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Dressed to Impress with her Chest for Oktoberfest

The dirndl was worse than Brooke had imagined. Far, far worse.

"You can't be serious," she whispered, staring at her reflection in the staff room mirror. She felt like the pink fabric of the traditional German dress hugged her curves in all the wrong places—or the right places, she thought, depending on one's perspective. The bodice pushed her breasts up and together, creating a valley of cleavage that seemed to go on forever. The hem of the skirt barely reached mid-thigh, leaving her legs embarrassingly exposed.

Her manager, Greta, clapped her hands enthusiastically behind her. "Perfect fit! The customers will love it!"

Brooke tugged desperately at the neckline, trying to cover more of her chest. The fabric wouldn't budge. "It's just… it's quite revealing, isn't it?"

Greta laughed, the sound echoing off the staff room walls. "That is the point, liebling! This is Oktoberfest! The men come for the beer, but they stay for the pretty beer maids." She adjusted Brooke's white blouse beneath the bodice, somehow making the neckline plunge even lower. "Trust me, the American tourists don’t realise that staff get a proper wage here. They’ll be throwing tips at you. You'll see that it’s worth it."

Heat crawled up Brooke's neck and settled in her cheeks. She'd known the traditional outfit would be somewhat revealing—she'd seen photos of Oktoberfest before—but this particular dirndl seemed designed specifically to mortify her. The other girls working the beer tent would be wearing similar outfits, but somehow that knowledge provided little comfort.

"Do I really have to wear this every day of the festival?" Brooke asked, her voice small.

"For two whole weeks," Greta confirmed with a wink. "Now, let me show you how to tie the apron."

Brooke stood still as Greta fussed with the white apron, explaining how the bow position indicated relationship status. Tying it to the left meant single, right meant taken, centre meant virgin, and back meant widowed. Brooke barely registered the information, too busy imagining Jason's reaction when he saw her in this getup.

Jason. Oh God. He'd promised to visit her at the beer tent tomorrow night, and the thought was already making her stomach twist into knots. They'd become close during their exchange programme—studying together, exploring the city, sharing late-night conversations about home and their futures. Somewhere along the way, her feelings had deepened into something more than friendship, though she'd never found the courage to tell him.

And now he would be seeing her like… this—practically spilling out of her top, her legs exposed, looking like some sort of parodic beer-serving fantasy. Would he think she enjoyed dressing this way? Would he laugh? Or worse still… would he look at her the way the other men surely would, with that hungry expression she'd seen directed at other barmaids decked out in traditional tracht?

"Turn around, let me see," Greta instructed, spinning Brooke to face her. She nodded approvingly. "Beautiful! Those blonde plaits are perfect with this look. Very traditional."

Brooke touched one of her braids self-consciously. She'd plaited her hair this morning thinking it would be practical for work, not realising it would complete the "sexy German beer maid" aesthetic so perfectly.

"I don't know if I can do this," she admitted, her voice barely audible.

Greta's expression softened slightly. "Everyone feels shy at first. But after one day, you'll see—it's fun! The atmosphere is exciting, the music is good, and the tips from the foreigners…" She rubbed her thumb and fingers together with a grin.

That was the problem, wasn't it? Brooke needed this job. Her exchange programme stipend barely covered her rent, and her parents couldn't afford to send her much extra. She’d heard that two weeks of Oktoberfest work could earn her more than two months of regular shifts.

She took a deep breath and nodded. "Alright. I'll manage."

"That's the spirit!" Greta set up half a dozen steins in front of her. "Now, let's see how well you handle the volume! Can you carry these in one go without spilling?"

As Brooke jostled the stein handles into an arrangement her small hands could manage, trying to keep her mind on the task rather than her exposed skin, her phone buzzed from her bag in the corner. She'd check it later, but she already knew who it would be. Jason always texted around this time, usually either to share some silly observation about his day or to make plans.

What would he think when he saw her tomorrow night? The question alone made her hands tremble, nearly upsetting the delicate balance of glass and beer. She steadied herself, forcing a smile that didn't reach her eyes.

Two weeks. She just had to survive two weeks of mortification. And maybe, just maybe, find a way to look Jason in the eyes instead of staring at the floor when he inevitably saw her in this humiliating outfit.

∞∞∞

That evening was her first shift at the festival. And it hit Brooke like a freight train.

"Drei Maß, bitte!" A middle-aged man in lederhosen called out, his voice barely audible over the brass band playing in the corner of their tent. His eyes never quite made it to Brooke's face, instead lingering on her exposed cleavage as she approached his table.

"Right away," she managed in the most colloquial German she could manage, trying to keep her voice steady despite the heat creeping up her neck.

The beer tent was packed to the rafters. Hundreds of people—locals and tourists alike—sat shoulder to shoulder at long wooden tables, singing along to traditional German drinking songs between gulps from their massive beer steins. The dedication with which the locals so regularly paused their conversations when prompted by the band to sing as one Ein Prosit der Gemütlichkeit—A Toast to Good Health—was oddly impressive. Though it didn’t take Brooke long to realise that the clockwork nature of the tradition was quite brazenly designed to get beer down throats as quickly as possible.

The air was thick with the smell of hops, pretzels, and pork. Brooke squeezed between tightly packed bodies, carrying half a dozen heavy steins or glass Maßkrugs close to her chest as she went. The more experienced beer maids could somehow manage that many per hand—and make it look effortless—but Brooke didn’t even entertain the idea of developing that skill within the next two weeks.

Every time she leaned forward to place an order of drinks on a table, she could feel the assembled eyes boring into her exposed neckline. The damned pink dirndl felt even more revealing now that she was in public, the bodice seeming to tighten with each passing hour. She worried that even more eyes would be on her from behind, but she still hadn’t built up the courage to confirm that suspicion just yet.

"Whoa, careful there, sweetheart," a man with an American accent said as she set down his beer. His hand brushed against hers, lingering a moment too long.

“Sorry,” she replied instinctively, internally recoiling at the unnecessary use of the word.

"Say, you're not German, are you? That accent…"

"English," she replied, attempting to step back, but finding herself trapped between his bench and the one behind.

"English! Well, I'll be damned. What's a pretty English girl doing serving beer in Germany?" He grinned up at her, his eyes making a slow return journey from her face down to her chest and back again.

"Studying," Brooke said curtly, finally managing to extricate herself from the tight space.

"Wait, wait," the American called after her, fumbling with his wallet. He pulled out a twenty euro note and pressed it into her hand. "For your excellent service."

Brooke stared at the money in confusion for a moment. The table had a tab going, but maybe this guy was settling up early. His Maß on its own cost €12, so she began fishing for change in the purse at her waist.

"No, no" he stopped her. “Not for the beer, honey, for you! Consider it appreciation for the view." He punctuated his generosity with a wink that turned her stomach.

Mortification washed over her as she slipped the money into the small pocket of her apron rather than the purse. She'd just been given a twenty euro tip for… what? Simply existing in this ridiculous outfit?

It was her first real-world example of what Greta had told her would happen. She hadn’t quite believed it until now. But if any doubt still lingered, it would be dispelled entirely over the remainder of that first shift.

As the day wore on, the scene repeated itself with variations. A group of American businessmen ordered a round of beers, then insisted she join them for a photo, positioning her between them with their hands hovering dangerously close to her waist. They each tipped her generously afterward.

"Told you," Monika, another beer maid, whispered as they refilled Maßkrugs at the bar. "Those Americans must think we're working for tips like they do in the States. They either have no idea we're actually paid properly or they don’t care enough to adjust their habits."

"It feels… wrong somehow," Brooke admitted, even as she counted the small fortune accumulating in her apron pocket.

Monika laughed. "Wrong to be paid extra for work we'd be doing anyway? Look, if they want to throw money at us for wearing these silly outfits and smiling, I say let them."

A boisterous cheer erupted from a table of Italian tourists as another maid delivered their drinks. One of them made a comment in Italian that Brooke couldn't understand, but the lewd hand gesture that accompanied it needed no translation.

"Hey, English girl!" someone called from across the tent. "Another round over here!"

Brooke sighed and plastered on a smile, grabbing four of the waiting glasses. Six more hours to go.

∞∞∞

By the end of her shift, her feet were throbbing, her back ached, and her cheeks hurt from forcing smiles. But her apron pocket was stuffed with notes—more money than she'd make in a week in normal times.

"Not so bad, oder?" Greta asked, counting out the register as the staff cleaned up around her.

Brooke hesitated. The constant ogling and occasional "accidental" brushes against her body had been humiliating. But the money… "I suppose not," she admitted.

"And tomorrow will be even busier," Greta continued cheerfully. "Saturday is always the busiest day. And your friend is coming, yes? The handsome one you're always talking about?"

Brooke's stomach dropped. Jason. With everything that had happened today, she'd almost forgotten he was planning to visit tomorrow night. The thought of him seeing her like this—being pawed at by drunk tourists, her body on display, and… allowing it all to happen just because the tips were good enough—made her want to crawl under a table and disappear.

"Maybe I could wear or regular uniform tomorrow?" she suggested hopefully. "I’d be more efficient—"

"Absolutely not," Greta cut her off. "The traditional look is part of our tent's appeal. Besides," she added with a knowing smile, "don't you want to impress your friend? Men love the dirndl. You saw that today."

That was precisely what Brooke was afraid of. She didn't want Jason to look at her the way these other men had—as if she were just a body, an object for their entertainment. She wanted him to see her.

As she changed back into her street clothes in the staff room, her phone buzzed with a text. Her heart skipped when she saw Jason's name on the screen.

“Can't wait to see you in action tomorrow night! Should I bring anything?”

Brooke stared at the message, unsure how to respond. What could she say? "Bring a blanket to cover me up"? "Bring blinders so you don't see how exposed I am"?

She typed out a simple reply: “Just yourself. It's quite busy here.”

Slipping her phone into her pocket, Brooke gathered her things and headed for the exit. Despite her exhaustion and lingering embarrassment, a small part of her couldn't help but wonder. How would Jason react when he saw her in that dirndl? Would he be just like the other men?

The thought followed her all the way home, along with the uncomfortable awareness that, despite her mortification, a tiny, secret part of her was curious to find out.

∞∞∞

Morning arrived far too quickly. Brooke stared at the pink dirndl hanging on her wardrobe door, her stomach already in knots. She'd slept fitfully, dreams plagued by faceless men and their wandering hands, interspersed with images of Jason's reaction when he would see her that evening. With reluctance, she slipped the outfit on again, the bodice somehow feeling even tighter than yesterday.

The second day of the beerfest was indeed busier, just as Greta had warned. By midday, the tent was heaving with tourists and locals alike, the band playing at full volume as beer flowed freely. Brooke weaved between tables, delivering Maß after Maß, increasingly aware of the eyes that followed her movements.

"Hey, English girl!" A voice called from a table of businessmen she'd served yesterday. "We were hoping you'd be back!"

She approached their table, arms laden with steins. "Good afternoon, gentlemen. Enjoying the festival?"

The man who'd called her over—middle-aged with greying temples and an expensive watch—grinned broadly. "Even more now that you're here. What's your name, sweetheart?"

"Brooke," she replied, setting down their beers carefully.

"Beautiful name for a beautiful girl," he said. His gaze lingering on her chest. She’d already become used to it. Half the men she served—and all the men she spoke to—stared, whether they tried to hide it or not. "I'm Richard. From Chicago."

His friends chuckled, elbowing each other as they watched the exchange. Brooke felt her cheeks begin to flush, but instead of backing away as she would have yesterday, she found herself smiling back, the memory of yesterday's tips still fresh in her mind.

"Well, enjoy your beer, Richard from Chicago," she said, surprised by the flirtatious lilt that had crept into her voice.

"Wait," Richard called, reaching for his wallet. He pulled out a fifty euro note and held it out to her. "For making our day brighter."

Brooke accepted it with a small curtsy, not quite sure whether she had intended in doing so to proffer her cleavage more directly to Richard from Chicago… of if that had just been a happy accident. "Danke schön," she said, holding her smile.

As she turned to leave, she felt a hand brush against her waist. Yesterday, she would have jumped away. Today, she pretended not to notice, the weight of the fifty euros in her pocket somehow balancing out the discomfort.

The pattern continued throughout the afternoon. Like yesterday, a group of men—seemingly on a stag—asked to take selfies with her. Unlike yesterday, their hands didn’t hover. They rested low on her hips. A bench celebrating a birthday convinced her to join them in a toast, cheering as she took a small sip of beer. Each interaction came with generous tips, and with each note tucked into her apron, Brooke found it easier to laugh off the suggestive comments and tolerate the "accidental" touches.

"You're getting the hang of it," Monika observed during a rare quiet moment at the bar. "The shy act works for you. These idiots love thinking they're special enough to make you blush."

"I'm not acting," Brooke protested, though even she wasn't entirely convinced anymore. There was something almost… exhilarating about the attention, despite the mortification that still burned beneath her skin. The power to make grown men empty their wallets with just a smile and a strategically timed toss of a braid was intoxicating in its own strange way.

"Sure, honey," Monika winked. "Just remember, you control the game. They might think they do, but we know better."

Control. Was that what this was about? Brooke mulled over the word as she collected another table’s beers. Maybe there was a certain control in… what? Choosing to put up with the objectification for the sake of profit? Or maybe she was just trying to rationalise, to make excuses for exhibiting behaviour she'd have looked down on only a day ago.

"Well, hello again."

The accent pulled her from her thoughts. Richard from Chicago sat at a different table now, separated from his friends. He patted the bench beside him. "Take a break. Join me for a minute."

Brooke glanced toward the bar. Greta was busy filling glasses, ready to be ferried away and replaced just as quickly. She wouldn't notice a brief chat. Against her better judgment, Brooke slid onto the bench, careful to keep some distance between the two of them.

"You know, I've been to Oktoberfest five times, and I've never seen a beer maid as pretty as you," Richard said, his voice lowered as if sharing a secret. "Especially not an English one."

"Thank you," Brooke replied, fighting the urge to roll her eyes. "It's my first time working the festival."

"I could tell. You've got this… innocence about you. It's refreshing." His hand moved to rest on the bench behind her, not quite touching but close enough that she could feel his presence. "I'm in Munich on business for the next week. Maybe we could get dinner sometime? Somewhere nicer than this tent?"

The suggestion caught her off guard. "Oh, I—I don't think—"

"Just dinner," he insisted. "No strings attached. Unless you want them." He winked, sliding closer until their thighs touched.

Brooke shifted uncomfortably. This was venturing beyond the harmless flirtation she'd been tolerating. "I should get back to work," she said, starting to rise.

"Wait," Richard said, grasping her wrist gently. He reached into his pocket and pulled out another fifty euro note. "For delaying you from your work."

Brooke hesitated, her eyes fixed on the crisp bill. Just for sitting with him for a minute.

"I couldn't—" she started, but her hand was already reaching for the money.

"Please," he insisted, pressing it into her palm. "I'm enjoying your company."

The note felt substantial—unnaturally weighty—between her fingers. She tucked it into her apron pocket, feeling a strange mix of shame and excitement flutter in her stomach. This wasn't just innocent flirtation anymore, was it? She was accepting money for… what exactly? Not for just sitting with him. For letting him look at her? For allowing him indulgence of imagining something more? The line felt blurry, dangerous.

"Thank you," she said softly, and to her own surprise, she didn't immediately stand up.

Richard smiled, clearly pleased with himself. "So, about that dinner…"

"I… really should get back to work," Brooke said, but she allowed her voice to sound regretful. "Greta will notice if I'm gone too long."

"Then I'll just have to order more beer, won't I?" His eyes twinkled with amusement. "Keep you coming back to my table."

She should have been repulsed. He was old enough to be her father. But the thrill of the game—because that's what it had become—was oddly exhilarating. This man wanted her attention badly enough to pay for it. And all she had to do was smile, chat a bit, and deliver the drinks she'd be serving anyway.

"I'll be back with your next round soon," she promised, finally standing up. She smoothed down her dirndl and, before she could overthink it, gave him a little curtsy that made her breasts strain against the tight bodice.

Richard's eyes darkened. "I'll be counting the minutes."

For the next hour, Brooke found herself playing a role she'd never imagined—the flirtatious barmaid who knew exactly what effect she had on men. Each time she returned to Richard's table with another beer, she lingered a little longer. She laughed at his jokes, leaned in when he spoke, and let her hand brush against his when passing him his drink.

And each time, without fail, he slipped her another tip. Twenty euro here. Another fifty there. The amounts seemed to be directly proportional to her willingness to engage.

"You're making a killing with that one," Monika whispered as they passed at the bar. "Just be careful. Men like that think they're buying more than conversation."

Brooke nodded, but the warning barely registered. The money in her apron seemed to tug at her, a weighty reminder of the unseemly tactics used to obtain it. But the power she’d felt in executing those tactics… was intoxicating. She'd never experienced anything like it—men had always made her nervous, made her feel small. But here, in this ridiculous pink dirndl, she somehow felt in control.

During her next visit to his table, Richard patted the bench beside him again. "Join me for another minute? No one's watching."

It was true. The tent had grown even more crowded, and Greta was busy at another table dealing with spilled beer and glass shards—the result of an over-enthusiastic Prost. Brooke stood next to him to talk, rather than sitting. But she stood closer than she had before. Close enough that, as he looked up at her, his gaze had to skim her lace-framed chest even as he held eye-contact.

"Tell me about yourself," Richard said, his voice low. "What's a pretty English girl really doing in Munich?"

"I’m on exchange for the year. We call it an Erasmus year here.," she replied. "I’m studying literature."

"Literature," he repeated, as if the word itself was charming. "So you're smart as well as beautiful."

As Brooke described her studies, she felt Richard's hand come to rest lightly on the back of her bare leg, just above her knee. Her words faltered for a moment, but she didn't move away. His touch was warm against her skin, and though a voice in her head screamed that this was completely inappropriate, another voice—one she barely recognised as her own—whispered that it was just a hand on her leg. Nothing scandalous. Nothing worth giving up the game for.

So she continued talking, pretending not to notice as his fingers traced small circles on her skin. It was like a game of chicken, she realised. He was testing how far she'd let him go, and some stubborn part of her refused to be the first to blink.

His hand inched higher, moving up the back of her thigh with agonising slowness. Each centimetre seemed to ask a question. Is this okay? How about this? And this? Her continued conversation was the only answer he needed.

By the time his fingers reached the curve where her thigh met her bottom, Brooke's heart was pounding so hard she was sure the vibration must have been visible in her chest. The tent around them seemed to fade away—the noise, the music, the crowd—all of it reduced to background static as every nerve in her body focused on the warm pressure of his hand.

But it had gone far enough. Further than it should have. She cleared her throat and shifted slightly, angling her body away from his touch. "I should check on my other tables," she said, her voice steady despite the heat in her cheeks.

Richard's hand retreated immediately, but rather than looking disappointed, he smiled—almost proudly. "Of course," he said, reaching for his wallet once more. This time, when he pulled out a note, Brooke's eyes widened. It wasn’t blue or orange this time, but green. She'd never even seen a hundred euro note in real life before, much less possessed one.

"For indulging an old man's fantasies," he said, holding it out to her.

Brooke stared at the bill, conflicting emotions warring within her. This was wrong, wasn't it? Letting a stranger touch her for money? It was degrading, objectifying—everything she'd always stood against.

And yet, in spite of how strange it felt to admit it to herself… she'd never felt so powerful. So in control. She'd decided exactly how far things would go, and he'd respected her boundary the moment she'd established it. This hundred euro wasn't a payment for services rendered; it was tribute. Acknowledgment of her power in this strange dynamic.

Her fingers closed around the bill. "Thank you," she said, tucking it into her apron with the rest of her earnings.

As she walked away, her legs felt slightly unsteady beneath her. What was happening to her? Two days ago, she'd have been horrified at the mere thought of a stranger touching her leg. Now she was accepting money for it and feeling not ashamed, but… exhilarated.

She was seeing a side of herself she'd never known existed. A bolder, more adventurous Brooke who wasn't afraid to use what nature had given her. A Brooke who understood the power of a smile, a touch, a strategically timed laugh.

Was this who she really was beneath the shy, studious exterior? Or was it just a role she was playing, protected by the costume and the festive atmosphere?

A glance at her phone made her stomach drop. Seven o'clock. Jason would be arriving any time now. The thought of him seeing her like this—playing this game with strangers—made her feel suddenly exposed in a way the low-cut dirndl never could.

What would he think of this new Brooke? Would he be disgusted? Disappointed? Or would he look at her the way Richard had—with that hungry appreciation that made her feel both uncomfortable and powerful at once? She wasn't sure which possibility frightened her more.

As Brooke scanned the tent for Jason, a startling realisation dawned on her. The flush in her cheeks wasn't solely from embarrassment. The tingling sensation low in her belly wasn't just anxiety. Her body was responding to these awkward interactions in ways she hadn't anticipated.

She was aroused.

The thought hit her with such force that she nearly dropped the steins she'd just collected. All this time, she'd been focusing on the mortification, on the objectification, on the money—but beneath it all was an undeniable current of excitement. Each lingering gaze, each "accidental" touch, each flirtatious exchange had been stoking a fire within her that she hadn't even recognised until now.

"Brooke? You okay?" Monika asked, nudging her shoulder. "You look like you've seen a ghost."

"I'm fine," she replied automatically, though her voice sounded strange even to her own ears. "Just… thinking."

Thinking about how Richard's hand had felt on the back of her thigh. How her skin had prickled with goosebumps beneath his touch. How, despite her better judgment, a part of her had wanted to see what would happen if she hadn't stepped away.

She delivered a round of beer to a table of German locals, their compliments washing over her as she absentmindedly went through the motions. Her body felt hypersensitive suddenly, aware of every brush against a stranger, every shift of the tight bodice against her breasts.

This wasn't just about the money anymore. And that realisation both terrified and thrilled her.

When she spotted Richard again, he raised his glass in her direction, his eyes conveying a message that was unmistakably carnal. A day ago, she would have averted her gaze, pretended not to see. Now, she held his stare for a beat longer than necessary, offering a small smile before turning away.

She knew nothing could actually happen between them. She had no interest in Richard beyond this strange game they were playing… and its lucrative nature. But the knowledge that she could affect him so powerfully—that she could reduce a seemingly successful, sophisticated man to base desire with nothing more than a look—was almost overwhelming.

And then, through the crowd, she saw him.

Jason stood near the entrance, scanning the tent with an amused expression. He looked good—better than good. He was wearing tracht himself, mid-length lederhosen without the suspenders and a simple white tunic shirt that managed to reveal the contours of his athletic build. His easy confidence seemed to part the crowd as he moved. Several women turned to look as he passed, but his eyes were searching, unaware of the attention.

Searching for her.

Brooke's pulse quickened, her mouth suddenly dry. Her mind returned to that set of questions that had been nagging at her for nearly two days now. What would happen when he finally saw her in this ridiculous outfit? Would he treat her any differently? Would his eyes darken the way Richard's had? The thought sent a jolt through her that was equal parts terror and anticipation.

Before she could decide whether to approach him or hide, his gaze found hers. His expression transformed—surprise, followed by something she couldn't quite name, but which made her stomach flip nonetheless. His eyes widened slightly as they took in her appearance, lingering for just a moment on the generous display of cleavage framed by lace and blonde braids before returning to her face.

He grinned and waved, making his way toward her. Brooke stood frozen, suddenly aware of how she must look—flushed, slightly dishevelled from hours of work, her dirndl clinging to curves she'd normally keep modestly covered.

"Wow," Jason said as he reached her, his voice carrying a note she'd never heard before. "When you said you'd be wearing traditional gear, I didn't realise…”

He gestured vaguely at her outfit, his eyes making another brief journey down and back up that sent heat coursing through her.

"It's ridiculous, I know," she said, tugging self-consciously at the neckline. “Yours looks much better.”

"I wouldn't say that." His smile turned crooked in a way that made her heart stutter. "You look… incredible, actually."

The compliment hung between them, charged with something new and dangerous. This wasn't like the comments from strangers—this was Jason. Her friend. The man she'd harboured feelings for all these months. And now he was looking at her with undisguised appreciation.

"I saved you a seat," she managed, gesturing toward a table near the back where she'd asked Monika to reserve a spot. "If you want to sit down, I'll bring you a Maß. On the house while I finish up."

"Well I can hardly refuse an offer like that! Lead the way," he said, and she could have sworn his gaze dropped to her bare legs as she turned.

As she guided him through the crowded tent, Brooke felt a strange sense of déjà vu. She'd been navigating men's attention all day, playing this coy, flirtatious role. But with Jason, it wasn't a role. The awareness between them felt electric, real in a way none of her other interactions had been.

Could she actually do this? Could she channel this new, bolder version of herself with Jason? The thought was simultaneously terrifying and exhilarating. This wasn't about tips or validation from strangers. This was about something she genuinely wanted—had wanted for months.

"I thought you might prefer somewhere a bit less chaotic while you waited," she explained as they reached a relatively quiet corner of the tent.

Jason settled onto the bench, his eyes never leaving her face. "Definitely. Though I'm not sure 'less chaotic' is possible in here. This place is insane."

"You have no idea," she laughed, suddenly nervous. "Let me get you your beer."

As she turned to leave, she felt his hand brush her wrist. The touch was light, casual even, but it sent sparks shooting up her arm.

"Brooke," he said, his voice lower now. "You really do look amazing."

Their eyes met, and for a moment, everything else—the noise, the crowd, the music—faded away. There was only Jason, looking at her with an intensity that made her breath catch.

"Thank you," she whispered, and then, before she could overthink it, she added, "I'm glad you think so."

She didn't wait for his response, slipping away through the crowd toward the bar, her heart hammering against her ribs. What was she doing? This wasn't like flirting with strangers. This was Jason. If she miscalculated, if she was reading him wrong, their friendship could be ruined.

But the way he'd looked at her… it was that same hungry appreciation she'd seen in other men's eyes today. But it was tempered with something else. Something warmer, something more… genuine. And it had made her feel more desirable than all the earlier tips and compliments combined.

As she collected his beer, she caught sight of Richard watching her from across the tent. He raised his glass in a silent toast, his eyes knowing. She gave him a polite nod but nothing more. The game they'd been playing suddenly seemed hollow compared to what awaited her at Jason's table.

This new version of herself—this confident, sensual Brooke who understood her own power—didn't need validation from strangers anymore. She wanted something real. Something mutual.

And for the first time, she believed she might actually have the courage to reach for it.

∞∞∞

Brooke handed Jason his drink with a curtsy that was far more exaggerated than any she'd offered to other customers. She dipped low, presenting the Maß with both hands while keeping her eyes downcast in mock servility.

"Your beer, good sir," she said, her voice pitched higher than usual.

Jason's laugh sent a pleasant tingle down her spine. "Wow, guess I'm getting the full experience, aren't I?" His eyes caught hers as she straightened up, and something in his expression made her heart beat that little bit faster. "That was… actually quite… attractive."

Brooke felt her cheeks flush. Had he really just said that? She'd meant the gesture as a joke, a way to acknowledge the absurdity of her situation without having to explain it directly. But the way he was looking at her now…

"Just doing my job," she replied, aiming for lightness but hearing the breathiness in her own voice.

"Well, you're clearly very good at it," Jason said, taking a sip of his beer without breaking eye contact.

The moment lingered between them, laced with something new. Brooke reluctantly turned away to serve another table, her mind racing. The way he'd looked at her… it wasn't the same predatory gaze she'd received from Richard and the others. There was appreciation there, yes, but also warmth. Familiarity. Something that made her pulse quicken in a way that had nothing whatsoever to do with embarrassment.

For the next half hour, Brooke found herself hyperaware of Jason's presence as she worked. Every time she passed his table, she felt his eyes on her. When she leaned across a nearby table to deliver drinks, she couldn't help wondering if he was watching the way the skirt of her dirndl rode up slightly on her thighs.

That thought alone should have mortified her. Instead, it sent a thrill of excitement through her body. She found herself moving differently—her steps more deliberate, her posture more conscious. When she had to return to the table next to his to clear empty glasses, she made sure to lean just a little closer than necessary, allowing him a better view of what her outfit so generously displayed.

"How much longer is your shift?" Jason asked, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

"About twenty minutes," she replied, gathering the empty steins.

"Good. I'm looking forward to actually talking to you properly."

The simple statement shouldn't have affected her so strongly, but Brooke felt heat pool low in her belly at his words. The idea of sitting with him, being close to him without the excuse of work between them, suddenly seemed incredibly intimate.

As she returned to the bar, she caught Monika's knowing smirk.

"Your friend is cute," she said, nodding toward Jason's table. "And he hasn't taken his eyes off you since he arrived."

Brooke bit her lip, unable to suppress her smile. "Do you think so?"

"Honey, I know so. He looks at you like you're the only beer in this tent worth drinking."

The crude comparison made Brooke laugh, but it also intensified the warmth spreading through her. For the remaining minutes of her shift, she found herself moving with new purpose, counting down the seconds until she could join Jason properly.

When Greta finally signalled that her replacement had arrived, Brooke felt a flutter of nerves. She quickly checked her reflection in the polished surface of a serving tray—her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright, wisps of blonde hair escaping from her plaits to frame her face. She looked… alive. Excited.

She made her way back to Jason's table, her heart pounding. He smiled as she approached, and she noticed he'd acquired two fresh Maßkrugs, both full to the brim with golden beer.

"I took the liberty of ordering these from one of the other girls," he said, patting the bench beside him. "You must be parched. You've been on your feet all day."

Only then did Brooke realise how tired she actually was. Her legs ached from hours of walking and standing, and her throat was dry from shouting orders over the noise. She slid onto the bench next to him, closer than she would have dared before today.

"Prost," she said, lifting her glass to clink against his. She made sure to maintain eye contact as they toasted—not just because it was customary, but simply because she wanted to see how he was looking at her.

Jason's eyes darkened slightly as they held her gaze, and Brooke felt a flutter of satisfaction. The cool beer was heaven against her parched throat, and she took several long swallows before setting her glass down with a contented sigh.

"God, I needed that," she said, wiping a drop from her lip with her thumb.

Jason watched the movement with interest. "Long day?"

"You have no idea." She leaned back against the wooden wall behind them, letting her shoulder rest against his. "I've never been so aware of my own body before."

The words slipped out before she could censor them, and she felt a blush creep up her neck. But Jason didn't seem put off by her candour.

"I can imagine," he said, his voice warm with amusement. "Though I have to say, that outfit suits you."

Brooke gave him a sceptical look. "Really? You don't think it's… ridiculous?"

"Oh, it's definitely ridiculous," he laughed, taking another sip of his beer. "But that doesn't mean you don't look amazing in it."

Their eyes met over the rims of their glasses, and Brooke felt something shift between them. He’d given her compliments before, but never quite like this. Never quite so directly. The air seemed to thicken, charged with unspoken possibilities. Unspoken, but… somehow mutually acknowledged.

"You know," she said, surprising herself with her boldness, "you're the first person all day who's managed to compliment me without making me feel like a piece of meat."

Jason's expression softened. "Well, I've had the advantage of knowing you as a person first. These other guys just see the dirndl."

"So what do you see?" The question hung between them, heavier than she'd intended.

Jason's eyes held hers for a long moment before he answered. "I see Brooke. The same brilliant, funny, beautiful woman I've known for months. Just… in a very flattering outfit. A very flattering outfit."

The simple honesty of his response made her heart swell. They sat in comfortable silence for a moment, shoulders touching, watching the crowd around them. A group of tourists erupted into cheers as they finished a drinking song, sloshing beer onto the wooden tables.

"So," Jason said eventually, "are you going to tell me about your day? You look like you've got stories."

Brooke took another long drink of her beer, considering how much to share. The alcohol was already warming her blood, making her feel looser, more daring.

"Let's just say I've learned a lot about human nature today," she said with a small smile. "And about myself."

"Oh?" Jason raised an eyebrow, his interest clearly piqued. "Care to elaborate?"

Brooke hesitated. How could she explain the strange day she'd had without sounding either naïve or depraved? How could she tell him about Richard's wandering hands, about the money in her apron pocket, about the unexpected thrill she'd felt at being desired?

"I… I think I discovered that I'm not as shy as I thought I was," she said finally, tracing a droplet of condensation down the side of her glass. "Or maybe I am, but… there's something freeing about playing a role."

Jason nodded, his expression thoughtful. "Like wearing a costume gives you permission to be someone else for a while?"

"Exactly." She felt a rush of gratitude that he understood. "And it turns out that that 'someone else' is a lot more confident than I usually am."

"I've noticed," Jason said, his voice dropping slightly. "It looks good on you. The confidence, I mean."

Their eyes met again, and Brooke felt a surge of courage. Maybe it was the beer, or the lingering high from her day of discoveries, or simply the warmth in Jason's gaze—but suddenly, she knew what she wanted.

"Can I tell you something?" she asked, leaning in slightly so that her words wouldn't carry beyond their corner.

"Anything," Jason replied, mirroring her movement until their faces were inches apart.

"I've been looking forward to hanging out with you since my shift started," she whispered.

It was a simple admission, but it was significant. Objectively it wasn't much. But to Brooke it felt monumental. And the almost suppressed smile it formed on Jason’s face told her that it meant something to him too.

She didn't let him respond. Instead she cut across the moment enthusiastically. "So let's enjoy this festival like the foreigners we are, eh? Let's get the food, play the games, and ride the rides."

Jason's not-quite-suppressed smile broadened. "Alright," he said, downing the last of his beer, "Let's have at it."

The words had barely left his mouth before he was standing, offering his hand to help her up from the bench. When her fingers met his, a small shock travelled up her arm. His palm felt warm and solid against hers, and he didn't immediately let go once she was standing.

"Should you change first?" he asked, his eyes taking in her dirndl once more.

Brooke considered the question. Part of her wanted to shed the costume and return to being regular Brooke—the one he knew. But another part, that newly discovered part, wanted to see what would happen if she stayed like this. If she brought this bolder version of herself outside the tent.

"No," she decided. "I'll stay as I am. If you don't mind being seen with a walking Oktoberfest cliché."

"Mind?" Jason laughed, his hand still holding hers. "I'll be the envy of every man at the festival."

∞∞∞

They wandered through the fairground, taking in the cacophony of sounds, smells, and sights. Strings of colourful lights illuminated the evening, casting everything in a warm, festive glow. The air was thick with the scent of roasted nuts, grilled sausage, and freshly baked salted pretzels.

Brooke was keenly aware of how different this felt from her walk through the same festival grounds earlier that day. Then, she'd been rushing to work, dreading the attention her outfit would bring. Now, with Jason beside her, each appreciative glance from passing men felt like confirmation of something she already knew—that in this dirndl, she was desirable. And with Jason's hand occasionally brushing against hers as they walked, she felt powerful in a way she never had before.

"Oh, look!" Jason pointed toward a stall where people were shooting arrows at targets. "Fancy testing your aim?"

"Only if you're prepared to lose," she teased, surprising herself with her playfulness.

They approached the stall, and the vendor—a portly man with an impressive moustache—gave Brooke an appreciative once-over before handing them each a bow.

"Three arrows each," he explained in heavily accented English. "Hit the bullseye, win a prize."

Jason went first, his arrows landing respectably close to the centre but never quite hitting the bullseye. Brooke stepped up next, aware of both Jason and the vendor watching her as she took aim. Her first arrow flew wide, her second a bit closer, and her third just missed the centre.

"Bad luck," the vendor said with a shrug. "Perhaps the gentleman would like to try again to win something for his lady?"

"I think we've proven we're both rubbish at archery," Jason laughed, placing his hand lightly on the small of Brooke's back as they moved away from the stall. The casual touch sent a warm tingle up her spine.

They continued through the fairground, trying their luck at a few more games with similar lack of success. As they passed a food stall, Jason suddenly stopped.

"Have you tried Drei im Weckla yet?" he asked, pointing to a sign showing three small sausages in a bread roll.

"I haven't," Brooke admitted.

"It’s only the best festival food in Bavaria," he declared. "Wait here."

She watched as he joined the queue, admiring the way his lederhosen hugged his thighs… The thought caught her off guard. When had she started looking at Jason this way? Had she always noticed these things about him but simply refused to acknowledge it? Or was this new appreciation a product of her own day spent being ‘appreciated’?

Jason returned moments later with two rolls, each containing three small, crispy sausages nestled in a crusty bun.

"Super simple," he said, handing one to her. "Sausage, ketchup, and mustard. But it’s better than it sounds."

"Thanks," she said, taking a bite.

He wasn’t wrong. The flavours exploded in her mouth. "Oh my god," she moaned around her mouthful. "That's incredible."

Jason laughed at her enthusiasm, his eyes crinkling at the corners in a way that made her heart skip. "Told you."

As she took another bite, a dollop of mustard escaped the bun and landed squarely on her chest, right at the top of her cleavage. She gasped at the cold sensation, looking down in dismay.

"Oh shit," she groaned, reaching for a napkin.

"Here, let me," Jason said, his voice dropping lower as he stepped closer. He dabbed gently at the mustard with his napkin, his movements careful and precise.

Time seemed to slow as his hand moved against her skin. Brooke could feel her pulse hammering in her throat, acutely aware of his proximity, of the warmth radiating from his body. His eyes flicked up to meet hers for a brief moment before returning to his task, and the heat in his gaze made her breath catch.

"There," he said softly, his fingers lingering a moment longer than necessary. "All better."

Brooke swallowed hard, unable to form words. The spot where he had touched her seemed to burn, sending waves of warmth throughout her body. This wasn't like Richard's touch—calculating, presumptuous. This was Jason, and the gentleness in his care only intensified the electricity she’d been feeling building between them all evening.

"Thank you," she finally managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

They stood frozen for a moment, the crowd moving around them like water around stones in a stream. Then Jason cleared his throat, taking a small step back.

"Should we, um, get another drink?" he suggested, his voice slightly rougher than before.

Brooke nodded, grateful for the suggestion. "Yes, let's."

They found another beer tent, smaller and less crowded than the one where Brooke worked. A band played traditional music in the corner, and couples danced in the cleared space before them. They found seats at a table near the edge of the dance floor, and Jason went to fetch their drinks.

Brooke watched the dancers, their movements joyful and uninhibited. Couples spun and laughed, some clearly skilled in traditional dances, others simply swaying to the rhythm. She wondered what it would feel like to be out there with Jason, his arms around her, moving together.

"One Maß for the lady," Jason announced, returning with their beers. He slid onto the bench beside her, closer than before, his thigh pressing against hers beneath the table.

"Prost," she said, lifting her glass to his.

"Prost," he echoed, his eyes never leaving hers as they drank.

As Brooke drank, she felt the last of her tension melting away. The music, the lights, the warmth of Jason beside her—it all combined to create a sense of possibility that thrilled her.

"So," Jason said, setting down his glass. "This new confident Brooke. Is she here to stay, or will she disappear when the dirndl comes off?"

The question caught her off guard. She'd been wondering the same thing herself. "I'm not sure," she admitted. "I think… maybe she was always there. Just waiting for permission to come out."

Jason nodded thoughtfully. "Well, for what it's worth, I like both versions. The quiet, thoughtful Brooke I've known all these months." His eyes dropped briefly to her outfit before returning to her face. "And this one, who makes a dirndl look like it was invented just for her."

Heat bloomed in Brooke's cheeks at the compliment. "I think both versions like you too," she said softly.

His eyes darkened at her words, and he leaned in slightly. "Yeah?"

"Yeah," she confirmed, her heart racing.

The band shifted to a slower tune, and Jason's gaze flicked to the dance floor before returning to her. "Would either version of Brooke be interested in dancing?"

The question sent a thrill through her. "I think they both would."

Jason stood and offered his hand, his smile making her stomach flip. As she placed her hand in his and allowed him to lead her to the dance floor, Brooke felt as though she were stepping into uncharted territory—exciting, a little frightening, but somehow exactly where she wanted to be.

His hands settled at her waist as they reached the dance floor, and hers found their way to his shoulders. They began to sway to the music, their bodies closer than they had ever been before. Brooke could smell his cologne, a subtle, woody scent that made her want to lean in closer.

"I've been wanting to do this all night," Jason admitted, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

"Dance with me?" she asked, though she suspected he meant more than that.

His smile confirmed her suspicion. "Be close to you," he clarified. "Without pretending that I'm not affected by you."

The honesty in his words made her breath catch. "And are you? Affected by me?"

Jason's hands tightened slightly at her waist. "More than you know."

As they swayed together, the rest of the tent seemed to fade away. There was only the music, the warmth of his body against hers, and the growing certainty that something significant was happening between them—something that had been building for months, perhaps, but needed this night, this festival, this ridiculous pink dirndl to finally come to fruition.

"Jason," she began, not entirely sure what she wanted to say, only knowing that she needed to say something.

"Hmm?" he murmured, his face now close enough that she could feel his breath on her cheek.

"I'm glad you came tonight."

He pulled back slightly to look at her, his expression serious. "So am I."

The music swelled around them, and as they continued to dance, Brooke felt as though they were on the edge of something new and wonderful. Whatever happened next—whether they crossed that threshold tonight or sometime in the future—she knew that both versions of herself, the shy student and the confident beer maid, were equally eager to discover what awaited them on the other side.

“I want to do something crazy.”

She’d blurted out the words before the thought had even fully formed in her head.

Jason's eyes widened, a grin spreading across his face. "Like what?" he asked, not missing a beat, clearly excited by her sudden boldness.

"I don't know," Brooke said, shaking her head. Her heart raced with nervous energy. "Just… something I wouldn't normally do."

"I've got an idea," Jason said, his voice dropping to that lower register that made her stomach flip. "Something that'll definitely get you outside your comfort zone."

He grabbed her hand, his fingers interlacing with hers, and began leading her away from the tent. Brooke felt a thrill course through her as she followed him, surrendering control. There was something deeply satisfying about putting her trust in him like this—letting him take charge after a day of carefully maintaining her own power.

They wove through the fairground crowds, the lights from various rides painting their faces in alternating hues of red, blue, and gold. The music from the beer tent faded behind them, replaced by the mechanical whirs and excited screams from the carnival rides ahead.

Jason stopped suddenly, pointing upward. "There," he said. "That's what we're doing."

Brooke followed his gaze and felt her stomach drop. In the centre of the fairground stood a massive slingshot ride—a reverse bungee with two seats inside a round metal cage. Even as she watched, the ride launched its occupants skyward with terrifying speed, their screams trailing behind them like comet tails.

"Let's do this together," Jason said, squeezing her hand.

Uncertainty crept in, replacing her earlier bravado. "I don't know, Jason. That looks… intense."

"That's the whole point," he insisted, his eyes gleaming with something that looked suspiciously like mischief. "Come on, you said you wanted to do something crazy. This is perfect."

"But—"

"I would really, really enjoy going on this with you," he said, his voice suddenly earnest despite the playful glint in his eye. "Trust me, it'll be worth it."

There was something in his expression—a knowing look that suggested he had ulterior motives beyond the simple thrill of the ride. But rather than making her more hesitant, it only intrigued her further.

"Alright," she agreed finally, her voice unsteady. "Let's do it."

Jason's face lit up, and he pulled her toward the queue, which thankfully wasn't too long. As they waited, Brooke watched the ride launch another pair of thrill-seekers into the night sky, their screams echoing across the fairground. Her heart thundered in her throat.

"Have you done this before?" she asked, suddenly needing to fill the silence.

"Once," Jason admitted. "It's incredible. The feeling of weightlessness at the top is like nothing else."

Before she could question her decision further, it was their turn. A bored-looking attendant ushered them into the spherical cage and secured their harnesses, checking the buckles with practiced efficiency.

"Keep your arms inside at all times," he instructed flatly, as if reciting from a script he'd memorised years ago. "And enjoy the ride."

The cage door clanked shut, and Brooke gripped the harness straps so tightly her knuckles turned white. Jason reached over and placed his hand over hers.

"Ready?" he asked, excitement dancing in his eyes.

"No," she admitted with a nervous laugh.

The countdown began, red numbers flashing on a display before them. Five… four… three…

Brooke squeezed her eyes shut.

Two… one…

The world dropped away beneath them. One moment they were stationary, the next they were hurtling upward with such force that Brooke felt the breath leave her lungs. Her eyes flew open as they rocketed skyward, the fairground shrinking beneath them at alarming speed.

But the physical sensations racing through her body weren't limited to the expected stomach-lurching terror. As the bungee cords vibrated with tension, the entire cage trembled, sending unexpected waves of pleasure coursing through her body. The vibrations travelled through the harness, the seat, hitting her in exactly the right spot between her legs, and a sound escaped her lips that was as much moan as scream.

They reached the apex of their launch, and for one glorious moment, they hung suspended above the fairground, weightless and free. Then gravity reclaimed them, and they plummeted downward. The sudden drop sent her stomach into her throat—and her breasts straining against the tight confines of her dirndl.

As they bounced back up, Brooke became acutely aware of two things. First, the vibrations continued to send waves of unexpected pleasure through her core. And second… her breasts were threatening to escape the low neckline of her dress. Without a bra beneath the traditional outfit, there was nothing to hold them in place as they bounced with each rise and fall.

She grabbed at the white lace inset with one hand, trying to keep herself contained, but the forces working against her were too strong. With each bounce, her breasts strained more insistently against the fabric.

"Oh God," she gasped, as much from the physical sensations coursing through her as from the embarrassment of her impending wardrobe malfunction.

As they reached another peak and hung suspended once more, she glanced over at Jason. His eyes weren't on the spectacular view of the fairground spread beneath them. They were fixed firmly on her chest, where her pink nipples had now slipped above the lace edging of her dirndl.

There was nothing she could do. Her hands were needed to grip the harness as they plummeted and rose again, each motion driving the vibrations deeper into her core and pushing her breasts further out of her dress. The cool night air against her exposed skin only heightened her awareness of how exposed she was as it pebbled her freed nipples.

Jason made no attempt to hide his appreciation. His eyes were wide, his lips parted slightly as he watched her body respond to the ride's forces. His obvious enjoyment of her predicament sent an unexpected thrill through her that rivalled the physical sensations of the ride itself.

By the time the bungee cords stabilised and they began their slow descent back to earth, Brooke was flushed and breathing heavily—partly from the adrenaline rush, partly from the unexpected arousal that still pulsed between her legs, and partly from the knowledge that Jason had just seen more of her than anyone outside a bedroom ever had.

As they lowered to the ground, she finally managed to tuck herself back into her dress, though her nipples still pressed visibly against the thin fabric, hardened from the cool air and her heightened state.

"Did you… did you know that would happen?" she asked as the attendant unlatched their harnesses, her voice barely audible over the pounding of her heart.

Jason's smile was unapologetic as they stepped out of the cage on shaky legs. "I didn't know for sure," he admitted, his voice husky. "But I hoped."

His honesty—the raw admission of desire—hit her with more force than the slingshot ride. There was no pretence, no game. Just Jason, wanting her and telling her so.

"You're terrible," she said, but there was no reproach in her voice.

"Am I?" He stepped closer, his eyes dark with want. "You didn't seem to mind up there."

Heat flooded her cheeks, but she held his gaze. "Maybe I didn't."

The admission hung between them, changing the very air they breathed. Brooke felt herself trembling, but not from fear or embarrassment. From anticipation. From need. Jason had been honest with her—brutally, wonderfully honest—and she wanted to reciprocate. To show him that she wanted him just as badly.

"Jason," she began, her voice steadier than she expected. "I think I want to do something else I wouldn't normally do."

His eyebrows rose, a question in his eyes. "What did you have in mind?"

Instead of answering with words, Brooke took a step forward, eliminating the space between them. Her hands found his chest, feeling the solid warmth of him through his shirt. She rose onto her tiptoes, bringing her face close to his.

"This," she whispered, and pressed her lips to his.

The kiss was slight, nothing obscene in public. But he reciprocated, his arms encircling her waist and pulling her close. The warmth of his body against hers sent a shiver down her spine, and Brooke found herself melting into him. His lips were soft yet insistent, tasting of promise.

When they broke apart, Brooke's heart hammered against her ribs. The crowded fairground suddenly felt too exposed, too public for what she wanted—needed—to happen next.

"Let's find somewhere more private," she whispered, her voice husky with desire.

Jason's eyes darkened. "I know where," he said, his breath warm against her ear. "Private, but not too private." He squeezed her hand. "But give me a second, first."

Before she could ask what he meant, he was hurrying back toward the slingshot ride, disappearing into the small booth where he’d purchased their tickets. Brooke waited, her body still tingling from their kiss, wondering what on earth he was doing.

When he returned moments later, a small smile played across his lips.

"What was that about?" she asked, curiosity mingling with the desire still coursing through her veins.

Jason held up a small branded USB stick, twirling it between his fingers. "There's a camera in the cage," he explained, his voice dropping to ensure only she could hear. "You can buy the recording as a memento." His gaze locked with hers, intense and unapologetic. "And trust me, Brooke, I'm going to enjoy watching that video."

Heat rushed to her face as understanding dawned. The camera had captured everything—her exposed breasts bouncing free of the dirndl, the unmistakable pleasure on her face as the vibrations had worked through her body. And Jason wanted to watch it again. Would watch it again. The thought of him alone in his room, eyes fixed on her most vulnerable moment while he…

A pulse throbbed between her legs, urgent and insistent. She was equal parts mortified and aroused, the combination creating a heady cocktail that made her dizzy with want.

"Where are we going now?" she managed to ask, her voice barely more than a whisper.

Jason pointed across the fairground to where a massive Ferris wheel turned slowly against the night sky, its carriages illuminated with soft lights. "We'll have some privacy at the top," he said.

He didn't need to say more. She knew exactly what he intended. And she was more than on board.

They walked hand in hand toward the Ferris wheel, the anticipation building with each step. Brooke was aware of every sensation now—the brush of his thumb across her knuckles, the cool night air against her flushed skin, the way her nipples still pressed against the fabric of her dirndl, sensitive and… ready.

The queue for the Ferris wheel moved quickly. Most fairgoers were more interested in the faster, more thrilling rides, leaving the classic attraction relatively quiet. When they reached the front, the operator—a young man with multiple piercings—barely glanced at them as he ushered them into one of the carriages.

The door closed with a solid click, and they began their slow ascent. Jason sat beside her rather than across, his thigh pressing against hers in the confined space. As they rose higher, the sounds of the fairground faded, replaced by the gentle creaking of the wheel and the soft hum of the mechanism.

"I've been thinking about you like this for months," Jason admitted, his hand finding hers again. "Not necessarily in a dirndl," he added with a laugh, "but… close. With me."

The confession sent warmth spreading through Brooke's chest. "Why didn't you say anything?"

"I didn't want to ruin our friendship if you didn't feel the same way." His fingers traced patterns on her palm, each touch sending sparks up her arm. "And honestly, I wasn't sure. You're always so… contained. So proper."

"Not today," she said, thinking of Richard's hand on her thigh, of the money in her apron pocket, of her breasts exposed to the night air and Jason's hungry gaze.

"No," he agreed, his voice low. "Not today."

They were nearing the top of the wheel now, the carriage swaying gently in the breeze. Below them, the fairground spread out in a tapestry of lights and movement, but Brooke had eyes only for Jason.

"Can I kiss you again?" he asked, his hand moving to cup her cheek.

In answer, she leaned forward, pressing her lips to his. This time, there was nothing slight about it. His mouth opened under hers, his tongue seeking entrance, which she granted without hesitation. His hands slid down to her waist, then lower, cupping her bottom through the dirndl's skirt and pulling her closer.

Brooke moaned into his mouth, her own hands exploring the firm planes of his chest through his shirt. She could feel his heart racing beneath her palm, matching the frantic rhythm of her own.

The carriage creaked as it reached the very top of the wheel, then stopped. Brooke broke the kiss, glancing around in confusion.

"They always pause at the top," Jason explained, his voice rough with desire. "To let people enjoy the view."

"I am enjoying the view," she replied, her eyes fixed on his face.

His answering smile was both tender and predatory. "So am I." His gaze dropped to her chest, where her breasts still strained against the confines of the dirndl. "May I?"

Brooke nodded, not trusting her voice. Jason's hands moved to the neckline of her dress, his fingers gently tracing the lace edging before dipping beneath it. The feeling of his warm hands against her bare skin made her gasp.

Slowly, reverently, he eased the fabric down, exposing her breasts to the cool night air once more. But this time, there was no embarrassment, no desperate attempt to cover herself. There was only the heat in Jason's eyes as he took in the sight of her.

"You're beautiful," he whispered, his thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples.

Brooke arched into his touch, her head falling back as pleasure coursed through her. She'd imagined this moment—Jason touching her, wanting her—but the reality was so much more intense than any fantasy.

His mouth replaced his fingers, hot and wet against her sensitive skin, and Brooke had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him close as he lavished attention on first one breast, then the other.

The wheel remained stationary, giving them these precious moments at the top of the world, hidden from view by the high sides of the carriage and the darkness of the night. Brooke was vaguely aware that they would begin moving again soon, that their time in this suspended reality was limited. But for now, there was only Jason, his mouth on her skin, his hands exploring her body with growing urgency.

His fingers slipped beneath the hem of her dirndl, tracing patterns on her bare thigh before moving higher. When he reached the edge of her panties, he paused, looking up at her with a question in his eyes.

"Yes," she breathed, spreading her legs slightly to grant him better access.

His fingers slipped beneath the fabric, finding her wet and ready. Brooke gasped as he explored her most intimate place, her hips bucking involuntarily against his hand.

The wheel jerked slightly, beginning its descent. They had perhaps a minute before they would be visible as other carriages rose above theirs. Jason's fingers moved more purposefully now, finding a rhythm that had Brooke clutching at his shoulders, her breath coming in short gasps.

"Come for me," he whispered in her ear. "I want to see your face when you come."

His words, combined with the skilled movements of his fingers, pushed her over the edge faster than she’d ever managed herself. Brooke buried her face against his shoulder to muffle her cry as pleasure crashed through her in waves, her body trembling with the force of her release, her thighs clamping his hand as his fingers continued to coax out every last pulse of her orgasm.

As the carriage continued its descent, Jason gently helped her adjust her clothing, tucking her back into the dirndl and smoothing down her skirt. His own desire was evident in the bulge straining against his lederhosen, but he made no move to seek his own relief.

"That was…" Brooke trailed off, unable to find words adequate to describe what had just happened.

"Just the beginning," Jason finished for her, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. "If you want it to be."

The carriage was nearing the bottom now, the operator's booth coming into view. Brooke took a deep breath, trying to compose herself. She knew she must look thoroughly debauched—cheeks flushed, lips swollen from kissing, hair escaping from her neat plaits.

"I do want it," she said, meeting his gaze with newfound confidence. "I want you."

The simple declaration seemed to affect Jason deeply. His eyes darkened, and he pulled her in for one more quick, fierce kiss before the carriage reached the ground. “That’s good,” he said, “Because I bought us two revolutions.”

Desire surged through Brooke. Her eyes lit up as understanding dawned. They wouldn't be getting off at the bottom. Not yet.

"Two revolutions," she repeated, her voice husky with need. "So we're going back up again?"

Jason nodded, a wicked smile playing on his lips. "All the way up. And I might have negotiated an extra pause at the top for the second time around."

She glanced at the operator, a knowing look in his eye as their carriage passed the loading platform and began its ascent once more. The knowledge of exactly how long they had, of the privacy they could expect, sent a thrill through her veins.

As they rose higher, Brooke studied the carriages opposite theirs. Empty. All of them. The late hour had thinned the crowds, leaving them virtually alone on the wheel.

"You're brilliant," she whispered, leaning in to kiss him. "Absolutely brilliant for thinking of this."

Her hand found his thigh, squeezing gently before sliding upward. The leather of his lederhosen felt smooth beneath her palm. Without breaking their kiss, her fingers found the flap at the front of his traditional shorts, fumbling with the two large buttons that held it closed.

She pulled back just enough to see what she was doing, easing the flap down. Jason's breath hitched, his eyes locked on her face with an intensity that made her stomach flip. She didn't need to ask if this was what he wanted. His desire was written plainly across his features, in the flush of his cheeks and the darkness of his gaze.

Her hand slipped inside, finding him hard and straining against the fabric of his boxers. The heat of him against her palm made her mouth water with anticipation. She worked her fingers beneath the elastic waistband, wrapping them around his length and drawing him out into the dim light of their carriage.

Brooke paused, taking a moment to admire him. He was bigger than she'd expected, thick and perfect in her hand.

"You're gorgeous," she breathed, stroking him slowly from base to tip.

Jason's head fell back against the carriage wall, his eyes half-closed with pleasure. "Brooke," he groaned, the single word filled with need.

They were half way to the top of the wheel again. The carriage swayed gently as it climbed, the motion adding to the surreal quality of the moment. Without hesitation, Brooke leaned down, her blonde plaits falling forward across his thighs as she took him into her mouth.

The taste of him was intoxicating—salt and musk and man. She moaned around him, the vibration making his hips jerk upward. His hand came to rest on her head, not pushing, just a gentle pressure that connected them as she began to move.

"Fuck, Brooke," he gasped, his fingers tangling in her hair.

She looked up at him through her lashes as she worked, taking him deeper with each downward motion. The power she felt was unlike anything she'd experienced before—even more intense than the control she'd wielded over Richard and the others at the beer tent. This wasn't about money or validation from strangers. This was about pleasure, pure and simple. And about connection. About finally acting on desires she'd suppressed for too long.

She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, savouring the weight of him on her tongue. His breathing grew ragged above her, his fingers tightening in her hair as she worked. A thrill ran through her when she felt his hips begin to move, gently at first, then with more confidence as she relaxed her throat to accommodate him.

"God, that feels amazing," he whispered, his voice strained.

Brooke hummed in response, the vibration making his whole body tense. She flattened her tongue against the underside of his shaft, lapping at him as he moved. The carriage continued its ascent, the fairground dropping away beneath them, stars visible through the small windows above.

As they approached the top of the wheel, Jason's movements became more urgent. He cupped her face in his hands, his eyes dark with desire as he looked down at her.

"Brooke," he said, his voice husky with need, "I want to fuck you."

She looked up at him, holding his gaze while he was still in her mouth. Her heart pounded at his directness, at the raw want in his voice. Slowly, deliberately, she released him, her tongue swirling around his tip as she withdrew. A thin strand of saliva connected them for a moment before breaking.

"Then fuck me," she whispered, surprised by her own boldness.

In one fluid motion, Jason grabbed her by the hips and lifted her, guiding her to straddle his lap. The carriage swayed with their movement, but neither of them cared. Brooke settled against him, feeling his hardness pressing against her through the thin, soaked fabric of her underwear. She ground down against him, drawing a groan from deep in his throat.

"Are you ready?" he asked, his hands sliding beneath her dirndl, fingers tracing the edge of her underwear.

"So fucking ready," she breathed, pressing her forehead against his.

His fingers hooked into the side of her knickers, pulling them aside rather than removing them completely. He teased her entrance, his fingers sliding through her wetness, making her gasp and arch against him.

Then she felt it—the blunt head of his cock, still slick with her saliva, pressing against her core. She lifted herself slightly, helping him position himself. Their eyes locked as she slowly sank down onto him, taking him inch by inch until he was fully sheathed within her. She moaned primally, her body adjusting to the perfect fullness of him.

He felt incredible inside her—hard and hot and exactly… right. His hands found her waist, guiding her as she began to move, rising and falling in a rhythm that made her entire body sing with pleasure. The carriage had stopped at the top of the wheel, suspended high above the fairground, giving them these precious moments of privacy.

Jason captured her lips in a desperate kiss, his tongue mimicking the rocking movements of their bodies. Then his mouth moved lower, seeking her breasts once more. He tugged down the bodice of her dirndl, freeing one breast completely, and took her nipple between his lips.

The dual sensation—his mouth on her breast, his cock deep inside her—was overwhelming. Brooke moaned without restraint, knowing they were now too high for anyone to hear her cries of pleasure. She increased her pace, bouncing on him harder now, chasing the building tension low in her belly.

Jason met her movements with upward thrusts, his hands gripping her hips with enough force that she knew she might find fingerprint bruises tomorrow. The thought only excited her more. His hands slid around to her bottom, slipping beneath her underwear to grasp the bare flesh of her ass, spreading her slightly as he drove up into her.

"Jason," she gasped, her inner walls beginning to clench around him. "I'm close."

"Come for me," he urged, his voice rough with exertion. "Let me feel you come on my cock."

His crude words sent her spiralling over the edge, her orgasm crashing through her with an intensity that made her cry out, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure radiated outward from where they were joined. She clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging into the fabric of his shirt as she quite literally rode out the sensation.

Jason's movements became more erratic, his breathing harsh against her neck. "Where should I—" he began, his question clear.

"Inside," she gasped, surprising herself with the decision. "It’s okay. I'm on the pill."

One arms wrapped around her, holding her tightly against him as his hips jerked upward, his other hand still grasping her ass. She felt the hot pulse of his release deep within her, his face buried against her neck as he groaned her name like a prayer.

For several long moments, they remained locked together, their breathing gradually slowing, bodies still joined as the wheel began its descent once more. Brooke rested her forehead against his, a small laugh escaping her lips.

"What's funny?" Jason asked, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her back.

"I just… never imagined my first time with you would be on a Ferris wheel at Oktoberfest while wearing a pink fucking dirndl," she admitted.

His smile was warm, his eyes soft as he tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "This isn’t how I imagined it either… but I wouldn't change a thing."

She kissed him again, slower this time, savouring the moment. "Me neither."

As the carriage neared the ground, they reluctantly separated, adjusting their clothing with fumbling fingers and suppressed laughter. By the time they reached the platform, they were presentable again—though Brooke was certain that anyone looking closely would see the flush in her cheeks, the slight disarray of her hair, the unmistakable glow of satisfaction in her eyes.

The operator gave them a knowing smirk as they exited, but Brooke couldn't bring herself to care. She felt transformed—not just by the physical pleasure she'd experienced, but by the discovery of this new side of herself. A side that could be bold and daring, that could take what she wanted without shame.

As they walked hand in hand through the fairground toward the exit, Jason pulled her close, his lips brushing her ear. "My place or yours?" he asked, his voice low and intimate.

Brooke smiled up at him, her heart full. "Yours is closer."

They quickened their pace, eager to continue what they'd started, to explore each other properly without the constraints of public spaces and limited time. But as they hurried through the thinning crowds, Brooke couldn't help reflecting on the strange journey that had brought her here.

Two days ago, she'd been mortified by the mere thought of wearing this dirndl, terrified of being seen, of being desired. Now, she walked proudly, aware of the appreciative glances but no longer defined by them. The outfit hadn't changed her—it had simply revealed a part of herself that had always been there, had always been waiting to be discovered.

And as Jason squeezed her hand, his eyes full of promise for the night ahead, Brooke knew that whatever happened next, she would face it with this newfound confidence. Not as the shy English girl or the flirtatious beer maid, but as herself—complete and unafraid.
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