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“Some wives collect souvenirs. Others collect secrets.”


Chapter 1: Laced In

I hadn’t worn a dirndl before.

Not properly, at least. Not the kind that clung to your waist and pushed your breasts up like soft fruit begging to be tasted. Not the kind that made you walk slower — hips swinging, thighs grazing, every inch of you suddenly noticeable.

The hotel room was quiet when I opened the box. No plastic. No tags. Just deep wine-red fabric and crisp white lace, folded neatly over itself like a promise I wasn’t sure I should keep.

Behind me, I heard the soft click of the bathroom door opening. His breath caught — just slightly — when he saw me holding it.

“You’re really wearing that?” he asked.

I turned, letting him see the full length of it. “Isn’t that what we came here for?”

He smiled — too quickly. That nervous kind of grin that hid more than it said. I noticed the way his eyes lingered on the bodice, the curve of the neckline, the way I held it against my bare front.

“You’ll get a lot of stares.”

“Will you stare?”

He paused. “Yes.”



I undressed slowly. Not to tease — not intentionally — but there was something about the weight of his gaze tonight. It wasn’t possessive. It wasn’t jealous.

It was hungry.

My panties were the last to come off. I stepped out of them without breaking eye contact, then turned and picked up the white blouse.

Tight sleeves. Square neckline. Just enough cleavage to hint — but not enough to hide. I pulled it on, then slid the bodice over it, zipping it halfway before calling him over.

“Help me,” I said.

He came. Silently. Fingers trembling a little as he zipped me up from behind. When he finished, I looked at myself in the mirror.

It was almost too much.

My breasts were full and lifted, pushed together under the corseted front. The skirt fanned out from my hips, and the apron tied neatly at the waist made it look almost innocent — except it wasn’t. My nipples were already stiff under the thin blouse. My thighs brushed with each step.

“This okay?” I asked, brushing imaginary lint off the skirt.

His voice was hoarse. “They’re going to want you.”

I turned, touching his cheek. “And you’re going to let them?”

He didn’t answer.

I kissed him softly. He tasted like nerves and toothpaste.

And I could feel the hardness pressing against his jeans.



Outside, the night was alive with beer-soaked songs and clinking mugs. We walked through the cobbled street toward the tent, arm in arm. But I could feel the shift already.

I wasn’t just his wife tonight.

I was the woman in the dirndl. The one they all turned to look at. The one they whispered about in German and English and maybe even Spanish. The one who blushed — but didn’t look away.

A group of men passed us. One of them looked directly at my chest, then back at my eyes.

And smiled.

I smiled back.



“You're glowing,” my husband whispered, leaning close as we neared the main tent. The music was loud. The lights were brighter than I expected. And my body… was already warm.

Not from the weather.

But from something waking up inside me — something I hadn’t felt in a long, long time.

“I think I like Germany,” I said softly.

Then we stepped inside.

And everything changed.


Chapter 2: The First Eyes

The beer tent was warmer than I expected — not just from the crowd, but from the energy. Loud voices, bursts of laughter, the clink of mugs heavy with foam, accordion music that danced through the air like perfume.

We found a long wooden bench along one of the communal tables. I sat first, smoothing my skirt, feeling the edge of the wood graze the backs of my thighs. My husband slid in beside me.

He looked around, wide-eyed. “This is wild.”

I nodded, trying not to stare — but everything begged to be stared at. The girls in dirndls, arms looped through men's. The men in lederhosen, flushed and laughing, eyes sharp, scanning.

They looked at everyone.

But some of them looked at me.



The first time it happened, I wasn’t sure. A group of three men, maybe late twenties, across the table. One of them — sandy-blond hair, square jaw, beer in hand — glanced at me once. Then again. The third time, his eyes dipped to my chest. And stayed.

I shifted in my seat.

It wasn’t just the cold condensation from my beer mug that made my fingers slick.

“Pretzel?” my husband asked, breaking my focus. He offered me a bite. I leaned in, lips brushing the salt-dusted edge, and took it slowly.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

I smiled. “I’m... noticing.”

“Noticing what?”

I didn’t answer. But my knees brushed his under the table. I let them stay there.



More beer. More music. A little more skin exposed as the night warmed.

The second man was older. Maybe forty. Dark hair. Blue-checkered shirt rolled up to the elbows. The kind of build that said he still chopped his own wood. I passed him on my way to the washroom. Our eyes met. He didn’t smile.

He just looked. Down. Then back up.

And held it.

My thighs brushed inside my skirt as I walked past. Not from intention.

Just… effect.

Back at the table, I adjusted my bodice. It had loosened slightly — or maybe I had. My breasts looked fuller now. Flushed from beer, warmth, and something unspoken between my legs.

I sipped again.

“You’re glowing,” my husband whispered, for the second time.

“You said that already.”

“Well, it’s still true.”

I leaned in, my breath warm on his ear. “Would you be okay… if someone talked to me?”

He swallowed. “Depends.”

“On?”

“On whether you talk back.”



He wasn’t joking. But he wasn’t fully serious either.

It was a dare.

Not loud. Not theatrical.

Just... permission.

And that was when I saw him.

Tall. Brown hair. Open-collared shirt. Holding two beers, walking toward a group nearby.

But before he reached them, he passed by our bench. Slowed down.

And looked straight at me.

Not a glance.

A look.

Long enough to feel it.

Then he turned back and kept walking.



“I’m going to freshen up,” I said.

“You just went.”

“I know.”

He nodded, reading my tone. “Be careful.”

I stood slowly. The skirt swished against my thighs. I picked up my phone, glanced at myself in the darkened glass of the beer machine, and walked toward the direction that man had gone.

My nipples were tight again.

And not from the cold. 


Chapter 3: The First Conversation

The hallway behind the tent was quieter, though not silent. You could still hear the hum of music, the clatter of beer mugs, the occasional burst of laughter.

I didn’t have a plan. Just… a pull.

A few people stood chatting, leaning against walls, smoking. I walked slowly, adjusting the ribbon on my waist. My phone buzzed — a message from my husband:
“All good?”
I typed back:
“Just walking a bit.”

That wasn’t a lie. Not yet.

I turned a corner, past a group of girls fixing their hair. And then I saw him again.

He was standing near a wooden barrel, beer half-finished in one hand, talking to a friend in thick Bavarian tones. His friend peeled away, leaving him alone. He looked up.

And saw me.

Again.



This time, I didn’t look away.

I walked past him — just slowly enough. He moved first.

“Pretty dress,” he said.

I turned, smiled politely. “Thank you.”

“You wear it properly,” he added. His German accent wrapped around the word properly like it meant improperly.

I tilted my head. “That’s a compliment?”

He grinned, shrugged. “I don’t say it to everyone.”

He had a small scar above his eyebrow. Not obvious. Just enough to make his face interesting.

“Do you say that to married women too?”

He glanced at my ring. “Only if they wear dirndls like you.”



There was no need to force anything. It just… flowed.

He didn’t ask where I was from. Didn’t ask my name. He just stepped slightly closer, as if his body had already decided what the conversation was about.

“Are you local?” I asked, lightly.

He shook his head. “South. But I’ve come to Munich since I was a kid.”

“Do you live here now?”

“No. But I make time for this.”

I nodded slowly. “So this is your tradition.”

He smiled. “Yours now too?”

I didn’t answer.

My hand brushed the edge of the wooden barrel. My legs crossed at the ankle. The air smelled like hops, cigarette smoke, and the faint sharpness of sausages nearby.

“I like your braid,” he said, eyes still locked on mine. “But you loosened it a little, didn’t you?”

I hadn’t realized I had.



From the side, we must’ve looked innocent — just a man and a woman talking near the beer hall.

But from the inside, something shifted.

There was a pause. A flicker. I felt the hem of my skirt slide higher over my thigh as I leaned.
He noticed.
Didn’t comment.
Just stayed.

Not too close.

Not far enough.



“My husband’s inside,” I said softly.

“Good for him.”

I looked at him. “You think so?”

He smiled. “He brought you here. That was the right move.”

I sipped air, trying not to let my breath give anything away. “He lets me explore.”

The man looked at me then. Really looked.

Not like I was a tourist.

But like I was... available.

“If you explore this city the right way,” he said, “you won’t want to leave.”



Footsteps passed. We didn’t move.

Then I heard the faint buzz of my phone again — another text. My husband checking in.

“I should go,” I said.

“I know.”

He didn’t ask for my number. Didn’t ask where I was sitting. Just said:

“I’ll be around.”

And I left.

But I didn’t walk fast.

My thighs brushed again.

This time, it was intentional.


Chapter 4:  Just Close Enough

The day had been long — beer tents, dancing, sunlight turning amber through the tall windows of the Festhalle. By evening, my body felt warm in a way that wasn’t just from the alcohol. My thighs still tingled from the brush of hands during the dance, and the taste of salted pretzel and wheat beer still lingered on my tongue.

I was leaning against the long wooden bar at the second tent we’d wandered into. This one was less crowded, more local. The tourists had moved toward the bigger music halls, leaving behind a deeper hum of German conversation and familiar laughter.

He noticed me before I noticed him.

I was adjusting my bodice — not consciously flaunting, but the dirndl has a way of pushing you into exhibition whether you like it or not. The fabric was tight, stretched against the swell of my breasts, cinched at the waist. I was flushed and a little sweaty, the braid of my hair loosening.

“You’re not from around here,” he said.

His voice was low and dry, like the scrape of cedar bark. No introduction, no pretense — just a fact stated with quiet confidence. I turned, met his eyes. Deep brown. Soft creases at the corners.

“You’re observant.”

“And you’re glowing.”

I laughed. I was already tipsy — or maybe just in that perfect between-state where you feel like you could either fall asleep or do something reckless.

“My husband’s in the restroom,” I said, letting the words hang.

“That’s fine,” he said. “I’m not here to steal anything.”

“But you’re here to look?”

He didn’t answer. Just let his eyes flicker down, very briefly, over my chest, my hips. It wasn’t rude. It wasn’t leering. It was... assessment. A visual sip.

I liked it.

“My name’s Eric,” he said finally, extending a hand. His fingers were warm, rough. A man who worked with his hands, but had the posture of someone who didn’t need to prove anything.

“I’m—”

He stopped me. “Don’t tell me. Let me guess. American, married, but a little restless. First time in Germany? First time wearing that dirndl?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Two out of four.”

“Which two?”

“You’ll have to guess.”

He smiled. And that smile was dangerous. Not flirtatious — assured. Like he’d already pictured the way the bodice would peel off me.

I turned slightly, letting him see the back — the way the bow was tied on my right side.

“So you’re not just wearing it for style,” he said. “You tied it the traditional way.”

“Respecting the culture,” I replied, swirling the last bit of beer in my glass.

Eric leaned in a little closer. “And does your husband know how many men here don’t care what side your bow is on?”

I looked at him. Smirked. “He likes the attention.”

“So do you.”

I didn’t respond. I didn’t need to. My pulse was already giving me away.

The bartender returned. Eric ordered us a fresh round — effortlessly, in crisp Bavarian German. I didn’t even try to follow the pronunciation. Instead, I took a moment to observe him more closely. Stubble. Faint tan lines on his neck. A T-shirt under his button-down, rolled sleeves, forearms just lightly dusted with hair. Not ripped. Not polished. Just… solid. Real.

“I’m staying just off Sendlinger Straße,” he said, handing me the fresh glass. “You?”

“Near Theresienwiese.”

“Ah,” he said, nodding. “So you’re right in the middle of it.”

I took a sip. “Feels like it.”

There was a pause.

“You danced earlier,” he said. “I saw you.”

“Did you?”

“I saw the way your hips moved.”

I set my glass down.

“And what did you think?”

“I think…” — he leaned in again — “…I would have pulled you closer. Held you tighter. Slowed the rhythm until it was just you and me moving to a song that no one else heard.”

The way he said it — it wasn’t a pickup line. It was a picture. He’d painted it, and now I was inside it.

I felt heat bloom under my dress. Not in a flash. Slowly. Like sap warming inside a tree.

Just then, my husband returned — cheerful, tipsy, oblivious.

Eric stepped back with practiced ease, like someone who had no intention of being rude. Just paused the moment, shelved it.

They shook hands. Introduced themselves. Eric played the local host well — charming, warm, easygoing. Suggested a spot for food nearby that didn’t serve overpriced schnitzel. Said he’d walk us there.

We went.

The walk was slow. Cobblestones. Old streetlights. My husband talked with Eric about beer styles and how Oktoberfest reminded him of their college town. I walked slightly behind, watching the way the two of them moved — so different. One familiar. One… intriguing.

The restaurant was rustic and cozy. We shared a bench. Eric sat across from me. I noticed the way his eyes traveled down my neckline when I leaned forward to grab the mustard. My husband didn’t notice — or maybe he did, and liked it.

I pressed my thigh into his under the table.

Eric’s, not my husband’s.

He looked up from his plate, fork halfway to his mouth, and just smiled — not surprised, not flustered. Just knowing.

That smile again.

The food was warm, heavy. The wine mellowed me further. I felt the threads of my self-control start to loosen — not unravel, not yet. But loosen.

My husband excused himself for a call. Eric and I were alone again.

“You should wear this more often,” he said. “That dress does things to you.”

“It’s not the dress.”

“No,” he said, “it’s not. But it makes you honest.”

I felt my nipples tighten beneath the bodice. Not from cold — from the way his words undressed me better than fingers ever could.

“I’m flying back in two days,” I said.

“Then you’ve got one more night to feel what it’s like to be wanted this much.”

I swallowed. The pulse in my throat was fast, visible.

He didn’t push. He didn’t ask. He just held my gaze until I had to look away — not from shyness. From the sheer weight of how deeply he saw me.

My husband came back. I smiled, kissed him softly on the cheek, told him we should walk back soon.

Eric paid the bill without asking.

Outside, the air had turned cool. Munich glittered in autumn light, still alive but calmer now.

As we parted ways, Eric took my hand gently — shook it like a goodbye, like a formality — but didn’t let go right away.

He leaned in, his lips brushing just close enough to my ear to make my whole body shiver.

“You’re going to dream of me tonight,” he whispered.

And then he walked away.

I didn’t say anything the whole way back.

But later that night, when my husband curled into me in our hotel bed, his hand resting on my waist, I closed my eyes and pictured Eric.

Not naked.

Just at the table.

Watching me.

Undressing me with every unspoken word.

And I touched myself, slowly, without sound, as the cool moonlight spilled across the hotel sheets.


Chapter 5: The Dance

I reentered the beer tent like a woman returning from war. Not visibly changed, but carrying something new under the surface — like perfume that only I could smell. The lights had brightened, the crowd had swelled, and the music had taken on a new urgency. The band was now playing something fast and happy, their brass horns blaring, while men in suspenders slapped tables in rhythm.

My husband spotted me before I saw him. He was laughing with a couple from Boston we’d met earlier, cheeks flushed from beer and the warmth of the crowd.

“There she is!” he called, raising his mug. “All good?”

“All good,” I replied, leaning in to press my lips to his cheek. His arm wrapped instinctively around my waist, familiar and safe.

But I wasn’t the same. Something about being pinned against that wooden post, the warmth of that stranger’s breath on my ear, his voice when he whispered "You’re wasted on just one man" — it hadn’t left my body. I could still feel his touch, even though it was long gone.

“Dance with me,” my husband said.

“I just got back,” I protested lightly.

He tugged my wrist. “Exactly. I’ve been waiting.”

His boyish grin was impossible to refuse.

I let him lead me onto the wooden dance floor, my boots clicking against the worn planks. All around us were couples — some twirling with grace, others clumsily stomping to the beat, the kind of joyful chaos that Oktoberfest was built for.

The music picked up, and suddenly we were spinning. My dirndl lifted slightly with every turn, the white apron flaring just enough to tease. He held my hand tight, pulling me close, then pushing me away like we were in some Bavarian waltz that neither of us really knew the steps to. But it didn’t matter.

What mattered was this: I was being watched.

I felt it before I saw it.

That presence. That heat. That sensation of being noticed — not just appreciated, but claimed.

I glanced over my shoulder, and there he was. The man from earlier. The man who had pressed me into the wood and whispered sin into my skin. He was standing near the side of the tent, beer in hand, watching me with zero subtlety.

He wasn’t alone. A tall, red-haired woman in a tight green dirndl stood beside him, talking into his ear. But his eyes weren’t on her.

They were on me.

He didn't smirk. He didn’t nod. He just looked, like I was his. And for a brief, irrational moment, I wanted to be.

My husband spun me again, oblivious to the tension slicing through the air like a knife through apple strudel.

“You’re glowing,” he said, breathless, his hand settling low on my back.

“Must be the beer,” I replied. But we both knew better.

The song ended, and the crowd broke into applause. I clapped along, even though I could barely feel my hands. My skin was electric.

“I need another drink,” my husband said, kissing my temple. “Same as before?”

“Sure,” I said.

He disappeared into the crowd. The second he was gone, I felt it — someone behind me. Close enough to feel the air shift, but not yet touching.

“May I?”

The voice was different. Deep. Slightly raspy. German, but smoother than most. I turned.

It was another man.

Not the same one — this one had darker features, olive skin, and a lazy smile. His shirt was unbuttoned enough to show a strip of chest hair, and his forearms flexed as he reached out, hand open.

He wanted to dance.

I nodded.

His hand took mine — larger, rougher than my husband’s. We moved to the music, and he didn’t rush. He let the rhythm do the talking. His fingers settled gently at the curve of my lower back, where the corset of my dirndl ended and the fabric softened. The contact was light, but firm enough to feel claimed.

“You’re not from here,” he said, his voice warm in my ear.

“Very perceptive.”

“American?”

“Unfortunately,” I teased.

“No,” he said. “Fortunately. You move like someone who knows she’s being watched.”

My stomach dipped.

I glanced around, searching for the original stranger.

Gone.

Or hiding.

My dance partner spun me once, his fingers brushing the exposed skin of my back as I twirled. The heat of his hand lingered long after the spin ended.

The song slowed, and we parted with a nod. No words. No numbers. Just a knowing look.

I turned back toward our table — and found my husband returning, two mugs of beer in hand.

“You didn’t wait for me,” he said playfully.

“I didn’t go far.”

“Uh huh.” He kissed me. “You look…” He paused. “A little flushed.”

“Dancing does that.”

We sat. I drank. My phone buzzed in my apron pocket.

A new number.

Just two words:
“Tomorrow night?”

My fingers hovered. I didn’t reply. I didn’t delete it.

I just locked the screen and looked across the table at my husband, who was now waving to the Boston couple again.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Perfect,” I said, taking a slow sip.

He reached under the table and squeezed my thigh. “I want to fuck you tonight.”

I smiled.

I didn’t say it, but I was already wet.

Not just for him.

But for the heat, the danger, the eyes that found me across rooms.

I wanted to be watched again.


Chapter 6: The Hotel Invitation

I was still half-drunk from the dancing.

Not from alcohol — that had worn off hours ago — but from something headier. The way two men had looked at me. The pull of my dirndl skirt as I twirled. The wetness I’d carried home, smeared between my thighs like a secret I hadn’t yet washed away.

We were back in the hotel room. My husband had passed out on the bed in his boxers, one arm flopped over his face like a child exhausted from too much fun.

But I was still buzzing.

I sat on the window ledge, legs tucked under me, watching the Munich skyline blur into shadows. Below, the last of the Oktoberfest crowd spilled out of tents and into streets, laughing and stumbling, dirndls untied, lederhosen loosened. I wondered how many women tonight had flirted with danger. How many were already in someone else’s bed.

My phone buzzed again.

Unknown Number:
Still wearing that dirndl?

I smiled.

He hadn’t forgotten.

Neither had I.

The message was followed by a hotel name. And a room number.

I stared at it. Then glanced at my sleeping husband. His mouth hung open. A soft snore.

He wouldn’t wake.

Not now.

Not if I was quick.

I slid off the window sill and moved silently. I didn’t change. That was the point.

I slipped my feet into the same boots I’d worn all day. Wiped my lips once with a tissue. No perfume, no fresh lipstick. Just my dirndl. Laced, tight, a little damp at the edges. My thighs were still sticky.

I left the room without a sound.



The hotel was just across the street. Classier than ours. Gold trim in the lobby, soft jazz playing, the kind of place where businessmen fuck their mistresses and tip extra for silence.

I walked in like I belonged. Nobody stopped me.

Room 412.

When I reached the door, I hesitated. My heart was hammering. I touched my chest — my pulse was wild, fluttering like a moth in heat. But I knocked.

Once. Firm.

The door opened halfway.

And there he was.

Not the dancer. The first one. The one who’d whispered filth into my skin by the tent post. He wore a simple black tee and jeans, barefoot, hair damp from a shower. But it was his eyes — dark, alert, almost hungry — that made me feel naked.

He stepped back without a word, holding the door open. I walked in.

The room was dim, save for the glow of a bedside lamp. No TV. No music. Just the sound of my boots on carpet and my breath — short, shallow, nervous.

“I didn’t think you’d come,” he said, closing the door behind me.

I turned.

“I didn’t either.”

We stood facing each other. A full three feet apart. The silence thick.

“Still wearing the dirndl,” he said, voice low. “Good girl.”

I bit my lip.

He stepped closer. Slowly. Like a man circling prey.

Then his hand lifted — not to touch, but to undo. He reached behind me, where the dirndl laced up, and tugged at the first string. The bow loosened. Then the next. His fingers were deliberate, respectful, but firm. Each tug made the bodice slacken, and I felt the garment surrender to gravity.

He didn’t pull it off.

He let it fall.

The entire top slid forward, releasing my breasts — no bra, just skin — and I heard the faint gasp leave his throat before he leaned in and kissed my chest, right where my heart was racing.

Not my lips.

Not my neck.

My heart.

“You wore this knowing someone would undress you,” he whispered.

I exhaled.

He sank to his knees.

Right there.

On the plush hotel carpet, this man I barely knew lifted the hem of my skirt and began to mouth the inside of my thigh. Hot, slow, careful. He wasn’t greedy. He was patient — like he’d waited all day for this flavor.

His tongue flicked the crease of my inner leg.

Then higher.

My knees trembled.

He pushed the dirndl skirt up over my hips — I was soaked. The thin cotton of my panties stuck to me like syrup. He pulled them down slowly, and I stepped out of them, one boot at a time.

He held them in his hand. Sniffed. Smiled.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “You’ve been wet since the tent.”

He guided me backward onto the bed. I lay back, heart pounding.

He didn’t climb on top.

He just watched me for a moment — my breasts splayed out, dirndl half-hanging, thighs parted, cunt glistening.

Then he said the thing I didn’t know I needed to hear.

“Your husband has no idea what he’s wasting.”

I didn’t answer.

I couldn’t.

His mouth was already between my legs.

Hot.

Unapologetic.

He didn’t tease — he devoured. Tongue deep, nose buried, licking like he wanted to live inside me. I clawed the sheets, trying not to cry out, but a moan escaped anyway. He grinned against my cunt. I could feel it.

When I came — hard, shuddering — he didn’t stop.

He licked through it. Drank it. His hands pinned my thighs wide open until I was whimpering from the overstimulation.

Only then did he rise.

His jeans dropped. No underwear.

His cock was hard, thick, and curved just enough to make me gasp. He gripped the base and slapped it against my cunt once. Twice.

“Say it.”

“Say what?”

“That you came here knowing you were going to cheat.”

I stared up at him.

Then nodded.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

He slid inside.

Not slow. Not gentle.

Like he knew this wasn’t about romance.

This was about taking.

And I let him.

My fingers dug into his back. His hips pounded into mine. I wrapped my legs around him, heels still in boots, dirndl still half-on. Each thrust hit something deep — primal — and I moaned louder than I ever had in our marriage bed.

“Whose pussy is this?” he growled.

I almost said my husband’s name.

Almost.

But I didn’t.

I just bit his shoulder and came again.



Later, as we lay there, sweat-slick and silent, I checked my phone.

No missed calls.

Just one message from my husband.

"You okay? Still at the bar?"

I stared at the screen.

Then slowly typed:

"Yeah. Just needed some air. Be back soon."

Beside me, the man — whose name I still didn’t know — traced lazy circles on my thigh.

"You'll see me again," he said. It wasn’t a question.

I smiled.

"Tomorrow’s another dance."


Chapter 7: The Morning After

I slipped back into our hotel room without a sound.

The hallway had been empty. The carpet hushed my boots. The keycard clicked the door open like any other night. But nothing about me felt the same.

My husband hadn’t moved.

He was still lying there — one arm tossed over his face, mouth slightly open, his chest rising with the deep, innocent rhythm of sleep. His side of the sheets had folded down, revealing his bare stomach and the waistband of his boxers. He looked peaceful.

And I was a fucking mess.

My thighs were sticky. My nipples still hard. I could feel the soft, slow throb of the last orgasm pulsing somewhere inside me, like an echo. I hadn’t cleaned up. Not fully. Just a tissue between my legs, a quick glance in the mirror, and I was out the door of that other hotel — wet, full, and wide awake.

I didn’t undress.

I crawled into bed still in my dirndl, the fabric creased and damp, the blouse slack where it had once been tight. I pulled the covers up to my hips and turned onto my side, facing away from him.

My panties were still in my coat pocket.

I could smell them.

I could smell me.



His arm shifted behind me — not a full embrace, just a nudge in his sleep. The familiar warmth of his body pressed close. His thigh touched mine under the sheets.

He didn’t wake.

But I did something I hadn’t done in years.

I reached between my legs — slowly, silently — and pressed two fingers against my slit.

Still wet.

Still open.

I let them slide up to my clit and moved in the tiniest, quietest circles. My breath stayed low. My eyes stayed open, staring at the curtain folds. I bit the inside of my cheek to stay quiet.

And I came again.

Softly. Controlled. Not the kind that makes you cry out, but the kind that makes you wonder how you’re still holding it all in.

I wiped my fingers on the inside of my thigh and let sleep take me.



☕ Morning

Sunlight came too fast. Thin and golden, spilling through the sheer curtains.

I woke before he did.

My body was sore in a way that made me smile. My hips ached. My inner thighs were tender. I still hadn’t showered. And I didn’t want to. Not yet.

I slipped out of bed, padded barefoot to the bathroom, and shut the door quietly. I splashed water on my face. Brushed my teeth. Then reached into my coat pocket and pulled out the panties — damp, wrinkled, stained with everything he’d done to me.

I didn’t throw them away.

I folded them and tucked them into the lining of my travel bag, behind a zippered flap.

A secret.

A souvenir.



By the time I stepped out, wrapped in a towel, he was sitting up in bed.

“Morning,” he mumbled, rubbing his eyes.

“Morning.”

He smiled, still half-asleep. “You okay?”

I nodded, crossing the room to kiss his forehead. “I just needed some air last night.”

He yawned. “Yeah, I saw your message. Thought you might’ve gone back down for another drink.”

I didn’t answer.

He didn’t press.



We dressed slowly. He turned on the TV to check the weather. I put on jeans and a sweater — no dirndl today. Not yet. I needed to reset. Recharge.

But my body still carried the imprint of him — the man from Room 412 — like a scent only I could smell.

At breakfast, we sat across from each other with coffee and croissants, like any other couple on holiday. He talked about visiting the museum later, maybe catching the afternoon parade. I nodded along, smiling, chewing slowly.

But my eyes kept drifting to my phone.

No new messages.

Not yet.

But I knew he’d text.

He said he would.

And I knew I’d see him again.

We spent the day like any other couple on holiday.

We visited the Viktualienmarkt — he loved the cheeses, I pretended to care. We took pictures near the glockenspiel. I smiled for every photo, adjusted my hair, angled my chin.

But inside, I wasn’t there.

Not fully.



We sat on a bench near the Isar River around noon. The breeze was cool, and the light sparkled off the water like something out of a postcard. My husband scrolled through restaurant reviews.

I checked my phone.

1 new message.

"Thinking about your thighs in that skirt. Still sticky?"

I swallowed.

Tightened my legs together.

And typed:

"Yes."

Then deleted it.

Then typed again:

"You promised me another dance."

This time, I hit send.



We walked through a local museum after lunch — a low-ceilinged gallery with Baroque paintings and carved altars. I barely saw any of it.

He messaged again:

"7pm. Same street. Different room."

Then another, a minute later:

"Black dress this time. No panties. Let’s make you feel like you’ve been watched all day."

I shivered.

My husband leaned in. “You cold?”

“Just a bit,” I said, smiling.

But it wasn’t cold.

It was him.



At a bar near Marienplatz, we paused for a drink. My husband ordered wheat beer. I ordered white wine. We sat in the sun.

I crossed my legs.

And uncrossed them again.

My phone buzzed.

“I can’t stop thinking about how you tasted.”

Then another:

“Did he kiss you good morning? Right after you came in my mouth?”

I squeezed my thighs together. The seat under me felt too firm. Too warm. My skin tingled like I’d been caught.

My husband tapped his mug against mine.

“To us,” he said, smiling.

“To Munich,” I whispered.



Evening approached. The sun dipped lower. My body started preparing before I even made a decision.

I shaved in the shower.

I picked the dress — black, tight at the hips, no zipper. A thin halter strap that let my back breathe.

And I skipped the panties.

My husband watched me as I got dressed.

“You’re going out like that?” he asked.

I looked at him in the mirror.

“Why not?”

He said nothing. Just smiled. Nervous again.

Maybe part of him knew.

Or maybe he just liked who I became here.  


Chapter 8: Another Dance

The bar was tucked just off the main road — warm lights behind foggy glass, the hum of music seeping out through the door like a secret too good to keep.

Inside, it was perfect.

Not loud. Not touristy.

Just a long polished wood bar, little round tables, and a trio playing jazz-folk near the back — slow, moody, erotic. The kind of music that made you want to sway without reason. The kind of place you could stay in all night and forget you were anywhere foreign.

My husband found us a table near the center. From there, we could see the band. The open dance floor. The dark corners.

And the door.



I wore the black dress.

No bra.

No panties.

Just skin under fabric. My thighs slid slick against the leather seat.

He ordered wine for me without asking.

I let him.



Halfway through the second song, I texted him.

“Here. Black dress. No underwear. Watching the band.”

No address. No name of the place.

If he was meant to find me, he would.



He did.

Twenty minutes later, he walked in like he already knew the layout — black coat open, shirt fitted, eyes scanning like he was the one who owned the place. Not mine. Not my husband’s.

Just… his.

He sat at a table by the wall.

Alone.

A drink in front of him.

And didn’t look away.



My husband didn’t notice him at first.

He was telling a story about some pretzel stand earlier — something we saw at Marienplatz. I smiled. Nodded. But I wasn’t really listening.

Because across the room, my lover was watching me like I was the next course.

And I couldn’t meet his gaze.

Not for long.



I shifted in my seat. Crossed my legs. Uncrossed.

My dress rode higher.

He noticed.

He always did.



Then something changed.

A tall man — mid-thirties, tanned, confident — approached our table. Blonde stubble. Cologne that made me want to lick his shirt collar.

“Would you like to dance?” he asked me, his German accented but gentle.

I looked at my husband. He smiled. “Go ahead. You’ve been swaying in your seat all night.”

I looked at my lover across the room.

He sat still.

But I saw it — the way his jaw clenched.

He didn’t blink.

He didn’t stop me.

But he watched.



The new man led me onto the floor. His hand on my back was strong. Familiar, even though we’d never met. We didn’t speak. We just moved — slow and swaying, hips brushing, his palm slipping a little lower with every turn.

He pulled me close at the chorus. Close enough that I could feel the outline of him through his pants.

But it wasn’t him I was thinking about.

It was the man watching.

Burning holes through me with his stare.



When the song ended, the stranger kissed my hand. I smiled politely, stepped away, and walked back — slower than I needed to — letting my dress cling, dip, tease.

Back at the table, my husband pulled out my chair like a gentleman.

“You looked amazing,” he said, eyes warm.

I sipped my wine. My fingers trembled.

Across the room, my lover’s seat was empty.

But his glass was still there.    


Chapter 9: Alley Heat

The music in the bar had picked up — faster now, with a violin threading through the smoky air like desire itself.

I could barely focus on my plate.

I wasn’t hungry. I was starving — but not for food.

“Gonna pee,” my husband said, rising from his chair. “Be right back.”

I nodded, lifting my glass to my lips. “I’ll go get some air.”



Outside, the chill hit my skin instantly.

The Munich night was brisk — sharp enough to wake you, soft enough to make you stay. I didn’t light a cigarette. I didn’t even have one. I just stood there, arms folded, staring at the string lights above the entrance like they held answers.

Then I felt him.

Behind me.

Close.

Not touching.

Yet.



I didn’t turn.

“You shouldn’t be here,” I said quietly.

He stepped closer, and I could feel the heat of him — the scent of his cologne mixing with the smoke and the air and something that made my thighs clench on instinct.

“I watched you dance,” he said, his voice low. “Watched his hand on your back. Watched that dress ride up when you spun.”

I still didn’t turn.

“Go,” I said.

He didn’t.

Instead, he stepped beside me — not in front, not behind — and reached for my wrist. Gently.

And lowered it.

Right onto the bulge in his jeans.

Thick. Hard. Already twitching.

I gasped. Tried to pull away.

But I didn’t.

Not yet.



“I said leave,” I whispered.

But my fingers were already curving. Testing the shape. Feeling the length.

He hissed softly — not from pain. From need.

“You don’t get to do that,” he said, voice gravel now. “You don’t get to dance like that, walk like that, text me like that… and then pretend you’re done.”

My hand moved once.

Just once.

A slow, shameful tug.

I hated how wet I was again.



I turned to him, eyes narrowed. “If he sees us—”

“He won’t,” he said. “You’re going to go back in. Fix your hair. Wipe your fingers. And act like his perfect wife.”

I stared at him.

Then looked down at my hand.

Then let go.

“No,” I said. “Not like this.”



He didn’t argue.

Didn’t grab.

He just stepped back, adjusted himself through his jeans, and said:

“I’ll be waiting.”

Then he turned and disappeared into the side alley, boots tapping on cobblestone like a metronome to the rhythm we were now both enslaved to.



I wiped my hand on the inside of my coat.

Straightened my hair.

Checked my breath.

Then walked back into the bar just as my husband was returning from the restroom.

“Better?” I asked, lifting my glass again.

He smiled. “Much. You okay?”

I smiled back.

“Perfect.”


Chapter 10: Restless

The hotel room was quiet again.

Soft sheets. City light spilling through the gaps in the curtains. The kind of stillness that used to feel romantic.

Now, it just felt… loud.

My skin still buzzed.

From the cold air outside.

From the weight of him in my hand.

From the way my body hadn’t gotten what it needed — not really.



He came out of the bathroom shirtless, rubbing a towel through his hair.

“You were amazing tonight,” he said, slipping into bed beside me. “That dance... I was watching your face the whole time.”

I smiled.

A small, practiced smile.



He kissed my shoulder.

Then lower.

His hand skimmed across my stomach, down to my hip. The edge of the black dress still clung to my body, bunched up around my waist.

“You’re still in this?” he whispered. “Thought you’d be too tired.”

I turned to face him.

Let him touch me.

His fingers slid between my legs.

And paused.

“Still wet,” he murmured.

I closed my eyes.

Not from pleasure.

But because I couldn’t tell him it wasn’t from him.



He moved down, lips trailing lower. But I stopped him. Gently. Fingers in his hair.

“No,” I whispered. “Just... come here.”

He climbed back up, kissed me deeply. I kissed him back. I let him slip inside me. His thrusts were slow. Loving.

But I didn’t moan for him.

I moaned for what I remembered.

The alley.

The zipper.

The weight.



I came. Quietly.

But not fully.

He came too, shuddering against my neck.

“I love you,” he murmured.

I nodded.

Then turned away.



He fell asleep fast.

He always did after.

But I stayed on my side, eyes open, heart racing. One hand between my thighs, not even touching — just feeling the echo.

Then I picked up my phone.

No new messages.

I sent one instead:

“You didn’t even kiss me.”

A moment passed.

Then the reply lit up the screen:

“I didn’t come either.”

Another message. Bolder.

“You free tomorrow afternoon?”

“There’s a market near the Glockenbach canal. Public toilets. Clean. Unlocked.”

“No words. No names. You suck me off. Then go back to your husband.”

My hand trembled.

Not from fear.

From heat.



I didn’t reply.

But I saved the message.

And pressed the screen against my lips.


Chapter 11: The Market Mouthful

It was nearly noon when I left the hotel.

I told him I was going shopping. Just to see the markets near Glockenbach, maybe pick up something handmade. He offered to come with me. I smiled and said I needed some alone time — maybe a walk, a little fresh air. Something soft, slow, safe.

But nothing about this was safe.



I wore the dirndl again.

The wine-red one from that first night — still faintly creased, still laced tight.

No bra.
No panties.

Just the fabric of tradition hugging every part of me I was learning to give away.



Munich buzzed around me. Buses hissed. Vendors shouted. People laughed over midday beer and brats, the scent of grilled onions filling the air. I walked slowly, deliberately, weaving through crowds, until I reached the canal.

Then turned into the quieter end of the market. Less touristy. More local. The kind of place where the language gets thicker, the looks last longer, and nobody knows your name.

That’s where I saw it.

A small public toilet — built in old stone, the door open just enough to show tile and shadow.

He was already there.

Leaning against the wall. Jeans. Black hoodie. Cap pulled low.

He didn’t wave.

He just nodded once, then turned and stepped inside.

I followed.



Inside, it was quiet.

Just the sound of distant traffic and my heartbeat — loud and sharp between my ears.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t touch me.

He just stood near the stall, turned, and unzipped.

No ceremony. No buildup.

His cock was already half-hard. Thick. Heavy. The kind that didn’t need permission. It had it.

I locked the door behind me.

And dropped to my knees.



The tile was cold.

My knees hit it with a soft thud.

I didn’t look up at him. I didn’t need to.

I looked at what was in my hands.

Thick.

Warm.

The skin slightly darker than the rest of him. The head flushed, already leaking.

I didn’t start fast.

I held him — both hands around the base — and just let my tongue flick the tip. A taste. Salty. Faintly musky. Familiar.

Then again.

A longer lick now, from base to crown.

His hand touched the wall behind me, steadying himself.

Still, he didn’t speak.



I opened my mouth.

Took just the head in. Sucked once. Slowly.

Then deeper.

Then again.

His hips didn’t move. But his cock thickened — right there in my throat, pulsing against the back of my tongue like it wanted to own the space.

I gagged once, quietly. Let it slide out with a wet pop, then stroked it with both hands.

He was fully hard now.

Hard for me.

Hard because of me.



He grabbed a fistful of my braid, wrapped it once, tight, and held it like a leash — not pulling, just claiming.

My lips stretched.

My jaw ached.

But I kept going.

Faster now. Sloppier. The sounds in the stall turned obscene. Wet. Hot. Rhythmic.

No words.

Just my breath, his breath, the smacking of lips against cock.

I didn’t stop to breathe. I didn’t care if someone walked past the door. I didn’t care if my lipstick smeared or my mascara ran or my throat hurt later.

I cared about one thing.

Making him cum.



He warned me.

One word.

“Close.”

I looked up then — for the first time.

Met his eyes.

And opened wider.

He groaned — deep, guttural, biting his knuckle to stay silent — and pulsed in my mouth.

Once.

Twice.

Hot.

Thick.

Salty.

I swallowed every drop.

Then licked him clean.

Only then did he step back. Tuck himself in. Zip up. No words.



I stood slowly.

Wiped the corner of my mouth with my thumb.

He looked at me.

Just once.

Then turned, unlocked the door, and left.



I waited five minutes.

Fixed my braid.

Fixed my lipstick.

Then stepped out into the bright German afternoon — throat still warm, lips still buzzing, and my wedding ring still on my finger.

My phone buzzed.

A message from my husband.

“Should I meet you near the stalls?”

I typed back:

“Yes. I’m just finishing up.”

Then hit send.


Chapter 12: Aftertaste

He spotted me before I spotted him.

Waving near a pastry stall, one hand holding a paper bag, the other already lifting a flaky croissant to his mouth like a child on holiday.

“There she is,” he said, smiling. “You okay?”

I nodded.

But I didn’t speak.

Because I could still feel it.

Him.

Thick in the back of my throat.

Salty. Warm. Still clinging to the edges of my tongue, as if my mouth had been used and now refused to forget it.



My husband stepped forward, kissed my cheek.

I turned slightly. Just enough so his lips caught skin instead of breath.

“Get anything good?” he asked.

I nodded again, forcing a small smile. “A few things.”

It wasn’t a lie.

I had bought something.

A memory I could never return.



We walked slowly through the open stalls. He pointed out a carved wooden box, a set of ceramic mugs, a leather wallet he liked but didn’t buy.

I wasn’t really listening.

I was focused on not swallowing too obviously.

On not licking my lips too often.

On not letting the slick ache between my legs show in the way I moved.

Because I was still turned on.

More than I should be.



He handed me a pastry. “Apricot filling. You’ll like it.”

I stared at it.

Then took a bite.

Sweet. Tart. Sticky.

But underneath the sugar…

I could still taste him.



We bought magnets, postcards, two silly keychains shaped like pretzels. I smiled. I posed for photos. I let him wrap his arm around me.

But every time I laughed, I heard it — the echo of my own wet mouth wrapped around another man’s cock.

And every time I blinked, I saw it.

The way he looked down at me in that stall.

Silent.

Possessive.

Knowing.



At one point, we passed a man who looked vaguely like him — dark hoodie, square jaw, similar build.

My heart stopped.

I squeezed my husband’s hand a little tighter.

He squeezed back.

“You okay?” he asked again.

I kissed his shoulder.

“Perfect,” I whispered.



But later, when we sat down at a café and ordered espresso, I excused myself.

Walked to the bathroom. Locked the door.

And only then did I open my phone.

One message waiting.

“You swallowed like you needed it.”

Another followed:

“Want me to fuck your throat next time while he’s waiting outside with souvenirs?”

I didn’t reply.

But my breath hitched.

And I reached under my skirt.

Just once.

Just to touch.

Just to feel how wet I still was.


Chapter 13: Replay

The room was quiet.

Just the hum of the mini fridge. The soft shuffle of sheets. My husband’s breath — slow, steady — rising and falling beside me.

He’d fallen asleep not long after dinner. Full. Happy. Trusting.

We’d made love that night. Softly. The way we used to.

He kissed my neck afterward and whispered that he was glad we took this trip.

I kissed him back.

And meant it.

But the part of me that moaned into another man’s mouth… hadn’t gone quiet.



I lay beside him now — still, eyes wide open — the duvet pulled up to my chest, the light from my phone screen faint against the ceiling.

One notification.

One video.

No words.

Just a timestamp.

I hesitated.

Then tapped.



It opened instantly.

Low angle. Slightly shaky.

But clear.

Me.

On my knees.

Head tilted.

Mouth open.

Hands wrapped around the thick base of his cock as it slid between my lips. My braid falling over my shoulder. My black dress slipping off one side, showing skin I hadn’t realized was bare.

No sound.

Just image.

Pure.

Undeniable.

Filthy.



I watched myself wrap my lips around him — slow at first, then deeper. I watched my own cheeks hollow, my jaw stretch. I watched the way my eyes fluttered halfway open.

And stayed on his cock like it was the only truth I believed in.



Beside me, my husband stirred.

Turned onto his side. One arm draped across my waist.

But didn’t wake.



I pressed pause.

My thumb hovered over the screen.

Then slid lower.

Between my legs.

No panties again.

I wasn’t even pretending anymore.



I watched the rest of the video.

Watched myself take him deeper.

Watched my head bob.

Watched his hand twist in my braid.

And I came.

Silently.

Carefully.

Thighs trembling beneath the sheets.

My husband’s arm still over me.



The video ended.

I lay still for a moment.

Then locked the phone.

Tucked it under my pillow.

And closed my eyes.

But even in the dark, I could still see it.

Me. On my knees.
Wearing my ring.
Swallowing another man’s cum.


Chapter 14: Ring of Fire

The message came in the afternoon.

We were back in the room. The window open. A breeze moving the curtain like breath.

My husband was napping. Again.

He napped a lot lately. Said it was the beer. Or the walking. Or maybe just age. He was never the high-libido type. Not anymore.

But I was.

More than ever.



My phone buzzed.

One message.

“I want you again.”

My breath caught.

Then another.

“Tomorrow. No underwear. No words.”

“But this time, you come to me with your wedding ring in your mouth.”

“Let me fuck you like you were never his.”



I stared at the screen.

The words hit — low, deep, electric.

I looked down at my ring.

Gold. Smooth. So familiar it barely felt like anything most days.

Now?

It felt like a weight.

A challenge.



I set the phone down.

Stood up.

Pulled off my shorts.

And climbed onto the bed.

He stirred. Eyes fluttering open.

“Hey,” he mumbled, groggy. “You okay?”

I didn’t answer.

I just kissed him.

Deeply. Hungrily.

He let me.



I climbed on top.

Straddled him. Pulled his boxers down.

He was half-hard. Surprised.

But not protesting.

“God, babe…” he whispered. “Where did this come from?”

I didn’t say it.

But the answer was:
Another man’s text.



I guided him in.

Rode him.

Slow at first.

But deeper.

Harder.

I reached behind and gripped his knees for leverage, rolling my hips, letting the wet slap of our skin fill the room.

His hands touched my waist, confused but happy.

“I thought we weren’t gonna…” he murmured.

“Just let me,” I whispered. “Please.”



He nodded.

And let go.

I closed my eyes.

In my mind, it wasn’t him under me.

It was the man who wanted my ring in my mouth.

The man who knew he could say that — and make me ache for it.



I came.

Hard.

Clenched around a man I loved.

But came for the one who made me feel filthy.

My husband came too, eventually — quietly, unsure, but grateful.

And afterward, as I lay on his chest, one arm over his stomach…

I twisted my ring on my finger.

And wondered what it would taste like.


Chapter 15: Between Two Cities

We didn’t have a plan that evening.

Just the city.

Just each other.

And for the first time in days… it felt good.



We walked from Theresienwiese toward Gärtnerplatzviertel, through quiet residential blocks where the air was scented with evening jasmine and bakery dust.

My husband held my hand.

He still had that soft smile — the one he got when he wasn’t rushing or trying too hard. The one he wore when he was simply content.

I let him talk.

About the weather.

About the pastries.

About maybe coming back here next year.

I smiled.

But my chest was heavy.

Because I already knew: I wouldn’t be the same woman next year.



We stopped at the Eisbachwelle, watched surfers ride the standing wave at the mouth of the river. He took pictures. I leaned on the railing, my hair catching the spray, the crowd’s cheers making my pulse throb.

Then we wandered through Hofgarten — the long columned arcade quiet, bathed in golden light. A violinist played under the rotunda. I watched couples kiss by the fountains.

My husband kissed me, too.

I kissed him back.



We sat for dinner at Kleinschmecker, near the Lehel district — cozy, tucked away from the tourist paths. Stone walls, flickering candles, warm white wine. He fed me a piece of soft cheese with crusty bread, wiped a drop of honey from my lip.

And for a moment, I felt it — something real.

Not lust.

But tenderness.



That’s when my phone buzzed.

I didn’t check it immediately.

Not until he stepped away to pay the bill.

Then I opened it.

1 new message.

From him.

“Hotel Opera. Zimmer 302.
Tomorrow. 7:45 pm.
Bring the ring.
In your mouth.”

That was it.

No name.
No emoji.
No plea.

Just coordinates.

And expectation.



I locked the phone. Tucked it into my purse.
Wiped my fingers slowly on my napkin.

Then looked across the restaurant, through the candlelight, and saw my husband smiling at the host.

Still talking.

Still full of plans.

And I realized —

Tomorrow night…

I would break his heart.



We walked slowly back toward Maximilianstraße.

The boutiques were closed. The avenue quiet. Streetlamps painted everything in soft gold.

He wrapped his arm around my shoulder.

“Beautiful night, isn’t it?”

I nodded.

But I was thinking about a different kind of night.

A darker one.

With a ring in my mouth…

…and no words at all.


Chapter 16: The Anticipation

The croissant was buttery, still warm at the center, and flaked onto my fingers as I bit into it.

We sat at a small café near Reichenbachstraße, two streets off the canal, the kind of quiet corner only locals seemed to know. The waitress had blonde hair pulled back with a pencil and spoke English with just enough hesitation to be charming.

My husband sat across from me, sipping coffee, tapping his foot along with a soft jazz track playing from the ceiling speaker.

I was nodding at his words.

But I wasn’t hearing them.



My mind was brimming with possibilities.

Excuses.

Outfits.

Routes.

Lies.

Positions.

Would I kneel right away?
Would he pull my hair first or wait?
Would he be dressed already, or make me strip him?

I stirred my cappuccino slowly, not noticing the foam spilling over the edge.

“Did you hear me?” my husband asked, smiling.

I blinked. “Sorry?”

He laughed. “I said we could go to that little art exhibit after lunch. The one near Sendlinger Tor. You seemed into it yesterday.”

I smiled. “Yeah. Maybe.”

But my body disagreed.

My body was already wet.

Already aching.

Because I’d already read the message again that morning while brushing my teeth:

Hotel Opera. Room 302.
7:45 PM.
Bring the ring.
In your mouth.



The rest of the morning passed in a blur. I smiled. I posed for one more photo in front of a painted wall. I complimented a cheese vendor for no reason. I even laughed at a dad joke he made about my “second pastry of the morning.”

But I wasn’t there.

I was between his hands again — the other man’s — pressed face-down into a hotel pillow, the taste of my own ring cooling against my tongue while he pushed inside me from behind like he wanted to destroy my memory of all other men.



Back at the hotel, I said I was tired.

My husband didn’t argue.

The curtains were drawn, the bedsheets still creased from last night’s small reconnection. He stripped off his shoes and lay back on the bed, scrolling through photos on his phone. I lay beside him, one knee bent, the pulse between my thighs obvious — to me, if no one else.

I closed my eyes.

But didn’t sleep.

Just listened to my heart.

And felt the wetness pool again.



It was almost five when I slipped into the bathroom and locked the door.

I didn’t bring much.

Just what I needed.

My wedding ring was still on my finger. I stared at it. Turned it. Twisted it.

Then pulled it off and held it in my palm like a question.

What would I be without it?

What would I be tonight?



I chose black again. Not the dress — that had been used. This time it was a thin black blouse, buttons down the front, sheer in the light but opaque enough to pass. No bra. My nipples stood out under the fabric like punctuation marks.

My skirt was navy. Tight. No lining.

I went without panties.

Because that’s what he liked.

Because that’s what I liked.



I heard my husband stirring in the bedroom as I added a single gold earring and pulled on low heels.

He called through the door. “Hey… you’re dressing up?”

I opened it, leaned on the frame. “Yeah.”

“Where’re you headed?”

I kept my tone casual. “Remember I said I might check out that small opera thing? Just for a bit. The one I read about at breakfast.”

“Oh. That’s tonight?”

I nodded. “At seven-thirty. At that boutique one — Opera Hotel, near Lehel. They’re doing some modern piece. Short. Atmospheric.”

He sat up, shirt wrinkled from lying down. “Should I come with you?”

My throat tightened.

But I smiled. “You’re not into that stuff, remember? You said so.”

He rubbed the back of his neck. “Yeah… guess it’s not my thing.”

“You can nap. Or find another bar you like.”

He nodded, already lying back. “Okay. You sure?”

I walked over.

Kissed his forehead.

“I’m sure.”



As I turned away, I slipped the wedding ring off again and dropped it into my purse.

No one saw it.

No one would know.

Except the man waiting in Room 302…

…who already knew everything.

And was about to make me forget even more.


Chapter 17: Foam and Filth

The lobby of Hotel Opera was exactly what I needed it to be — quiet, elegant, forgettable.

No check-in lines.

No curious glances.

Just soft marble, a single concierge distracted by a guest inquiry, and a plush rug that hushed the click of my heels.

I didn’t speak.

I just walked straight toward the lift, eyes ahead, one hand resting lightly on the strap of my purse.

Inside the elevator, I pressed 3.

The doors closed.

I exhaled.

Not fear.

Not guilt.

Need.



Room 302 was at the end of the hallway.

My heels slowed against the parquet floor, the hum of a distant housekeeping cart echoing behind me.

When I reached the door, I didn’t knock.

I just placed my palm against the wood and waited.

A pause.

Then the lock clicked softly.

The door opened.

He didn’t say anything.

Just stepped back and let me enter.



The curtains were drawn. The lights dim.

He wore only a black t-shirt and nothing else — his cock already half-hard, swinging loosely as he moved toward the minibar with complete ease.

“Lock the door,” he said.

I did.

I set my purse down quietly near the desk chair — my wedding ring tucked inside, silent and cool.

I turned to him.

He was standing by the window now, holding a dark glass Augustiner Bräu — the kind we’d seen tourists ordering all week. Cold, heavy, still frothy.

He caught my eye.

And without a word…

…he popped the cap.

It hissed softly, fizzing at the mouth.

Then he poured it — down the length of his cock.



I gasped.

The foam slid quickly, bubbling around the shaft, dripping over his balls and down his thigh. He didn’t flinch. Just let the beer coat him, the chill of it turning his cock hard before my eyes.

He looked at me.

The tip of his cock beaded with golden froth.

“Drink.”



I dropped to my knees before I even realized it.

The scent hit me first — bitter, yeasty, cold… and him.

I leaned forward, lips parting.

He didn’t push.

He just stood there — cock glistening with beer — as I opened my mouth and tasted him.

The first lick was sharp. Sudsy. Male.

The second… was need.



I lapped the foam off the crown, tongue swirling, my hands wrapping around the sticky base. I could feel the temperature difference — cool beer, warm flesh — as I sucked the head gently, letting the carbonation tingle across my lips.

He hissed softly, not from pain — from power.

He poured again.

Another splash of beer ran down his cock, this time over my mouth as I opened wider to catch it. My blouse was soaked at the collar now, cold lace clinging to my chest, nipples stiffening visibly beneath the sheer fabric.

My moans were muffled by his cock.

His fingers tangled in my hair.

I sucked.

Harder.



I wasn’t giving a blowjob.

I was drinking him.

Worshipping the collision of sin and taste, of Bavarian beer and married mouth.

When he started to throb, I gripped his thighs, sucked deeper.

His hips twitched.

My lips slid to the base.

And I swallowed him whole.



When he came, it was slow.

Thick.

Salty over bitter.

My mouth flooded.

I didn’t spill a drop.



He pulled out.

I looked up — eyes wet, lips parted, chin shining with spit and beer and cum.

“Good girl,” he whispered, finally.

I didn’t answer.

I just licked my lips.


Chapter 18: The Ring Between His Teeth

He didn’t speak right away.

Just leaned down — two fingers under my chin — and looked at my face, dripping with beer, spit, and his cum.

Then his hand moved to my purse.

He unzipped it slowly.

Found the ring.

Lifted it.

And without a word…

…slipped it between his lips.



I froze.

The sight of it — my wedding ring between his teeth — did something to me I hadn’t prepared for.

Not guilt.

Not shame.

Just pure, chemical heat.

I started breathing faster.

He didn’t let go of my gaze.

Just stood there, naked except for his smug eyes and my ring glinting like stolen gold between his lips.

Then he grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me up off the floor — not gently.

My knees scraped the carpet.

He bent me over the desk, my palms landing flat on the polished wood.

I heard him spit the ring into his hand behind me.

Then he spoke.

Voice low, hungry.

“You know what this means, don’t you?”



He didn’t wait for my answer.

I felt him behind me — the slap of his cock against my bare thighs, the wet tip nudging between my cheeks as he shoved my skirt up and ripped my panties to the side.

“I’m gonna fuck you with your husband’s promise between my teeth.”

His fingers dug into my hips.

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard, that little gold band won’t mean shit when you wear it again.”

And with that…

He slammed into me.



I choked.

Not on air — on the sudden shock of fullness.

He didn’t ease in.

Just drove his cock into me with a force that rattled the desk, my ring finger slamming against the surface like punctuation.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back, his hips grinding hard and fast behind me.

“Tell me what you said to him,” he growled, ring clenched between his teeth like a pirate with stolen treasure.

“What excuse did you give, you married little whore?”

I moaned.

Couldn’t answer.

He spanked me — hard — open-palm across my right cheek.

“Answer me.”

“I… I told him… I was going to the opera…”

“Did you wear perfume for your husband?”

“No…”

He pulled out almost all the way — then slammed back in.

“Who was it for?”

“You,” I gasped.

“For who?”

“You.”

“Louder.”

“For you!”



His rhythm got meaner.

Faster.

He pushed his fingers between my legs, rubbed me while pounding into me from behind, grunting now.

The desk creaked.

My moans turned into cries.

“Say it again.”

“I wore it for you—fuck—I wore this skirt for you, this wet pussy, all of it—”

He spit the ring into his palm, then slapped it against my cheek.

“Put it back on,” he hissed.

I reached behind me with a trembling hand.

Found the ring slick with his spit.

I slid it back onto my finger — and he fucked me even harder.



My orgasm came like a rip in the sky.

Fast, shaking, uncontrollable — his cock ramming deep as my pussy clenched around him, spasming, screaming, scratching the desk with my nails.

He kept going.

Didn’t slow.

Didn’t stop.

He grabbed both my wrists and pinned them to the desk, fucking me like he wanted to ruin the shape of me.

“Bet he never fucked you like this.”

“No—he—he never—”

“Bet he couldn’t even make you wet like this.”

I was crying now.

Crying from the intensity.

From the filth.

From the truth.

“No… not even close…”



When he finally came, he groaned deep — buried to the hilt — hips locked, cock pulsing inside me as I lay breathless beneath him.

His cum spilled out as he pulled out slowly.

Sticky. Warm. Dirty.

He slapped my ass once.

And whispered in my ear.

“You’ll smell like me at breakfast tomorrow.”


Chapter 19: The Opera, Apparently

10:31 PM.

The hallway lights buzzed faintly as I unlocked the door to our suite with a trembling hand.
My phone buzzed too — a message from him:

"Don’t wash it off completely. Let it dry on your skin first."

I swallowed hard.
Slid the phone back into my clutch.
Slipped inside.

The room was dim, bathed in amber light from a single wall sconce.
The TV was on mute — some nature documentary playing slow shots of a lioness stalking prey.

He lay on the bed, shirtless, blanket up to his stomach, scrolling on his phone lazily, already half-drowsy.

He glanced up as I softly shut the door.

His voice was warm. Groggy.

“Hey… you’re back.”

I nodded, walked past him toward the dresser — the only sound was the faint clink of my heels and the blood still pounding in my ears.

“You had dinner?” I asked, not turning around.

“Yeah,” he said, setting his phone down. “I ordered something. There’s a plate for you… didn’t know if you'd be hungry.”

My stomach growled slightly — I hadn’t eaten. Only beer. And cock.

“Thanks,” I murmured.

I reached for the bottle of mineral water on the table, unscrewed the cap, took a long, deliberate sip.
The water hit my throat cold — but my body still burned.

Behind me, the blanket rustled.

“How was it?” he asked. “The opera.”

I didn’t turn.
Just unsnapped my earrings, one by one.

“Typical.”

“Those loud screams,” he yawned, “I can't take them… I get a headache.”

I smiled faintly. Looked down.

“Some people can,” I said softly.



I unzipped the back of my dress.

Slowly.

Let it slide down my body and pool at my feet — careful to hide the red fingerprints blooming across my hips.

My thong was still damp between my legs — soaked with spit, beer, and him.

I pulled it off and tossed it into the laundry bag at the corner.

“I’m going to shower,” I said, walking past the bed.

He rolled over and looked at me sleepily.

“Don’t take too long,” he said, already drifting. “Bed’s warm.”

I paused.

Looked back.

He was half-asleep, fingers brushing the pillow beside him where my body would be.

I stepped into the bathroom and shut the door.



The mirror didn’t lie.

My lipstick was smudged.
My throat was blotched.
My inner thighs looked… fucked.

I reached between my legs and touched myself — just enough to feel the soreness, the wetness, the ache of being owned.
Some of his cum had crusted on the insides of my thighs.

I lifted my fingers to my nose.

It still smelled like him.

A flicker of shame curled in my belly.

But it didn’t stay.

I wiped the mirror with my palm, leaned forward.

And smiled.


Chapter 20: Morning Haze

The curtains were still drawn.
A sliver of late-morning light slipped through the gap — thin and golden, warming just the corner of the bed.

My eyes opened slowly.

My thighs were still sticky.
My pussy still slick.
Not from sleep — from him.

From last night.

From the way he held my wedding ring between his teeth while he fucked me from behind and growled in my ear:

“This doesn’t belong to your husband anymore.”

I hadn’t showered.

I’d rinsed… but not cleaned.
I wanted it to stay.

The bed creaked softly beside me.
He stirred — my husband — still under the blanket, lying on his side, facing away.
Snoring lightly.

I watched him.

I should’ve felt guilty.
But all I felt was the ache.
Deep, warm, and humming in my cunt.

I slid the covers down.
Gently.
His briefs were soft cotton, loose around the waistband. His cock — soft, nestled low — waiting.

I kissed his shoulder. Lightly.

Then I reached down and pulled the fabric just low enough to free him.

Still asleep.

Still mine.

I took his cock in my hand — warm, flaccid — and began to stroke slowly.
Softly.
Coaxing.

I didn’t rush.
Didn’t whisper.

I just let my fingers move.

I kissed his back again. Bit the skin this time.
He stirred.

“Mmm…” he murmured. Half-dreaming. “What are you doing…?”

I didn’t answer.
I just pushed my panties aside, lifted one thigh over him, and slowly… slid down onto his cock.

Still half-hard.
Still not ready.

But I was.
So fucking ready.

I rocked.

Back and forth.

I let my hips grind in lazy circles, teasing him into fullness — using his cock like a plug, waking it up inch by inch.

My breath deepened.

"You okay?" he asked groggily, still barely aware.

I leaned forward. Pressed my lips to his neck.

"Just… needed you," I whispered.

He didn’t say anything.

But his hands reached back — found my thighs.

And held me there.



I rode him slowly.
Quietly.
With all the patience in the world.

Because I wasn’t fucking him.

I was… claiming him.
After being used.
After being marked.
After letting another man cum inside me, deep, growling, brutal — I needed to feel my husband under me.

Not out of guilt.
Not even out of love.

Out of hunger.
To remind myself that I could take what I wanted.

His cock finally swelled full inside me.

But I didn’t speed up.

I just leaned down and whispered:

“You don’t even know how wet I already was.”

He blinked.

Confused.

“What?”

I smiled. Bit his lip.

“Don’t worry.”
“Just cum for me.”


Chapter 21: Aftertaste

The city smelled different in the morning.
Not clean. Not fresh. Just… unfamiliar.
Damp pavements, warm bread, cold air.

I walked beside him.

My husband.

Our arms didn’t touch.

He was talking about something — a pastry shop we should try later. I nodded. Smiled when needed. Said “mmm” once or twice.

But my mind…

Was somewhere else.
Back in that room.
Back on that bed.
Back on my knees, tasting beer off his cock, the ring still wet in my purse.

He hadn’t messaged.

Not since I left the hotel.
Not even a simple “home safe?”

Nothing.

I reached for my phone again, secretly, pretending to check the time.

Still blank.

Not even a missed call.



We passed a florist. I didn’t stop.
We passed a bakery. My husband bought a cinnamon roll and handed me half.

I took it. Ate slowly.
Chewed like I was chewing paper.

The longer the silence lasted, the louder it grew.



Back in the hotel, he went to the bathroom.

That’s when I did it.

I dialed.

Pressed call.

Waited.

One ring.
Two.
Three…

No answer.

I hung up.
Waited a second.
Tried again.

Still nothing.

I switched to a voice message — but paused.

What would I even say?

"Hey. I let you fuck me while my husband waited in the hotel room, and now you're… what? Just done?"

I didn’t record anything.



Afternoon came.

He still hadn’t replied.

I lay on the bed, alone — scrolling, staring, swiping.
Every buzz made my heart jump.
Every silence made me ache.

I should’ve known.
I should’ve expected this.

Men like him don’t stay.
They come.
They leave.
They take — and then vanish.



I didn’t cry.

Not at first.

I just lay there, feeling my own heat, my own filth, my own foolishness curling inside me like steam trapped in glass.

I wanted to scream.
To throw my phone.
To text him something vicious. Or desperate. Or both.

But instead, I whispered to myself:

"You fucking ghosted me?"

The words tasted bitter.
Worse than regret.

It wasn't just about sex.
It wasn’t even about the betrayal.

It was the fact that I opened up.
Let him in.
Let him own me for a night.
And he walked away without looking back.


Chapter 22: Dirndl & Deception

“You wanted to drink, right?” I said, lacing my voice with a forced kind of lightness. “Let’s go out tonight. Let’s find something… fun.”

He looked up from his phone, surprised.

“You sure?”

I smiled. “Yeah. I think I need it.”

And I did. Not the alcohol — the distraction.
Because the silence in my phone was growing louder. Every hour he didn’t text felt like being erased.



We found the place on Google.
“Authentic Bavarian Beer Hall – Music, Mayhem, Madness!”

It was only a fifteen-minute walk from the hotel.
I dressed with care — white blouse tight at the chest, dirndl cinched sharp at the waist, stockings hugging my thighs like second skin. A little sparkle on my cheeks, messy hair in waves, no ring on my hand. Just perfume and the scent of wanting to forget.



The beer hall was a cathedral of noise.

Wooden beams overhead.
Flags and garlands in blue and white.
A brass band in the corner playing something loud, fast, and triumphant.
Long wooden tables packed with tourists and locals — all flushed, shouting, laughing.
Men in lederhosen, women in dirndls, waitresses carrying eight mugs at once.

It felt like we had walked into a fairytale painted in foam and sweat.



We sat down at a long table. A waitress brought our drinks — two steins the size of my head.

I raised mine and clinked his.
“Prost,” I said, smiling too wide.

We drank.
And drank.
And drank.

By the third mug, I was swaying.
By the fourth, we were both loud. He was red-faced and sleepy, giggling at nothing.

I was still aware.

Too aware.

I watched the bodies around us — how some couples touched each other. How some men stared at me.

One did more than that.

Tall. Dark brown hair. A small scar on his cheek, just under the eye.
He was seated two benches away, but his gaze never left me.

I looked back.

It wasn’t subtle.



Later, I was dancing.
Drunk. Free. Wild.
The music thumped through my chest. My husband was seated again, too sloshed to move.

The handsome man was near now.
He had followed me onto the makeshift dance floor.
He didn’t touch.
But he moved with me — eyes locked, hips loose, a smirk just curled enough to say I see you.

I smiled. Twirled. Laughed too loudly.

I felt wanted again.
Even if it was messy.
Even if I was spiraling.



I turned to my husband. “Let’s go,” I said, half-shouting over the noise. “We should leave. It’s nearby.”

He nodded like a sleepy child. He looked warm and dizzy.

I turned to the man.
“Our hotel’s close,” I said. “Would you mind walking us?”

He smiled.
“Of course.”



We walked back together.

Me in the middle.
My husband stumbling slightly to my left, smiling, lost in some story I wasn’t even hearing.

The stranger was calm. Steady. His shoulder brushed mine once — not by accident.

Outside the hotel, I turned to him.

“Thank you,” I said.

His eyes dipped to my mouth.
Then lower — to the swell of my breasts under the blouse, rising and falling with breath.

I didn’t say goodbye.

I just smiled.

And I knew he’d wait.
Maybe outside.
Maybe in the lobby bar.

I helped my husband into bed.
He collapsed in his jeans, shoes half-off.
Mumbling something about schnitzel.

I took a moment.

Stared at the ceiling.

Still no text.


Chapter 23: A Walk in the Dark

The room was quiet now.

Except for his soft snoring — heavy, rhythmic, almost childlike.
His mouth was slightly open. One shoe still clung to his foot, the other had fallen sideways near the bed.
His arm flopped over the edge like a forgotten toy.

I sat on the edge of the bed.
Still buzzed.
Still burning.

I checked my phone.

Nothing.

No call. No message.
Nothing from him.

My chest tightened. A knot behind my ribs. Like something being held back — but barely.

I stood up.

Pulled the door gently until it clicked behind me.
No sound.
No hesitation.



The hallway was silent.
I walked barefoot down the corridor, my heels dangling from my fingers like a secret.

Downstairs, the lobby glowed in low amber light. One man at the reception desk.
And him.

He was sitting on the lounge sofa. Same leather jacket. Same scar under his eye. One leg crossed casually over the other, a beer in his hand, tapping something on his phone.

When he looked up and saw me — he smiled, slowly.

“I hoped you’d come down,” he said.

I smiled back.
“I needed some air.”

“Would you like to walk?”



The street outside smelled of rain and night flowers.

The air had cooled. My breath felt heavier now, deeper. As if just being beside him had changed my body’s rhythm.

We walked without speaking at first.
Through quiet cobbled streets.
Past iron lampposts glowing like warm eyes.
Shops closed. Windows lit upstairs. Somewhere, music played faintly.

“So,” he said at last, looking at me sideways. “Where are you from?”

“California,” I replied. “But I live all over, really.”

“American,” he nodded, grinning. “I knew there was something different.”

“And you?”

“Munich born and raised,” he said. “But I’ve traveled. Lived in Prague. A bit of Amsterdam. Some time in Lyon.”

He spoke with confidence — but not arrogance.
The kind of man who knew women.
Knew how to walk slow. How to let silence flirt.

“You always walk random wives back to their hotel rooms?” I asked, teasing.

He tilted his head. “Only the beautiful ones. Especially the ones who keep looking over their shoulder.”

I laughed. “That obvious, huh?”

“No. Just enough.”



We stopped by a bridge — tiny, wrought iron, tucked between two rows of old buildings. A shallow canal flowed beneath.

I leaned on the railing.
He stood beside me, but closer now.
His body turned slightly toward mine.

I could feel the warmth of him — even with space between.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

He smiled. “Matthias. And yours?”

I looked at him for a moment.

“Claire,” I said.

It wasn’t a lie.

It was just the version of me he was getting.



His voice softened.

“You looked... lost. Earlier. While dancing. Smiling too much.”

I turned my head to him, surprised.

“I was.”

“And now?”

I didn’t answer.

Instead, I slipped my heel back on one foot. Then the other.
Straightened my back.

And said, “Walk me back.”

He nodded.

And as we walked, his hand brushed mine — once, twice — before it finally found a place there, warm and sure.


Chapter 24: Just For a While

We walked side by side, quiet now.

Our fingers brushed, occasionally, like strangers in a crowd — the kind of accidental touch that leaves a burn behind.

The street was hushed.
No cars.
Just the sound of our shoes, my light breath, his slower one beside me.

His jacket shifted as he walked, the soft leather creaking faintly. He didn’t rush. Didn’t crowd me.
But every few steps, I felt him look.

Not greedy.
Not even hungry.
Just... interested.

And that was worse.
Because I wanted him to be worse.



At the corner of the next lane, he paused.

“I stay close by,” he said, turning to face me, hands casually in his jacket pockets. “Just here, across the square.”

He didn’t lean in. Didn’t touch.

But his voice changed.
It dropped slightly.
Like he was offering more than what the words held.

“Want to come up… for a little while?”

He said it lightly — as if I could say no and it wouldn’t matter.
But there was something else under the words. A note of hope. A kind of restraint I didn’t expect.

I looked at him then — really looked.

There was no threat in his eyes.
No push.
If anything, he looked almost… shy. Like he wasn’t sure I’d say yes.

And somehow, that made it worse.



I nodded.
Slow. Quiet.

He smiled, barely.
Then gestured gently with his chin. “Come.”



We crossed the square.
The old buildings loomed above us like watchful elders.
I could hear my own heart now.
Hear the tiny click of my heels.
Feel the flush in my chest spreading lower.

He held the door open as we entered.
A narrow stairwell.
Worn stone steps. The kind you only see in buildings that have lived longer than marriages.

He walked ahead.
And I followed.

Three floors up, we stopped.

He unlocked a door — room 3B.
Dark wood. Brass handle. A coat hanging behind it.

The light clicked on.
Dim yellow, warm.
A studio-style space.
Kitchenette. Couch. A low bed, unmade. Two tall beer bottles on the counter.

He walked in and turned, as if to check if I was still there.

I was.



I stood by the door, not moving.

Not nervous.
Not unsure.

Just... horny.

Not just in the obvious way.
It was deeper. It had lived in my skin all day. All week.
Ever since I got ghosted.
Ever since I fucked a man who kept my wedding ring in his mouth and then left me with silence.

I needed this.
Even if it wasn’t revenge.
Even if it was just... warm skin and a new kind of tension.

He didn’t try to kiss me.

Not yet.

Instead, he walked to the small fridge. Pulled out two beers. Popped them open without asking.

And handed me one.

Our fingers touched. His were warm.

I drank.
He watched.

And something about that first sip — the bitter cold rushing over my tongue — made my thighs tense.


Chapter 25: Under the Midi

The beer was barely cold by the time it touched my lips. But the moment was. Still. Taut. Coated in that hushed kind of heat that knows exactly where it’s going — even when nobody says it.

I stood there near the door, my dirndl still on — snug bodice laced high, white blouse sleeves bunched at my shoulders, and that deep wine-colored midi skirt brushing just over my knees. It had felt festive at the beer hall. Now it felt... exposed. Feminine in a way that made me feel seen.

He leaned against the counter, beer in hand, eyes resting on me.

“You want to sit?” he asked.

I didn’t.
I wanted to be touched.
But I nodded, and stepped in, taking slow, clicking steps across the old wooden floor. The flat was modest — leather couch, low bed, a single painting of a stag on the wall — but the space between us was loud with intent.

I placed the beer on the side table and turned toward him.

“I don’t usually do this,” I said.

He smiled — a small, almost guilty thing. “I figured.”

Silence.

Then he walked forward — slowly, like he didn’t want to spook the moment.

His hand came up to my waist.
Then the other.
Light at first, like he was afraid of creasing me.

“You’re beautiful,” he said.

His accent was soft now. Slower. Closer.

He touched the edge of my skirt, and I felt it flutter.

“Can I?”

I didn’t nod.
I stepped closer.
Just enough for my hips to brush his.
And then I let my hands fall to his chest.

That was enough.



He knelt.

Right there.
In front of me.

My thighs trembled before he even touched them.

His hands slid up under my skirt — firm, reverent — as if this was sacred. He didn’t yank. Didn’t rush.
Just eased the fabric upward slowly, until I could feel the air on the back of my knees, the hush between my thighs.

And then his breath.

Hot.
Right against the thin lace of my panties.
He paused.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

That single word made my knees want to give.

His thumbs slid under the sides, and he pulled the fabric down. It grazed my thighs, slow, until I stepped out of it.

Then he looked up at me once — his brown eyes soft, searching — and buried his face between my legs.



The first lick was slow.
Flattened tongue.
A wet, upward drag that made my head fall back.

He kissed my lips like they were a mouth.
Pressed in. Sucked softly. Let his tongue slip between.

My hand gripped his hair.
The midi skirt was bunched at my hips now, and I felt like something obscene in a dirndl — like the wholesome girl everyone clapped for at the beer hall... was now being eaten like a dirty secret.

And I loved it.



His tongue was warm, confident, patient. He circled my clit.
Flattened, flicked, sucked — then backed off just before it tipped.

He liked teasing.
I could feel it.

He moaned into me when I pressed my hips forward, and that sound — his moan — made me wetter than I already was.

I looked down.

His hair dark against my thighs. My skirt hiding his head like a veil. My blouse still tied tight. And my legs slightly shaking as he kept sucking.

He licked like he meant it.

Like my cunt was a dish he’d waited all day to taste.

Like he didn’t care if I came on his face.



I did.
A minute later.
Soft at first. Then shaking.

I gripped the edge of the couch behind me. My thighs closed around his ears as I whimpered into my wrist. He didn’t stop. He stayed on me — tongue working me through the tremble, breath hot, groans low, as if my pleasure turned him on more than anything.

When I finally pulled away, he looked up — mouth wet, lips parted, eyes glowing.

I could see it.
He was hard.

And I wasn’t leaving.

Not yet.


Chapter 26: What She Wanted

He stood up, but I was already moving.

Still breathing heavy from the way his mouth had claimed me, I reached for his hand — warm, trembling slightly — and led him to the bed like it was something we’d both dreamt of. Not a word. Not a single damn word.

I sat him down.

Then stepped between his legs.

His eyes were level with my bodice now — that tightly drawn white-and-wine corset hugging my breasts, the string lacing up the middle stretched with every breath I took. I reached back, untied it slowly, letting the fabric loosen... then fall.

His hands hovered, unsure if they were allowed.

But I leaned forward, placed one on my breast. Held it there.

“I’ve been aching for this since the beer hall,” I said, softly. “Since you spun me while my husband was too drunk to notice how your hand lingered on my waist.”

His jaw clenched.

I pulled the blouse down and let my breasts fall out — flushed, tight, soft with sweat. The dirndl had kept them pressed all evening. They looked almost angry now, nipples hard and needy.

He leaned forward to kiss one.

I stopped him.

“No,” I whispered. “Lie back.”



He obeyed.

Shoes off. Back against the bed. Arms at his side like he was offering himself. That shy charm from earlier was still there — but now wrapped in a kind of erotic surrender.

I climbed on top.

My thighs straddled him — dirndl skirt still on, but pushed up to my hips now. His shirt rubbed against my inner thighs. My pussy still wet from his tongue.

I reached down, and finally undid his belt.

I was slow. Mean with it.

Unzipping him like I was opening something forbidden.

And when I reached in — past his briefs, past the heat — my fingers wrapped around something thick. Hard. Pulsing.

He groaned.

I pulled it out.

His cock slapped against his stomach — swollen, flushed, veins running up the shaft. It twitched in my grip.

“You’ve been hard since I walked in, haven’t you?” I whispered.

He nodded.

“Since I bent to pick up that coaster. You looked up my skirt.”

He exhaled.

And I spat into my palm.

Rubbed it in slowly — base to tip — until he was slick and throbbing in my fist.



Then I lifted myself. Knees apart. Holding him steady.

And sank down.

Inch. By inch. By inch.

His mouth fell open.

So did mine.

The stretch was gorgeous — full and slow, like something I wasn’t supposed to be taking. I ground my hips down once I bottomed out, until our skin slapped. Until I felt full and stupid and dirty.

I didn’t move.

Not yet.

I leaned down — chest brushing his — and whispered, “Now you’re inside the American girl in the dirndl.”
Then I rocked once.

And watched his soul leave his body.



We fucked like it was borrowed time.

No slow dance now — just my ass grinding into him, bouncing, clapping. His hands gripped my waist. His moans were broken German and helpless English. I rode him with abandon — dirndl skirt flying, my blouse half off, my hair falling across his chest as I pressed my forehead to his and just... took.

The bed creaked.

I came again. Soaked him.

And he was still rock-hard.

I slid off.

He sat up.

And before I could catch my breath, he pushed me back — flipped me over like I was nothing but a toy in his arms — and pressed the tip against me again from behind.

His voice was low now. Guttural.

“Not done.”

And he slid back in.


Chapter 27: Face Down, Still Dressed

The sheets smelled like old cologne and something faintly herbal. My face was pressed into them — cheek smudged, breath shallow — as he spread me gently across the mattress. I could still feel my cunt clenching from the last round, swollen and hot, leaving a slick trail between my thighs.

The room was quiet.

Except for the sound of his palm on my ass.

He parted my cheeks slowly. My dirndl skirt was bunched at my waist, blouse pushed halfway off one shoulder. I looked like a woman who’d been danced through a beer hall and then bent over like a prize.

And I was.



He slid two fingers in first — slow, testing.

“Still soaked,” he murmured.

I didn’t answer. Just whimpered into the pillow.

Then I felt him line up again.

That same thick cock, firm and ready, pushing at my entrance.

I gripped the sheets.

“Do it,” I whispered.

And he did.



One long thrust — slow, deep — spreading me again like it was the first time.

He bottomed out with a low grunt, his hips flush against my ass. I gasped.

Then he pulled back.

And fucked me.

Hard.

The rhythm was raw. Skin on skin. Balls slapping. His thighs hitting mine, over and over, the bed groaning beneath us. My dirndl flared like a dirty flag, and I could feel every inch of him sliding in and out, wet, tight, perfect.

I moaned low and constant — almost purring — and each thrust punched little gasps out of me.

“Uhhn—uhh—fuck—yes—”



And then it happened.

Mid-thrust.

A loud, shameless fart escaped me — quick and clapping, echoing off his body as he plunged in.

We both froze.

Just for a second.

And then he groaned, deeper than before, and thrust harder — like the sound had tipped him over the edge of restraint.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he muttered into my back.

I blushed. Moaned again.

But I didn’t apologize.

I just gripped the sheets tighter.

And pushed back.



From there, it was all noise and movement.

His breath stuttering. My whimpers muffled into the mattress. The wet, obscene rhythm of cock against cunt, of thrusts landing faster, deeper, sloppier.

He grabbed my hair and pulled — just a little — forcing me to lift my head.

“Let me hear you,” he said, panting.

I didn’t speak.

I just moaned — open, aching, wrecked — as he fucked me faster.

I could feel him swelling inside me.

Could feel the way his hands shook now on my hips.

Could feel that deep, guttural grunt building in his chest.

And then—

With a final, brutal slam, he shouted into my neck and came — thick, hard, twitching inside me, flooding me full.

I came again with him.

My whole body shuddered.



We stayed like that.

Breathing.

Still joined.

My cunt dripping.

His arms wrapped around my middle now, the dirndl still bunched at my waist like the world had stopped at the peak of pleasure.

And for a moment, it had.


Chapter 28: Shower and Silence

He was still inside me when he whispered, “Wanna shower?”

I felt his breath graze my ear, thick with heat. He was softening now, spent for the moment — but the way his arms wrapped around my waist, the way he stayed buried in me a second longer before slipping out, made it clear: we weren’t done.

I nodded.

Didn’t speak.

Just reached down, tugged the dirndl down over my hips, and stood up on shaky legs. His cum trickled slowly down my thigh — warm, slick, unmistakable. I didn’t wipe it. I didn’t even flinch. Just walked toward the bathroom, barefoot, blouse undone, pussy flushed and open.

He followed me.



The bathroom was warm. Dim yellow light. Fogged mirror. Clean towels stacked neatly on a stool.

I reached back and unzipped the dress.

It slipped off like wet silk, pooling at my feet.

No bra. No panties.

I stood there in the nude — skin kissed red from sex, nipples tight from the air, legs glistening from where he’d filled me. I stepped into the shower without a word.

He came in behind me.



Hot water poured over us.

It hit my back, then his chest. He reached for the soap, but I took it from him, slowly lathering it in my hands — and then sliding that lather across his shoulders, down his arms, across his chest.

His eyes never left mine.

I washed him like I owned him.

And when I turned around, letting the water run through my hair, he moved behind me — arms wrapping around my waist, cock brushing my ass.

Still soft.

But not for long.



I leaned into him, my back against his chest, water rushing down our bodies.

He kissed my shoulder.

Bit the skin gently.

I could feel him swelling between my cheeks, slowly, insistently.

And then he bent his knees, lined up behind me, and pushed in — again.



This time, it was slower. Wet. Slippery with water and leftover arousal.

I moaned, forehead resting against the glass door, his hands gripping my hips with renewed hunger.

He started thrusting — careful at first, then deeper, more determined. His cock moved inside me with a rhythm that built slowly, confidently, until the sound of water was mixed with the low slap of our bodies meeting again and again.

I grunted. Soft, sharp.

His breath grew ragged.

He reached around and found my clit — rubbing it with those same fingers that had spread me apart earlier. I arched my back, and he groaned into my neck.



“Fuck,” he whispered. “You’re perfect like this.”

I whimpered.

“Say it again,” I moaned.

“You’re perfect. This cunt. Your body. The way you fuck.”

His voice was breaking now. Hips slamming faster. Water splashing louder.

I came hard — moaning into the fogged glass, hips bucking, my legs trembling.

He came seconds later, deep inside me once more, arms tightening around my middle like he didn’t want to fall.

We stood like that for a long time.

Dripping.

Pressed together.

Steam rising.



He dried me with a towel, slow and reverent — like unwrapping something fragile.

We didn’t speak.

Just moved quietly, walking back to his bed, still damp, still warm.

He lay down first.

I followed — curling beside him, chest to his side, head on his shoulder. The window was cracked open just enough to let the Oktoberfest air drift in. Somewhere far off, someone was still playing music. A faint accordion.



“You okay?” he asked.

I nodded.

He stroked my hair.

“You surprised me,” he said. “I thought you’d just… thank me and leave.”

I laughed softly, still breathing deep. “I thought I would too.”

Silence stretched between us.

Not awkward. Just real.

His fingers found mine under the sheet. Interlaced.

“California, huh?” he murmured. “You ever gonna tell me your name?”

I didn’t answer.

Just kissed his chest once — soft and full of something I wasn’t ready to name.

Then closed my eyes.


Chapter 29: The Goodbye Glaze

The light coming through the curtains was thin and gray. Early morning. Not golden enough to feel safe, not dark enough to hide.

I blinked once. Then bolted upright.

Shit.

The clock beside the bed blinked something like 6:13 AM. My flight was in four hours. My husband would wake soon. Or worse — he was already awake.

I sat at the edge of the bed, heart pounding. My hair was still damp. My thighs sticky, sore, swollen. My dirndl lay in a quiet heap on the floor — looking both innocent and entirely guilty. Like a costume that had seen too much.

He stirred behind me.

“Hey,” came his voice, husky with sleep and sex. “You’re leaving?”

I turned slightly. He was lying on his side, shirtless, covers down to his waist, hair mussed. He looked so young suddenly. Like the sweetness had returned after the storm of his thrusts.

“Yeah,” I whispered. “Should’ve left an hour ago.”

He sat up. Rested his elbows on his knees.

Silence.

Then — “Will you meet me again?”

I looked at him.

His eyes weren’t demanding. Just hoping.

“I can’t promise,” I said.

He nodded. Bit his lip. Looked down.

“I’ll be in the same beer hall tonight,” he said softly. “Same table, probably. If you come… even just to look at me… I’d like that.”

I swallowed.

“My husband will be with me.”

He smiled. Not surprised.

“Doesn’t matter,” he said. “Even if we don’t talk. Just to see you again.”

I leaned in.

Kissed him. Soft. Slow. No tongue. Just breath and lips.

Then I stood.



I didn’t shower again. Just wiped myself gently, pulled on fresh panties, slid the dirndl back up my legs, re-laced the bodice with slightly trembling fingers. My hair was still damp. My heels made small, sharp taps on the wooden floor as I walked toward the door.

He was still watching me from the bed. Blanketed in cum and memory.

I didn’t turn around.

Just whispered, “Bye.”

And slipped out.



The hotel hallway was silent.

The lift took forever.

Each step toward my room made my heart beat a little louder, like it was testing how far the night had followed me.

I slid the keycard in.

And stepped in.



My husband was still in bed — one leg over the sheet, breathing slow, mouth slightly open.

He stirred just as I kicked off my heels.

“Where were you?” he mumbled.

“Got some air,” I said softly, slipping under the blanket. “Was too stuffy in here.”

He nodded, still half-asleep.

Pulled me closer.

And just like that, I was folded into his arms — cum still leaking inside me, skin still carrying the echo of another man’s grip.

I closed my eyes.

Heart still pounding.

Wondering if I’d end up at that beer hall again.

Wondering what he’d do if he saw me.

Just wondering…


Chapter 30: The Same Table, Different Stakes

“I think we should go again,” I said, tying my hair loosely above my nape.

My husband looked up from brushing his teeth. “Hmm?”

“The beer hall,” I said, as casually as I could manage. “It’s Oktoberfest — we’re not flying until tomorrow night. Might as well soak it all in.”

He shrugged, still groggy. “Sure. If you’re up for it.”

I smiled. “Always.”



We took our time dressing.

I slipped into the same dirndl — not for tradition, but precision. Bodice tight. Blouse ironed. That midi skirt brushing just above the knees, like it held secrets in its pleats. My thighs were sore in that satisfying way — the kind that makes a woman move slower, with purpose.

We walked hand in hand, past street musicians, bratwurst stalls, and the lingering sweetness of malt in the evening air. But my heart was doing something my lips wouldn’t admit.

It was scanning.

Looking for him.



And then I saw him.

Same corner. Same bench.

Only now he looked... different.

More solid. More present somehow. Like something real I’d once made up in a dream. His hair was brushed. A stein in his hand. But those eyes — they were searching too. And they found me.

I felt it.

A single second. A dart of recognition between two people carrying a night inside them.



He stood.

Walked toward us.

I clutched my husband's arm and gave a small, surprised smile. “Oh, that’s him! The guy from the other night — remember? The one who helped us back to the hotel when you were too far gone?”

My husband turned, squinting.

The man smiled, easy, calm. “Hey,” he said, voice low, polite. “Didn’t expect to see you both again.”

I watched them shake hands. My skin was burning.

“Thanks again, man,” my husband said. “Seriously. I blacked out the moment we left the bar.”

The man chuckled. “No worries. Happens. You’re good.”

My husband laughed. “More than ever.”

And I blushed. Not for the lie — but for how good it felt to watch them speak. One oblivious. One knowing.



We all sat together.

Same table.

Same noise all around — music, glass, cheer — but this time, I wasn’t drinking beer.

I was drinking energy.

That charged, unspeakable kind. The kind that dances under the surface of polite words and innocent glances.

He asked my husband about our trip.

My husband answered easily — warm, open. Told stories. Shared laughs.

And I listened.

But I wasn’t really hearing.

I was watching the man who’d fucked me from behind that morning in a shower, his fingers still memorized on my clit, his mouth still wet from my thighs.

He barely looked at me.

But that was the real tell, wasn’t it?

His hand grazed the table, fingers brushing near mine as if by accident. And when our knees bumped under the tablecloth, he didn’t move.

Neither did I.



Later, as my husband stepped away to get another round, I finally looked at him — really looked.

“I didn’t think you’d talk to him,” I whispered.

He shrugged, soft. “I told you. Even just seeing you again…”

I leaned forward.

“You’ve been in my head all day.”

“I know,” he said.

And I smiled — a soft, guilty, wild little smile — as my husband returned with two steins and a giant pretzel, ready to toast a night he’d never understand.

Chapter 31: The Bathroom Mirror

The music was louder now. Some Bavarian stomp-thump, full of horns and laughter. My husband was half a stein in, talking to a couple from Brussels about airline delays. He didn’t notice when I leaned in, touched his shoulder, and whispered, “I need to pee.”

“Okay, love,” he murmured, eyes still on his beer.

I stood.

The dirndl clung to me like memory.

I weaved through the bodies, head slightly down, past the bar, toward the back corridor where the restrooms were — wood-paneled walls, overhead lanterns, and a corner turn into a narrow hallway that smelled faintly of hops and warm skin.

I didn’t go inside.

I waited.

Heart pounding.

One breath… two… three…

Then I heard his steps.



He didn’t say anything.

He just turned the corner, saw me waiting against the wall, skirt shifting with my breath — and grabbed me.

Pulled me hard against his chest. His mouth was on mine before I could exhale. Tongue. Teeth. His hands already sliding under the dirndl, lifting it, gripping my ass like he hadn’t come twice inside me already.

I kissed him back — wet, open, filthy — like I’d starved all day for it.



The hallway was empty.

A single overhead bulb buzzed.

No time. No words.

He spun me toward the wall. My palms hit the cool mirror.

I looked up and saw myself: flushed, wanting, mouth parted. My dirndl hiked, white panties tugged down.

He was already unzipping.

“Fast,” I breathed. “Fuck me fast.”



He did.

Pressed the head in and slammed home — one thick, brutal thrust that made me gasp against the glass.

No warmup.

No easing in.

Just raw, wet, need.

My breath fogged the mirror instantly. My moans were soft and panicked, timed with each slap of his hips into my ass. His hand over my mouth. His other on my waist, pulling me into every savage thrust.

I could feel it.

His cock — thick, hard again, drilling into me with zero care for anything but depth.

He grunted into my ear, filthy, low.

“That little skirt… you wore it for me.”

My whimper was a yes.

He went harder.



I stared at myself.

Watched my tits bounce inside the bodice.

Watched the flush creep up my throat.

Watched the fucked-out mess I’d become — a tourist wife, bent over in a beer hall hallway, getting railed like a secret he needed to forget.

I came silently — thighs locking, eyes wide, breath shaking against the mirror.

He came seconds later.

Buried deep.

Holding me so tight I thought I might cry.



We stood there.

His cum sliding down my leg again.

Our foreheads touching the glass.

Still panting.



Then I fixed myself. Wiped the corners of my mouth. Adjusted my skirt. No panties this time — they were too wet. I left them in the trash.

He tucked himself in.

Didn’t kiss me.

Just looked at me, eyes loaded.

And said:

“You were right.”

I blinked. “About what?”

“That night wasn’t a mistake.”

Then he walked out.

And I followed two minutes later — sore, soaked, and more turned on than ever.


Chapter 32: Beer, Breath, and Pretend

I splashed water on my face in the women’s room, rubbing gently around my flushed cheeks, careful not to smudge my mascara. My thighs were still sticky — Matthias hadn’t pulled out. He’d emptied inside me again, and I hadn’t stopped him.

I didn’t want to.

I’d used a bit of tissue to dab, but not too much. The rest — the heat, the slick, the shame — I carried with me. Like perfume. Like proof.

I checked myself once in the mirror.

Hair: slightly tousled.

Lips: still swollen.

Eyes: dilated.

But it would pass.

I adjusted the dirndl, smoothed the skirt down — pretending it wasn’t hiding a cunt stretched, used, and full of another man’s cum.

And I walked back.



The beer hall was louder now. Music thumping. The crowd thicker. But the table — our table — was the same.

And they were both there.

Matthias was seated next to my husband, stein in hand, his posture relaxed. Smiling like a man who’d just fucked me senseless against a mirror.

I nearly tripped on the air.

“Hey,” my husband said, glancing up. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I smiled, settling beside him. “Long line.”

Matthias met my eyes just for a second.

I smiled at him too — soft, private.

Like a woman who had no idea her pussy was still leaking his cum.



“You know,” my husband said, turning toward him, “you’re actually pretty damn cool, man. Like... you’re not just the ‘Oktoberfest dude who helped me walk.’ You’ve got a good vibe.”

Matthias chuckled, modest. “Thanks. I try.”

My husband raised his glass. “You should keep in touch. Seriously. You’re interesting as a person.”

I blinked.

That word — interesting — hit deep in a place that was still pulsing from earlier.

I looked at Matthias.

Smiled sweetly.

Added, “Yeah. You should.”

Matthias looked at me — eyes unreadable.

Then turned back to my husband.

“Sure,” he said softly. “I would.”



We sat like that for a while.

Drinking. Talking.

My husband had no idea that the man beside him had been balls-deep inside his wife just minutes ago. That I was sitting there, thighs closed tight, feeling the wet mess of that moment seeping deeper into the cotton of my dirndl skirt.

Matthias never touched me again that night.

But he didn’t need to.

I could still feel him.

In my cunt.

In my mouth.

In the base of my spine.



As we stood to leave, my husband slapped Matthias on the back. “You’re a real one, man. Hope we cross paths again.”

Matthias nodded. “So do I.”

I leaned in and hugged him lightly — arms polite, breath warm on his neck.

He whispered, “Still dripping?”

I didn’t answer.

I just kissed his cheek.

And walked away.


Chapter 33: Hotel Heat

We got back just past midnight.

The hotel lobby was hushed, half-lit, a faint floral scent curling through the cool air. My heels clicked softly on the marble as we walked in — my husband ahead, drunk but steady, our room key already in hand.

I was quiet.

Still carrying Matthias’s cum deep inside me.

Still wet.

Still sore.

Still tingling.



He unlocked the door, tossed his jacket on the chair, and dropped onto the bed with a grunt.

“That was a fun night,” he said, stretching. “I think we made a new friend.”

I smiled faintly. “We did.”

I peeled off the dirndl slowly in the bathroom. The bodice slid down, the skirt peeled wetly off my thighs. I stood there in just my panties — soaked, sticking — and thought about Matthias’s cock, thick and full, plunging into me in that bathroom hallway.

I didn’t wash.

Not yet.

Instead, I slipped into one of the hotel’s white robes. Loose. Soft. My hair still held the faintest scent of his aftershave.



He was lying back, watching TV now — a muted German sitcom, nothing really catching his eye. His shirt was half open. He looked up as I stepped out of the bathroom.

“You look… soft,” he said.

I smiled. “Soft?”

He beckoned me with a finger.

I walked over slowly, hips heavy.

“Come here,” he murmured. “You looked so beautiful tonight.”

I straddled him gently, robe parting slightly at the thighs.

He kissed me — open, needy — and his hands slid beneath the fabric, cupping my breasts, kneading them like he hadn’t touched me in weeks.

His fingers trailed lower.

Between my legs.

Paused.

“God,” he whispered. “You’re soaked.”

I nodded. Bit my lip. Said nothing.

His fingers stroked me — slow, confused.

Then slipped in.

The look on his face changed. A softness, then… confusion.

“This wet?” he whispered. “From earlier?”

I kissed him, hard, silencing the thought.

“Yeah,” I lied.

“Still turned on?”

I nodded.

He moaned. “Fuck, I love it when you’re like this.”



He rolled me onto my back, robe wide open now, body fully exposed.

His mouth moved down my chest, between my breasts, over my stomach — and then paused at my thighs. He inhaled once. Hesitated.

Then kissed me.

Right on the lips of my cunt.

I gasped.

Because Matthias was still there.



He licked again — softly. Slower.

I spread my legs.

Let him taste it all.

His tongue flicked gently, lovingly, cluelessly — as if he were exploring the heat of a woman he had finally reawakened.

But really, he was just tasting someone else’s orgasm.

I moaned.

Louder than usual.

Because the shame and pleasure mixed into something filthy.

He slid up and kissed me.

His lips glossy. His cock hard.

He whispered, “I want to fuck you.”

I pulled him in.

And he entered me — slowly, lovingly — and began to move.



And as he did, I stared at the ceiling.

Half of me there…

The other half…

Still bent over that mirror.


Chapter 34: The Airport Call

The airport was bustling. The lights overhead flickered with that sterile hum, and people walked in and out, rushing to gates or looking for last-minute souvenirs. My husband, still in a jovial mood from the beer hall, kept an arm around my waist, pulling me closer as we stood by the check-in desk.

I was quieter now. Too many thoughts swirling — some of them still clinging to Matthias, others to the intoxicating tension that wrapped itself around me like a secret I’d been keeping too long.



My phone buzzed.

I didn’t need to check it.

Matthias.

I turned to my husband, already smiling. “I need to make a quick call. Be right back.”

He nodded, still scanning the departure board.



I stepped a few paces away, tucked myself into a corner near the window, and answered.

“Hey,” I whispered. My heart raced. "You’re at the airport?"

“Waiting for you to call,” Matthias replied, his voice low. “I’ve been thinking about you.”

I closed my eyes. His words always had that effect — a soft, irresistible pull. "I couldn’t stop thinking about last night."

“I couldn’t stop either,” he said. “You were so perfect. So fucking hot. I want to hear your voice more often.”

I took a breath, trying to keep my composure. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” he murmured. "You’re not done with me yet, are you?"



I took the phone and walked back to my husband, who was busy checking our flight status.

“Hey, honey, Matthias wants to talk to you,” I said, handing him the phone with a smile.

My husband looked confused, but accepted the phone with a casual, “Sure, let’s see what he’s up to.”

Matthias was quick to respond, his tone friendly. “Hey, man, good to see you both. I just wanted to say, if you ever need a tour guide in Munich, I’m your guy. Let me know!”

They spoke for a few moments, my husband laughing along, completely unaware of the layers beneath their conversation. Matthias spoke with his usual calm charm — easy, jovial.



Then, as my husband handed the phone back, Matthias’s voice dropped a notch. His words changed.

“Don’t forget about me,” he whispered. “I’ll make sure you remember everything I taught you. The taste of me. The feel of my cock in your cunt. Every time your husband fucks you, you’ll think of me.”

My pulse quickened, my breath caught. Heat spread through my body, my pussy clenching in anticipation.

I bit my lip. "Hold on," I said, trying to steady myself. "I’m getting another call."



I clicked the button to switch to the incoming call.

It was him. The first lover. The one who’d first awakened this craving in me.

His voice was familiar, but it had that dangerous edge. "I was thinking about you again. Let’s finish what we started."

I squeezed my eyes shut, already feeling that pull, remembering his body on mine. But I couldn’t.

“Fuck off,” I said, my voice cool, detached. “I’m done with you.”



I switched back to Matthias, heart pounding, a slow smile curling at the edge of my lips.

“I’ll cherish you,” I said softly. “And what we shared. It’ll stay with me.”

There was a pause. I could almost hear the smirk in his voice when he responded.

“I’m glad to hear that,” Matthias said, his tone thick with satisfaction. “I’ll be waiting. Don’t forget me.”



I ended the call and slipped the phone back into my purse, glancing back at my husband, who was still lost in his phone.

“Ready to go?” he asked, not missing a beat.

I smiled at him, heart still racing. “Yeah.”

As we walked toward the gate, I kissed him on the cheek, a soft, familiar kiss. But inside, I was already thinking of the next time. Of Matthias.

__________________________  The End _____________________________________
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