neck, like he was checking for something he didn’t know how to name. He smiled. But not fully. There was something cautious in it, like a man watching his wife walk toward him and realizing she looked the same… but somehow different.

“Hey,” I said, sliding onto the bench beside him, tucking one leg under the other.

“There you are.” He exhaled like he’d been holding his breath for longer than ten minutes. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah.” I smiled, reached for a pretzel. “Just got talking.”

He handed me a napkin. I tore off a piece. My fingers brushed his. He flinched slightly — or maybe I imagined it. My skin was warmer than usual. And even though I’d cleaned everything… my scent wasn’t mine anymore.

It lingered in my blouse.

In my hair.

Faint but present.

Animal.

He sniffed, absently. Rubbed his nose once. Didn’t say anything.

I bit into the pretzel — still soft, still salted. It tasted like butter and flour and comfort. I chewed slowly, swallowed, licked a trace of salt from my lip.

He watched my mouth.

Then looked away.

We sat like that for a while — sharing bites, watching the crowd.

I rested my hand on his thigh.

He smiled.

But his gaze drifted again — toward the back of the tent. Toward the shadows near the crates.

He wouldn’t ask.

Not yet.

And I wouldn’t tell.

Not yet.

Because right now, I was his wife again.
The one who held his hand under the table.
The one who kissed his cheek with pretzel salt still on her lips.
The one who tore soft bread in half and shared it like nothing in the world had shifted.

For him, nothing had.
For me, everything had.

Later — maybe hours from now, maybe days — he’d roll over in bed and breathe me in. He’d catch it on the sheets, in my hair, on the pillow pressed close to his face. Not perfume. Not soap. Something darker. Something not his.

And he’d know.
Not fully. Not enough to accuse.
But enough that some part of him would stir awake in the dark, uneasy, restless.

For now, though, he only smiled at me.
Still gentle. Still sweet. Still mine in the way a man believes a woman can only ever belong to him.
He didn’t see the way my body still hummed with someone else’s touch, or the way my thighs pressed together to hold the memory in.

He just sat there beside me, eating his pretzel, sipping his beer.
Still waiting.
Still loving.
Still blind.

Even after I’d already left and come back changed.

THE END
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