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Chapter 1: Munich Arrival

Munich Airport smelled like pastries and jet fuel.

We’d just cleared customs, my carry-on still tugging at my shoulder, my cheeks warm from the recycled cabin air and the three-hour wait in Heathrow. I should’ve been tired. But I wasn’t.

I was tingling.

The kind of tingling you get when your bra strap shifts just enough to remind you you’re still wearing lace. Or when a man glances too long at your hips as you pass by, and you don’t slow down — you just walk straighter. More aware.

I stood near the glass windows by the arrivals board, a battered but colorful Rick Steves’ Guide to Bavaria in my hands, flipping past pages about castles and cathedrals, past the neat section on public transport and polite German phrases. My nails grazed the glossy paper, but my mind wasn’t on sightseeing.

Not really.

"Love, where’s the S-Bahn from here?" my husband asked, squinting at his phone. His voice had that distracted pitch he used when stressed — tapping between apps, muttering to himself.

I turned slightly, enough for the floral hem of my dress to swish against my knees. It was a little shorter than I usually wore for travel. Cotton, clingy from the waist, V-cut neckline. I’d chosen it in London thinking about photos under the Oktoberfest lights, but right now, it felt like more. Like bait.

“The guide says it’s just past Terminal 2,” I offered, not bothering to check. “Underground.”

He nodded, not really listening. Still zooming and pinching on Google Maps. Still focused on routes and WiFi, not the woman next to him.

Me.

And maybe that’s why I didn’t say anything when that older German man brushed past me at the arrivals line and let his eyes linger just a little too long. I felt it — the way his gaze trailed down the line of my legs, pausing just at the hem, where the dress kissed mid-thigh. No leer. Just boldness.

And I let him.

I felt my skin tighten in response, nipples subtly hardening beneath the padded bralette. My thighs shifted. Not because I was cold.

Because this trip wasn’t about cathedrals.

Not for me.

I wanted to taste something.

Something raw. Something unfiltered. Something I’d only dreamed about in the quiet hum of our marriage — when my husband fell asleep beside me after sexless weeks, and I’d reach under the covers with two fingers slick and slow, imagining foreign lips, rougher tongues, thicker cocks. German voices. Crowded tents. Hands that didn’t ask.

I closed the guidebook and let it drop into my tote.

"Did you download the transport app?" he asked. Still not looking at me.

"I did," I lied.

Because I hadn’t come here to plan. I’d come here to feel.

And if he couldn’t tell — if he couldn’t feel the shift in me already, the subtle throb between my thighs, the way I leaned toward the glass window to check our reflection and saw a woman almost glowing with possibility — then maybe this trip would open more than just passports.

Maybe it would open me.

"Let’s just go," I said, brushing a wisp of hair behind my ear. "We’ll figure it out on the way."

I saw him glance at my chest. A flash of recognition. Then back to the phone.

He had no idea.

None.

That his wife had landed in Munich not just with luggage.

But with a wet heat in her knickers, a dress chosen to lift just enough in the breeze, and a hunger far deeper than beer or bratwurst.

This trip had already started.

And I couldn’t wait to get off the train.
And into someone else’s hands. 


Chapter 2: Bangers and Bier

We checked into the hotel around noon — a tidy little boutique place just off Ludwigsvorstadt, tucked between two leafy streets that buzzed softly with cyclists and the occasional tram. Not too fancy. Not too cheap. Just enough to feel like we were really in the city. Close to the action. Close to the madness.

The room had dark blue curtains and white bedding, crisp and cool and sexless. My husband flopped onto it, groaning in that post-flight relief tone, arms stretched wide like he’d conquered something. His trainers were still on. He didn’t notice when I wandered toward the mirror near the closet.

I peeled off my travel dress slowly, letting it slide down my body like I was unwrapping a secret.

Underneath: a thin white thong, slightly damp from the heat of the day… and something else. I could see the faint shadow of my own arousal in the fabric. My breasts, bare and heavy, lifted slightly as I reached for the bag we’d crammed full of “just-in-case” clothes.

And there it was.

The dirndl.

Navy bodice, low-cut with white lace trim. Pale blue skirt, flouncy and playful. A white blouse cropped just under the bust, with soft ruffled sleeves. I'd ordered it online weeks ago. Tried it on in secret. Pictured myself in it more times than I cared to admit — but not for him.

Not for my husband.

He hadn’t even noticed it when I packed it. I was the one who folded it carefully between layers of jeans and sweaters, who made sure it didn’t wrinkle. Because I wanted it ready. Wanted me ready.

He was in the shower when I changed.

I tied the bodice tight, pushing my breasts up into that perfect soft shelf of tease. Let the lace hug the curve of cleavage like an invitation. The skirt hit mid-thigh — shorter than tradition, shorter than proper — and when I bent slightly at the waist, I felt the fabric flutter up in back. No petticoat. No modesty. Just bare skin and that slick little thong between my cheeks.

I caught my reflection.

And I smiled.

Because I looked like a girl about to do something very, very bad.

He came out a minute later, towel around his waist, rubbing his hair dry. “Oh wow,” he said, blinking.

That was it.

“Oh wow.”

No touch. No pause to take it in. Just a flat line of appreciation before he pulled on khakis and a polo like we were heading to a conference, not a beer-soaked, dirndl-drenched carnival of filth and festivity.

We walked together to the fairgrounds. I could already hear the music blocks away — that pulsing brass and the chatter of thousands of voices rising in waves. He looked around, marveling at the tents, the painted horses, the oversized pretzels, the lederhosen. He pointed things out, took pictures, laughed at the sheer scale of it.

I followed beside him.

But every so often, I drifted.

Men looked.

German men.

Some tall. Some older. Some young, shirt-sleeved, and cocky.

And they didn’t glance politely.
They stared.

At my chest.
My legs.
The way the dirndl lifted and swayed when I stepped forward or stopped short.

One brushed past me in the crowd and murmured something in German I didn’t catch — but I felt it. In the tone. In the curl of his smile. I looked back and caught his eyes just before he disappeared into the throng.

And something stirred inside me.

Something that hadn’t stirred in years.

“Let’s get a sausage,” my husband said. “They look really good.”

I nodded, licking my lips slowly.
“Yeah,” I said. “I bet they do.”

He didn’t get the double meaning.

But a man behind the counter — dark stubble, arms thick with muscle, voice deep as the Alps — handed me the sausage and held my gaze as I took the first bite.

His fingers brushed mine.
His thumb lingered.
Just a second too long.

My lips wrapped around the tip of the bratwurst, and I bit down slow, the casing snapping between my teeth. Juices ran over my tongue.

He watched.
Didn’t blink.

And in that moment, I wasn’t a tourist.
I wasn’t a wife.
I wasn’t a woman in town for the sights.

I was bait in a blouse.
Heat in a dirndl.
Wet and waiting.

And somewhere in this wild, loud, filthy festival…

Someone was going to find me.
And take what I clearly came here to give.


Chapter 3: The Drought

I wasn’t always like this.

There was a time I used to wait by the door for him. Hair brushed, lips glossed, dinner low and slow in the oven. I’d watch the clock tick past seven, past eight, and tell myself he’d come home any minute now — tired, yes, but grateful. Hungry for food, maybe, but also for me.

But the dinners got cold.
And the hunger turned one-sided.

Three times in the last three months.

That’s how often he’d fucked me.
If you could even call it that.

Not that I needed it hard or wild. I would’ve taken slow. I would’ve taken clumsy. I would’ve taken presence.

But most nights, he’d crawl into bed late, the smell of blue light still lingering on his skin — emails, Slack threads, strategy calls that went on for hours. His hand would find my hip in that automatic way husbands do, the half-pat, half-clutch of routine affection. A formality.

Sometimes he’d try. Once or twice a month, usually after a work win. He’d slide over, tug at my nightshirt, kiss me with breath that tasted of coffee and exhaustion.

And I’d open.

Because I still wanted him.
Because I still believed I could pull us back.

But the rhythm was always rushed. The touch, distracted. His hips bucking in that tired, old motion like he was counting seconds, not reading skin. I’d lie there — wet from loneliness, not from lust — and let him finish.

Then it was the bathroom.
Then the toilet flush.
Then the silence.

I used to cry quietly afterward.

Now I just masturbate.

He’s not a bad man. He’s kind. Thoughtful. Pays for things before I even ask. Surprises me with perfumes, books, silk. Always remembers anniversaries.

But I wasn’t aching for gifts.

I was aching for heat.



There was a Tuesday in late June when I broke.

He’d left early for a seminar. I was home, alone, with the laundry humming in the background and the sun spilling across our white linen sheets. I opened my laptop — meant to check email — but my fingers drifted to bookmarks.

Taboo stories.
Wife-sharing.
Travel erotica.

One was titled She Wore the Dirndl for Him.

I clicked.

And in minutes, my hand was between my thighs.

I read about women at foreign festivals, taken in alleys by strangers. About public toilets and beer tents, open mouths and open legs, husbands who watched or disappeared. The filth in the words made me breathless. Not because it was unreal — but because some part of me knew it wasn’t far-fetched.

I came that day so hard my legs curled off the bed.
I came again later that night, when he didn’t touch me.



I never wanted to cheat.

God, no.

The thought of fucking someone at work — someone who’d sit across from me in a meeting later, eyes heavy with history — made my stomach twist. I kept those boundaries. I locked the doors. I smiled. I said no to drinks. I stayed safe.

But I kept reading.
And watching.
And fingering myself to stories of dirndls and leather trousers, of strong accents and stronger grips.

I even ordered the outfit in July.

Not for costume night.
Not for fun.

I ordered it because I needed to believe that some part of me still had power. That I could still make men ache. That I could feel watched and wanted and dripping again.

He noticed the parcel when it came. Asked if it was for Halloween.

“No,” I’d said simply. “It’s for Oktoberfest.”

He smiled like a man who’d never read a single one of my sighs.
Never tasted the heat on my fingers after I touched myself in the shower while he typed on his laptop in the next room.

And maybe that’s why I came here.
To Munich.
To the tents.
To this moment.

Not to find love.
Not to leave him.

But to remember what it felt like when a man couldn’t look away.

And when I saw the way they looked at me today — when that butcher’s thumb lingered just a second too long, when the beer vendor watched my lips on the sausage, when a stranger brushed past and looked back — I felt it.

I was still wet.
Still dangerous.
Still capable of ruin.

And tonight…
I might just let someone ruin me.


Chapter 4: Lost in the Crowd

It started with the music.

The brass band had just started up again, belting out something fast and wild, and the crowd in the Schottenhamel tent surged like a living thing — bodies pressed shoulder to shoulder, mugs raised, arms swaying. Beer sloshed over wooden tables, laughter rang out in drunken waves, and somewhere to my left, a man in lederhosen lifted a girl clean off her feet and spun her in the air like she was made of cotton.

I grinned and turned to say something to my husband — but he was already walking ahead, pushing through the crowd, following the signs toward the next beer line like a man on a mission. One eye on his phone, checking reviews, calculating distance. Always calculating.

I didn't follow right away.

Because someone had bumped into me — or maybe I’d bumped into them — and the moment held, just a second longer than it should have.

His hand came to rest on the small of my back.

Large. Firm. Warm.
And confident.

Not the half-apology, half-accidental touch of a stranger in a crowd.
This was deliberate.

I turned. Slowly.
And looked up into eyes the color of dark beer — deep brown, rimmed with lashes, locked straight onto me.

“Entschuldigung,” he said with a grin. “But I think you dropped something.”

I looked down. Nothing on the floor.
When I looked up again, his gaze was on my chest.

And he didn’t look away.

I felt my stomach tighten. My skin flush. The dirndl’s neckline suddenly felt lower, tighter, like it was barely containing me. Which, to be fair, it wasn’t.

“I don’t think I did,” I said, trying to smile, trying not to blush too obviously.

“Your smile,” he replied, still grinning. “But you found it again.”

It was cheesy.
It was stupid.
And it flooded warmth between my legs.

I let out a small laugh. Bit my lip. Looked away like a girl caught doing something wicked.

Behind me, the crowd shifted again, and I felt the press of bodies push me backward — closer to him.

He didn’t step away.

Instead, his hand slid slightly lower on my back.
Then paused just above the curve of my ass.
His thumb stroked once. Light. Testing.

I didn’t move.

My first instinct was to step forward, laugh it off, pretend it hadn’t happened. Anyone could see. But I stayed still.

Because my husband was gone now, lost in the swell of the tent — maybe twenty feet away, head down, scrolling for directions to some brewery he wanted to try next.
Because this man was taller, broader, his shirt rolled at the sleeves, collar open, chest dusted with sweat and cologne and something feral.
Because I could already feel the outline of him through his pants. And it wasn’t shy.

“You here for the beer?” he asked, leaning in.

His breath was warm against my ear.
His lips close enough to brush if I tilted.

“Something like that,” I murmured. “Maybe the bratwurst.”

“Then you’ve come to the right place.”

And fuck, the way he said it — low and full of knowing — made my thighs clench under the skirt.

Behind us, another gust of laughter rose, and the crowd tightened again.
This time, his body pressed fully against mine.

Chest to chest.
Hip to hip.
Thigh to thigh.

I could feel everything.

The heat of him. The shape of his cock, thick and heavy, nudging just above my mound. The hardness of his abdomen against my ribs. The tension in his grip when his hand finally slid down — cupped my ass through the skirt, and squeezed.

Not hard.
Not rushed.
Just enough to say I see what you’ve dressed for. I know what you came for.

And I let him.

For a second, I almost turned. Almost opened my mouth to say no. But the word stuck in my throat, buried under the throb in my cunt

I should’ve pulled back. Should’ve glanced around, found my husband, excused myself politely, pretended it was a misunderstanding.

But I didn’t.

I let this stranger’s hand stay on my ass while my nipples pushed tight against the blouse.
Let his breath tickle the curve of my throat.
Let him slide one finger under the hem of my skirt — just a little — just enough to brush lace.

“You’re wet,” he whispered.
Not a question.
Just a fact.

I didn’t respond.
Couldn’t.

If I had, it would’ve been obvious. My voice would’ve cracked.
My mouth was dry. My heart pounded. My cunt throbbed.

He dipped his finger deeper.
Found the crease where thong met flesh.
Traced it.

And I stood there, in a crowded Munich beer tent, surrounded by families and tourists and old men singing drinking songs — and let a man I didn’t know stroke my pussy through thin lace while my husband waited in line for a drink.

“Will you come back with me?” he asked.

I looked up.
Met his eyes.

And for a moment, I saw the full weight of what this was.

A line.
A choice.
A yes I couldn’t take back.

I thought of my husband in line for beer. Of our quiet hotel room. Of all the nights I’d waited for him to touch me and he hadn’t. And then I felt the stranger’s finger press again, harder, exactly where I was soaked.

But I also saw the raw want in his face.
The certainty.
The promise of ruin.

And I realized I’d already crossed the line the moment I packed the dirndl.

“I need to tell my husband,” I whispered, voice tight, trembling.

His finger pressed a little harder between my thighs.
“Text him,” he said.
“Tell him you’re going to the bathroom.”


Chapter 5: Tower of Kegs
(Munich, Late Afternoon)

I found my husband near the beer line — still scrolling, still researching, still locked in that little world of reviews and star ratings.

“I’m just going to the bathroom,” I said, slipping beside him, my voice casual, practiced. Light.

He didn’t even look up.

“Okay. Want me to hold your bag?”

I handed it over. Smiled. Pressed a quick kiss to his cheek.

And walked away.



The stranger was waiting near the edge of the tent — near the darker part, past the tables, past the servers carrying armfuls of frothy mugs, past the accordion band, where the crowd thinned and the noise dipped to a steady rumble.

He didn’t say a word when I reached him.

He just held out his hand.

And I took it.

His grip was rough and warm, the callouses unmistakable — not the soft palm of a man who typed for a living, but someone who used his hands. Worked with them. Fucked with them.

We slipped behind the stacked beer kegs — tall, towering silver drums, their sides slick with condensation. The air back here was cooler, shaded. You could still hear the music — but muffled now, like the soundtrack of someone else’s story.

He pressed me gently against the wood wall. Not forceful. Not urgent.

Just... inevitable.

He smelled like sweat and hops and faint cologne — that spicy, peppery kind older European men wear with quiet confidence. His thumb grazed my wrist, then the inside of my palm, then up to the thin swell of my breast under the tight bodice.

Still, he didn’t kiss me.

He just looked.

And that was worse.

Because I felt everything in that gaze.

He stared at the swell of my tits. The lace barely holding them up. The way my skirt rode higher when I shifted on my feet. The way my thighs brushed when I crossed them — as if I could somehow protect what was already his.

“You look better than most girls half your age,” he murmured.

That made my breath catch. He could’ve said slut. Could’ve said hot. Could’ve said anything vulgar and fast.

But he didn’t.

He said it like a man admiring a meal he was about to slowly, brutally devour.

“I’m married,” I whispered.
It wasn’t a protest. It was a confession.

He leaned closer. His hand slid under my skirt. Found the thong. Pulled it to the side like it didn’t matter.

“You’re soaked,” he said again, same as before.
No surprise. No question. Just fact.

I didn’t move.

Not when his fingers traced the swollen lips of my cunt.
Not when his knuckles brushed my clit.
Not even when I whimpered — soft and shameful.

Because the truth was, I hadn’t been touched like this in years. Not like I was prey. Not like my body mattered. Not like someone was taking their time — even when time was short.

And God, it mattered.

His fingers left me, wet with proof.

And then — slowly, almost reverently — he unbuttoned the front of his trousers.

And pulled it out.

His cock.

Thick. Uncut. Veins curling along the shaft like rope. The head flushed and swollen, already half-hard, even before I’d touched it. The kind of cock you imagine when you read about things stretching. About women gasping. About men who take what they want.

I stared.

And then I laughed softly — not out of humor, but disbelief.

Because it was nothing like my husband’s.

His was polite. Average. The kind you accommodate with a little sigh and a tilt of the hips.

But this?

This was German sausage.

Bigger. Wetter. Heavier.

And if it was already this full just from teasing me... what would it feel like inside?

“Ever tasted Bavarian meat?” he asked, his voice low, wicked.

I didn’t answer.

I just knelt.


Chapter 6: First Taste
(Behind the kegs, late afternoon shadows)

I knelt slowly, letting my hands trail down the side of his thighs as I sank, the hem of my dirndl brushing the dirt-slick stone floor. The skirt puffed slightly around me, pooling like fabric meant for worship.

I hadn’t been on my knees like this in… I couldn’t remember.
Not for my husband.
Not for anyone.

But right now, it felt natural.
Not forced.
Not staged.
Just earned.

The air down here was cooler — scented with old beer, damp earth, and the faint musk of sweat from men who’d hauled kegs all morning. But beneath it, I caught him. A stronger, darker scent. Skin and cock and something feral. My cunt clenched just breathing it in.

His cock hung heavy and half-hard before me, swaying slightly with the breeze from the back tent flap. Veins coiled lazily up the shaft. The head peeked out, flushed deep red, thick-skinned and blunt. A drop of precum clung to the tip — slick, clear, undeniably male.

I exhaled, and it twitched.

"You don’t have to," he said quietly, though his hand was already in my hair. His fingers didn’t push. They waited. Like a man who already knew what the answer would be.

I looked up at him.

"You’re not shy anymore," I whispered.

He smirked. “You were never shy.”

He was right.

I leaned forward and pressed my lips, not to the tip, but just beside it. A soft, wet kiss to the shaft — a promise without a claim. Then another, lower this time, near the base, where the skin grew warmer. More intimate. His scent was stronger here. It made my stomach flip.

His fingers tightened slightly in my hair.

But I didn’t take him in yet.

Instead, I explored — with lips, with breath. I nuzzled the weight of him, let my nose graze the underside of his cock, let my tongue flick out just once, a teasing taste of salt and sweat and man.

His hips jerked.

Not much. But enough to know I’d hit something vital.

I smiled against him.

“This isn’t what I expected when I said I was going to the bathroom,” I murmured.

He chuckled. “It’s what you packed the dirndl for.”

I kissed the tip next — a slow, lingering press, not open-mouthed, not greedy. Just lips to skin. Holy. Like communion.

My fingers finally wrapped around the base — and Christ, even that made me blush. It didn’t fit like my husband’s did. It filled my hand, warm and stiffening, like it had a pulse of its own.

Still, I didn’t open for him.

Not yet.

Instead, I licked.

One slow line from base to crown, flat-tongued, deliberate.

His hand gripped tighter.
I heard him inhale.
Deep. Rough. Caught off guard.

"You’re dangerous," he said.

"And you’re hard."

He laughed softly — then gasped when I licked again, this time circling the head, teasing the slit with the very tip of my tongue, never fully taking him in.

I wanted him to feel watched, the way I’d felt all day. I wanted him desperate. Aching. Held in suspense. Because I wasn’t some drunk girl he’d grabbed in a tent.

I was a married woman kneeling in filth, unwrapping a cock I shouldn’t even be seeing — let alone licking like it was dessert.

And I wasn’t doing it to be good.

I was doing it to feel.

To feel his fingers in my hair.
To feel his cock throb in my mouth.
To feel his breath hitch when I pulled away just before things tipped over.

Because I was in control now.

Me.

The wife in the dirndl.
The one with lace damp between her thighs.
The one who hadn’t come in weeks.
Who’d gone unseen, untouched, unfelt.

Until now.

I kissed the head once more. Looked up. Let saliva glisten on my lips.

“Don’t cum yet,” I whispered.

He blinked.

“I haven’t even started.”

Chapter 7: Full Mouth, Empty Guilt
 

His cock rested against my lips like a test.
And I passed it — not with urgency, not with hunger, but with precision.

Because this wasn’t about getting him off.

This was about making him feel worshipped.



I opened my mouth slowly, tongue flat, eyes locked on his. I wanted him to see every second — the glide, the stretch, the moment my lips parted wider than they had in years. His cock was warm, thicker now, fully awake.

And it filled my mouth in a way my husband never had.

He groaned.

Not loud. Not theatrical. Just a deep, involuntary sound — like pressure escaping a valve. I took just the head at first, then pulled back, letting it pop from my lips with a soft, wet smack. A trail of spit connected us.

I looked up, smiling around it.

"Fucking hell," he muttered.

I went back in.

This time deeper.

His hand clenched in my hair, guiding now. He didn’t thrust. Didn’t need to. I set the rhythm. Slow and tight. My tongue curled under him, my cheeks hollowed, the back of my throat relaxed like I’d practiced this. And in a way, I had.

In my head.
In stories.
In shower fantasies.

But this wasn’t a story.

This was real.

His cock in my mouth.
His fingers in my hair.
His voice, rough with restraint.

And I made it filthier.

I moaned softly around him. Let the sound vibrate down the shaft. I knew what that did. I knew how that felt from the other side — the tingle in the balls, the flutter in the belly. He gasped.

"God, you’re good at that," he breathed.

I pulled back again, strings of spit clinging between us. My lipstick — soft pink this morning — was now ruined and sticky. My eyes felt glassy. My cunt throbbed.

I stroked him with both hands now — twist and slide, spit slicking my fingers.

He leaned back against the keg, breath ragged, hips twitching like he was trying not to fuck my mouth.

“You’re married?” he asked, chest heaving.

“Mm-hmm,” I murmured, lips teasing the tip again. “Almost ten years.”

“And he doesn’t know what he has.”

I smiled again — and swallowed him.

Deeper this time.
Not all the way, but almost.
Enough to feel him nudge the back of my throat.

His knees buckled.

"Fuck—"

I bobbed now. Controlled. Dirty. Loving it.
Not fast. Not porn-star messy. Just deep, strong strokes — the kind that say I know what I’m doing. I’ve sucked cock before. But never like this.

Because this one deserved it.

I let go with a wet gasp and stroked him fast, licking under the head, teasing the slit.

“Don’t cum yet,” I whispered again. “Not here. Not yet.”

He was sweating now. Shaky. On the edge.

And just then — my phone buzzed in my bra.

I froze.

Pulled it out.

A message from my husband:
“You okay in there? Long line?”

I looked at it.

Then looked at the cock in my hand.
Wet. Angry. Needing.

I smiled.

Typed back:
“Yeah. Very long. Still waiting.”

Put the phone back.

And wrapped my lips around another kind of length.


Chapter 8 – I drank his foam

I took him back between my lips — not in a rush, not like I was trying to please him, but like I was tasting him.

Like I was claiming him.

Like this cock — this thick, hot, foreign thing — had been owed to me for years.

And now, finally, I was taking what was mine.

He slid in easier this time, already slick from my spit and arousal, his skin warm and taut beneath my tongue. I opened wider, letting him settle past my lips, slowly, deliberately, until I felt the gentle stretch at the corners of my mouth — that sweet, filthy fullness I hadn’t felt in so long.

I moved with care, savoring the way he filled my mouth.
The way his taste bloomed across my tongue — a little sweat, a little salt, all man.
I pressed my tongue flat against the underside of his shaft, cradling him.

And then I looked up.

Right into his eyes.

Not as a tease.
Not for validation.
But because I wanted him to see.

To see what it looked like when a married woman sucked cock like she meant it.
Not because she was told to.
But because something inside her had broken open.
And now all she wanted was to be used and flooded and owned — if only for five filthy minutes behind a stack of kegs in a beer tent.

I cupped his balls in one hand — warm, heavy, tight — rolling them gently between my fingers. My other hand stroked the base of him in a rhythm that matched my mouth, gliding up and down, spit making everything messy and perfect.

I didn’t go fast.

I went deep.
Consistent.
Firm.

The kind of blowjob that says:
I don’t need you to fuck my mouth.
I want you to melt in it.

His thighs tightened. His fingers trembled in my hair.

He whispered something in German — I didn’t understand the word, but the sound of it, thick and broken, sent a thrill up my spine.

Because I knew what was coming.

Literally.

I took a deep breath through my nose, anchored myself, and relaxed my jaw just enough for the final inch to slide in — slow and deep and devastating.

And then he came.

He didn’t jerk.
He didn’t moan.

He shuddered — from the gut, like something tearing loose inside him.

The first pulse hit the back of my throat — hot, sudden, salty.

The second was heavier.
Richer.
It coated my tongue, clung to the roof of my mouth like warm syrup.

I moaned around him — soft, guttural — not out of reflex, but because I wanted to.
Because I loved the feel of it.
Because I loved knowing that no one else had made him come like this in years — maybe ever.

He kept twitching in my mouth, helpless, still unloading, while I swallowed again. And again. Every drop. Every slow pulse.

I didn’t pull away.

I didn’t flinch.

I just stayed there, full of him.
Quietly powerful.

Because this wasn’t about sin.
Or cheating.
Or thrill.

It was about being seen.

Being wanted.

Being used and adored in the same breath.

And as he softened on my tongue, his hand gentle in my hair, his body trembling slightly from release, I knew one thing with perfect clarity:

This wasn’t guilt.

This was glory.

When he was done, I held him in my mouth for a beat longer — lips closed gently around his softening tip, tongue still cradling the last trace of his heat — before finally letting him slip free with a wet, deliberate pop.

The sound hung in the air, small and obscene.

His cock dangled, spent and glistening, a bead of my spit and his cum still clinging to the underside. It twitched once — that last involuntary flutter of overstimulation — and I watched it like a woman who’d just tasted something forbidden and was still hungry.

He was panting.

Not like a man who’d run.
Like a man who’d surrendered.

His chest rose and fell, shirt stuck to his skin, eyes glazed, mouth parted in something that might’ve been disbelief — or maybe just awe.

He stared down at me like I was something out of a story.
A wife in a dirndl.
On her knees.
With his cum still warm in her throat.

I didn’t rush.

I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear — slow, sensual, like I was resetting the frame. Then stood. Graceful. Unhurried. Letting the skirt of my dress fall softly around my thighs again, like the curtain closing on a scene only we would remember.

My lips felt swollen. Raw. Sticky.

I touched the corner of my mouth with one finger, caught a drop of him still clinging there — then brought it to my lips and sucked it clean, holding his gaze the entire time.

His legs were still trembling.
Mine weren’t.

I stepped in close — close enough for him to smell himself on me, to see the glow in my eyes that had nothing to do with guilt.

Just heat.
And power.
And the secret satisfaction of a woman who had just undone a man completely, and didn’t need anyone’s permission to enjoy it.

I leaned in, lips brushing the edge of his ear, and whispered —

“Danke.”

Not as a courtesy.
But as a blessing.

Because I knew what I’d given him.

And I knew what he’d given me.

He laughed — breathless, undone — the kind of laugh a man lets out when he’s been completely disarmed. His cock still twitched, soft now, glistening with the last remnants of what I’d swallowed. His chest rose and fell like he’d just stepped off a roller coaster. Or into a church.

“You’re too good,” he muttered, voice rough with reverence. “Too fucking good.”

I didn’t reply.
Didn’t need to.

Instead, I adjusted the neckline of my dirndl — fingers smoothing the rumpled lace, tugging the bodice back into place. It still clung to me a little too tight, my skin flushed from kneeling, from sucking, from owning him.

Then I reached between my breasts and pulled out my phone.

The screen lit up with a familiar name.

My husband.

“I got us two drinks. Come find me when you’re done.”

Two drinks.
Two mugs of golden beer.
Held by the man I’d promised forever to.

I smiled — not out of guilt, but something far softer.

Like a woman who’d just stepped outside herself, touched something dark and warm and freeing, and come back glowing.

My thumbs tapped lightly.

“Coming.”

I hit send.

And I was.

Just not the way he thought.


Chapter 9: Same Tent, Different Woman

(Late afternoon. One husband. One beer. One secret I’ll never untaste.)

The noise swelled as I stepped back into the tent — all brass and clinking mugs and sweaty joy. Rows of strangers hoisted steins and sang verses I didn’t understand. Women twirled in dirndls. Men stomped and shouted, foam spilling over their wrists.

It should’ve felt overwhelming.

But everything inside me had stilled.

I walked through it — slower now, looser in my hips, my skin flushed from the inside out. My legs felt slick beneath my skirt. My lips tingled with memory. My throat still carried the faint salt and heat of someone else’s release.

And yet…

I didn’t feel dirty.

I felt alive.



I found him exactly where he said he’d be — near the far bench under the red-and-white tent lining, holding two massive beers in each hand, smiling like nothing in the world had shifted.

And for him, it hadn’t.

"Hey!" he called, spotting me. "Perfect timing. Got us Helles. Look at the head on this one!"

He handed me a mug, foamy and cool.

I took it — careful not to let our fingers touch too long. I wasn’t ready for that yet.

He leaned in and kissed my cheek. His lips brushed the skin just near my mouth.

I tensed for half a second.

Just half.

"Everything okay?" he asked.

"Yeah," I said softly. "Long line."

He nodded, sipping his beer. “It’s crazy in there. I lost signal for a bit. Didn’t think I’d find you.”

I smiled into the rim of my mug.

“Oh,” I said, voice light, letting the corners of my mouth lift just enough to seem present. “You found me.”

We sat side by side on the long wooden bench, backs pressed to the warm tent wall, the din of the beer hall unfolding around us — wild and alive. The kind of joy that made people spill secrets and lock lips, made them brave and stupid all at once.

But me?

I was calm.

Centered.

The glass stein felt cold in my hand, condensation wetting my knuckles. I took a sip — slow, steady, letting the foam kiss my upper lip before sliding past my tongue.

The beer was crisp.
But it tasted like nothing compared to what had already passed my lips.

My dress clung to my skin now, the fabric slightly damp with sweat and breath and kneeling. My thighs pressed together beneath the table, holding in the afterheat. The musky remnants of a man’s orgasm still warmed the back of my tongue, subtle and salty and unmistakably male.

It was fading, yes.
But not gone.

Not nearly.

His arm brushed mine as he turned to say something about the crowd, and I nodded — eyes wide, smile soft. Like a wife enjoying a trip. Like a woman untouched.

But inside, I pulsed.

Not from guilt.

From the weight of what I’d done.
From the knowing.

The crowd roared for another toast — voices raised in sloppy unison, mugs clashing above us. He lifted his glass, and I mirrored him. We clinked.

To him, I was still just his wife.
Same face. Same hair tucked behind the ears.
Same dirndl. Same silver ring on the same hand.

Same day.

But beneath the lace and the beer and the soft sheen of my smile…

I was changed.

I was a woman who had just knelt behind a stack of beer kegs.
A woman who had wrapped her lips around a stranger’s cock.
Who had taken him in completely.
Held him there while he pulsed down her throat.
Drank his cum like prized beer.

And wiped her lips clean before returning to her husband’s side.

I was still that woman.

Still full of him.

And the man sitting beside me — sweet, distracted, predictable — would never know.

Unless I wanted him to.

Unless I leaned close and whispered what was still coating the back of my teeth.

Unless I kissed him and let him taste it.

Unless I told him the truth:
That while he waited with two beers in hand, I’d taken something else inside me.
And left nothing behind.


Chapter 10: The Toast and the Tease
(Same tent. Different breath)

We clinked glasses again.
The foam spilled slightly this time, and I giggled — not from joy, but from the heat still smoldering in my throat.
Because every sound that left my lips…
Still tasted like him.



My husband leaned in to say something about the band, some funny lyric he’d picked up in the chorus. I nodded, sipped, laughed on cue. But even as we sat shoulder to shoulder, beer in hand, I felt like I was floating just a few inches above the wooden bench.

My body was here.
But my mouth still felt owned.

The taste lingered. The weight of it. That subtle warmth you only feel after — after you’ve taken a man whole, felt his release hit the back of your throat like thunder in a cave, and swallowed it without pause.

And now I was smiling.
Chatting.
Drinking wheat beer like any other tourist wife in a dirndl.

He leaned over again.

"You look amazing in that," he said, finally taking a real look at me. "God. I mean it."

I met his eyes.

"Thank you," I said, voice smooth. Velvet. Thick with things he couldn’t name.

His hand touched my thigh under the table. A soft graze, warm through the fabric.

My cunt flinched.
Reflex.

He had no idea what he was touching.
No idea what had been between my legs thirty minutes ago.
Or who.

“You okay?” he asked, brow furrowing just slightly. “You’re quiet.”

“I’m perfect,” I whispered.

And then — I turned toward him, leaned in close, and kissed him.

Not a peck.

A kiss.

Mouth to mouth.

His lips parted in surprise, and I let my tongue slip in — just a little. Slow. Controlled. Erotic.

I let him taste it.

The beer.
The sweat.
And if he was paying attention…

The faint, lingering trace of another man’s cum.

It sat on my breath like perfume.

I pulled back slowly, eyes half-lidded, letting the kiss dissolve into a smile.

He blinked. “Wow.”

“You liked that?”

“Yeah,” he laughed. “That was… intense.”

“Good.”

I sipped my beer again. He rubbed my thigh once more, firmer now, maybe finally feeling something under his palm.

And across the tent — through the haze and lights and shadows — I caught a glimpse of him.

The stranger.
Leaning by the bar.
Watching me.

He didn’t smile.
He didn’t wave.

He just sipped his drink.

And tilted his chin once — like a man who knew exactly where his cum had just been.


Chapter 11: The Dance and the Dare
 

The band struck up again — a bolder song this time, fast and pounding, the kind that made boots stomp and skirts spin. Steins clashed above the crowd like weapons of joy, and the floorboards thudded with hundreds of feet moving in rough, chaotic time.

Around us, people rose from their benches.

Dancing. Laughing. Grabbing hands.
Shouting German lyrics I couldn’t understand — but suddenly, I didn’t need to.

I felt it.

The rhythm.
The electricity.
The dare.



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

I paused, cocking my head. “You?”

He grinned sheepishly. “Why not?”

Why not.

Why not dance with the man who just kissed the mouth where another man’s cum had cooled and clung?
Why not let the music blur everything — timelines, guilt, ownership?

“Alright,” I said, finishing the last of my beer. “Let’s dance.”



The floor was crowded but loose, filled with couples and strangers spinning wildly. I let him take my hand, pull me into the fray. We moved together at first — awkward, simple. A two-step shuffle. He twirled me once, almost dropped his mug, and we laughed.

But I was laughing for me, not for him.

Because something had shifted in my hips.

My skirt bounced now, freer, higher. My body moved like it remembered the weight of that cock in my mouth, the slow choke of it, the fullness. I danced like a woman who had already been taken today — and maybe wouldn’t mind being taken again.

And people noticed.

Men noticed.

One in particular.

Across the floor, through the haze of raised arms and swinging steins, I saw him again. The stranger. Leaning casually against a post, beer in one hand, watching me with that same quiet claim in his eyes.

Not lust.
Ownership.

Like he was watching a girl wearing his cum on her breath.
Which I was.



My husband moved behind me now, swaying against my back, his hands light on my hips. But I leaned forward, just a little. Let the skirt bounce more. Let the weight of my breasts shift beneath the tight bodice. I wasn’t dancing with him anymore.

I was dancing with the memory.

Of thick fingers pulling my thong aside.
Of his cock, fat and heavy, brushing my cheek before I took it in.
Of the way I swallowed everything. Every. Single. Drop.
And walked away glowing.

I glanced over my shoulder — not at my husband.

At him.

And he smiled this time.
Subtle. Knowing.
The kind of smile men wear when they’ve already been inside you — and might come back for more.



The song changed.

Something slower. Still loud, but with a deeper beat. Heavier.

I leaned into my husband’s ear.

“I need the bathroom again,” I said.

“You okay?”

I nodded.
And walked off.
Not toward the women’s.

Toward the back of the tent.

Where the light dimmed.
Where the air cooled.
Where someone was already waiting.


Chapter 12: Bathroom Stall Confessions
 

The back of the tent smelled different.
Less like beer.
More like intent.

The laughter was softer here. The shadows heavier. Music still pulsed in the background — thumping through the canvas like a second heartbeat — but the energy had shifted.

Because back here, people didn’t come to sing.

They came to fuck.
Or confess.
Or both.



I passed the main toilets. Long lines. Women laughing. The clatter of heels, the sharp tang of disinfectant.

I kept walking.

Toward the last stall. Past the sinks. Past the graffitied door that didn’t quite close right.

It creaked when I pushed it open.

And he was already inside.

Back pressed to the chipped tile.
Arms crossed.
Hard again.



He didn’t say anything at first.

Neither did I.

Just that look — shared across four feet of silence — heavy and slow, like fog wrapping around bare ankles.

I stepped in.
Locked the door.
The bolt clicked with a sound that felt more like a promise than protection.

He moved first this time. Took two steps forward, grabbed my hips, and pressed me back against the door. His mouth was on mine before I could speak — not soft, not hungry.

Claiming.

He kissed like a man who had already tasted me and wanted to see if the flavor had changed. His hands slid under my skirt. Felt the wetness already seeping into my thighs.

“Still soaked,” he whispered.

“No one touches me like that,” I murmured.

“Not even your husband?”

I looked him dead in the eye.
“No. Never.”



He spun me gently — my palms hit the metal wall of the stall, cool against my skin. I felt him behind me, lifting the back of my skirt, dragging it upward with slow deliberation. His knuckles brushed my ass. Then a pause.

My thong — still sticky from earlier — peeled slightly as he pulled it down.
Mid-thigh.
No resistance.

Then I heard it.

His zipper.

That low, sweet sound of release.

I turned my head over my shoulder just in time to see it again.

His cock.

Hard. Thick. Veined.
Glistening with spit.
My spit.

And I thought of my husband — standing by the table, sipping his beer, maybe watching the crowd for me. Maybe wondering what was taking so long.

I smiled.

Then braced my hands against the stall.
Back arched.
Ass out.

And whispered, “Fuck me.”

His hand slid up my back, slow and steady, until it found the nape of my neck.
He paused there — not to control me, but to anchor me.
Like a man about to step into something dangerous and needed a grip.

Behind me, I felt him.

The heat.
The size.
The thick, deliberate press of his cockhead nudging the space just beneath my ass.

He didn’t rush.

He let it rest there — against my soaked folds, just below the cleft — teasing, waiting, letting the weight of it sink in.

And then… he slid in.



Not all at once.
God, no.

He took his time.
Let my body open around him.

The stretch was sharp at first — my breath caught, my fingers curled against the cold stall wall — but then it melted. My pussy gave for him. Welcomed him. Sucked him deeper.

He filled me like I hadn’t been filled in years.
Thicker than my husband.
Deeper.
Ruder.

His hands gripped my hips, pulled me back as he pushed in — slow, brutal inches. Every vein on his cock felt like it was dragging across a nerve ending.

And when his hips finally met my ass, when he was fully buried in me, I made a sound I hadn’t made in a very long time.

A low, broken moan.
The sound of a woman being taken.



He stayed there — deep inside me — just breathing for a moment.

Then pulled out halfway.
And thrust back in.

A little faster.

Then again.
Faster.

The wet slap of skin filled the stall, muted by the music outside, but still sharp. Raw. The kind of sound that says someone’s getting fucked. Not loved. Not made love to.
Fucked.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, not to hurt, but to lift my face — just enough to see myself in the scratched mirror on the stall wall.

What I saw?

A woman split open.
Eyes glassy.
Mouth parted.
Hair a mess.
Lips bitten red.

He bent over me, mouth close to my ear.

“You’re so fucking tight.”

I whimpered. “Don’t stop.”

His rhythm changed then.
Deeper. Slower. Crueler.

He rolled his hips with every thrust, grinding against my ass, hitting that spot inside me that made my knees shake. My thighs trembled, and I braced harder against the wall, eyes fluttering shut as pleasure built from somewhere dangerous and low.

I could feel him swell inside me.
Could feel my body clamp down.

“I’m close,” he growled, breath hot on my neck.

I looked back at him, panting. “Where do you want to come?”

He blinked — wild-eyed, sweaty — not expecting the question.

“Inside?” I asked.

He didn’t answer with words.

Just a brutal thrust.
And another.
And then he grunted — low, ragged — and I felt the first pulse hit.

Hot. Thick. Deep.

His cum shot into me in waves.
Filling me.
Marking me.
Claiming me.

And I moaned through it — every twitch, every flex, until he was spent inside me.



He stayed there for a second, chest against my back, cock still buried in me, both of us breathless and trembling.

Then slowly, he pulled out.

I gasped — from the emptiness, from the leak already sliding down my thigh.

He turned me around. Looked at me like he hadn’t just fucked me raw in a public bathroom.

Like he was grateful.

I kissed him — once, softly — then pulled my thong back up, sticky and useless, and adjusted my skirt.

No mirror could fix me now.

And I didn’t want to be fixed.

I wanted to carry him back to the table.
Inside me.

Chapter 13: The Walk Back
 

I didn’t rush.

I left the stall slowly, letting the door creak open behind me, one hand smoothing down my skirt — not to hide anything, but to feel the warmth still glowing beneath it.

His cum was already leaking out of me.

I felt it with every step — thick and warm, caught in the curve of my panties, sliding along the inside of one thigh like a secret that didn’t want to stay hidden. My cunt still ached slightly, deliciously, like it had been properly used.

And it had.

My cheeks were flushed.
My breath slow and deep.
My lips still tingled from being kissed — and bitten.

And I walked through the tent like a woman anointed.



No one looked twice.

Why would they?

I was just another tourist wife in a dirndl. Hair a little mussed from dancing. A little glowier than before. Maybe drunk. Maybe high on the night.

But no one saw what he had done to me.

No one saw the thin trail running down my thigh.
The heat in my eyes.
The tremble still lingering in my knees.

No one saw the ruin.

Except me.

And I carried it with pride.



I reached the bench. My husband waved.

“There you are,” he smiled. “Was starting to think I’d have to send in a search party.”

I laughed softly — genuine this time, airy.

“I got a bit turned around,” I said, brushing invisible dirt from the hem of my skirt.

He passed me another beer. Cold and golden and full.

I took it.

Sat beside him.

The wooden bench pressed up between my thighs, and I felt everything. The stick. The slick. The damp, warm mess of another man still inside me.

It didn’t shame me.

It centered me.



He leaned in and kissed my cheek again. “You smell amazing,” he said.

“Do I?”

He nodded. “Like… cloves and something sweeter.”

I smiled behind my mug. It wasn’t cloves.

It was sex.

Sweat. Cum. Heat. Her.

He didn’t know.
Not yet.

He only knew I was glowing now. Softer. Calmer. Still.
Like a woman who had just been loved.

Or something far dirtier.

And as the brass band picked up again, and strangers around us shouted for another round, I let myself lean into him — body close, thighs sealed, secrets soaking quietly between them.

I was his wife.

And still, I was carrying another man’s seed inside me.

And he would never know.

Unless I wanted him to.


Chapter 14: Midnight Fire
(The hotel room. Two beers later. Two truths too heavy to hide.)

The walk back was quiet.

The kind of quiet that follows a long day — footsteps soft on the cobblestone, hands brushing but not fully held. We weaved through the city like we’d done a dozen times before, him pointing out little things he read about online, me nodding, smiling, aching.

Every few steps, I felt it again.

The trickle.

His cum. Still leaking from me.

It soaked into my thong. Warmed the crease of my thighs. Coated me in a way that water couldn’t wash off.

By the time we got back to the room, it had dried into something thicker. Stickier. My skin pulsed with it. My lips still hummed. And my husband…

He couldn’t stop looking at me.



“You okay?” he asked again, tossing his bag onto the chair.

“Mm-hmm.” I kicked off my shoes. “Just tired.”

I went to the sink. Brushed my teeth.
Didn’t bother rinsing inside.

Because he was still inside me.

And maybe I wanted him to be.



We were quiet getting into bed — just the hum of the city outside, and the soft rustle of sheets. He slid in beside me in boxers and a white tee, rolling onto his side to face me.

I lay on my back, hair spread across the pillow, heart thudding under the skin he still thought he knew.

And then…

He touched my thigh.

Just lightly. Fingers stroking up and down.

“You feel… different tonight,” he said softly.

“Different?”

“Yeah. Like… I don’t know. Glowing. Looser.”

I turned toward him. Slowly.

And for the first time all day, I didn’t smile.

I looked at him.

Really looked.

And I said it.

“I was with someone.”



Silence.

Not a gasp. Not a flinch. Just a pause — heavy, jagged.

His hand stilled on my thigh. His eyes blinked once. Twice.

Then…

He exhaled. Shaky. Quiet.

And under the sheets…

I felt him get hard.



He swallowed. “What do you mean?”

I didn’t look away.

“I mean I… I sucked his cock. Behind the kegs. Then he fucked me. In the bathroom.” My voice stayed soft. Measured. Not proud. Not ashamed.

“Inside me.”

My husband’s breath hitched.

I watched his jaw tense.

His eyes flicked down my body, like seeing it suddenly differently.

I saw the confusion. The hurt. But also…

The pulse.

His cock — hard now, unmistakably.

He shifted under the blanket, like he was trying to hide it. But I already felt the bulge against my thigh.

“You’re hard,” I whispered.

He closed his eyes.

“I don’t know why,” he said, voice breaking. “I shouldn’t be.”

I moved closer. Took his hand. Pressed it between my thighs.

Still damp. Still slick.

“You can feel it,” I said. “He’s still there.”

He let out a small, strangled noise.

But didn’t pull away. 


Chapter 15: The First Time He Touched His Wife’s Cuckold Glow
 

He didn’t speak.

Just lay there beside me, breathing hard, fingers trembling between my thighs — right where I’d guided them. Right where it was still slick.

The sheets were cool. The room dim, washed in pale city light. But under the covers, it was hot. Thick with sweat. With guilt. With filthy, electric honesty.

And my husband’s hand?

It was now damp with another man’s cum.



He didn’t move it.

He didn’t pull away.

He just left it there, pressed softly against my cunt, his middle finger curling slightly, grazing the mess that had leaked down all evening.

I watched his face.

His lips were parted. His eyes dazed — like a man caught between fear and arousal. His cock throbbed beneath the covers, stiff now, aching against his thigh.

I slid closer.

Pressed my mouth to his ear.

“You’ve never made me this wet,” I whispered. “Not once.”

He shivered.

“Your cock is hard,” I added, barely above a breath. “And your hand is coated in him.”

A tremor passed through him.

He didn’t deny it.



I pulled the covers back, and the air shifted — cooler, lighter — but the space between us only got heavier.

His boxers were stretched to their limit, the fabric barely containing the thick outline of his cock. It pushed up obscenely, high and hard and helpless, twitching like it didn’t know what to do with itself. Like it wasn’t sure if it was allowed to want this… and wanted it anyway.

His hand was still where I’d left it — right between my thighs. Fingers slick. Shiny. Coated.

The light caught it.
What we were.
What I had let another man pour into me.
And what I had brought home.

I took his hand — gently, but firmly — and brought it to his lips.

He froze.

Just for a second.

Eyes wide. Mouth tight.

But he didn’t pull back.

I pressed his index finger forward, guiding it past the hesitation, into his mouth.

“Taste it,” I said, low and calm. “Taste your wife.
Taste him.”

His lips parted.

And he sucked.

Softly. Slowly. Almost reverently.

His eyes locked on mine as the flavor hit his tongue — the mix of my arousal and someone else’s cum, thick and undeniable. I saw his pupils dilate. I saw the panic. The ache. The guilt.

And beneath the sheet…

His cock jerked.

“I shouldn’t want this,” he whispered, the words trembling on his breath, voice hollow and small. “But I do.”

I climbed on top of him without breaking eye contact.

Straddled his waist.
The fabric of my thong was already soaked through, but I didn’t take it off.
I just pulled it to the side — lazily, like it didn’t matter — and let the mess of me hang low over his cock.

He stared down.

At the shine.
At the slick crease of my lips.
At the fluid that wasn’t his.

I hovered.

Then let the full weight of my cunt settle over him — not taking him yet, just grinding gently, letting the heat of it all spread onto his shaft.

He gasped.

“This is what he left inside me,” I said, pressing down just enough for his cockhead to slide between my folds. “And now you get to feel it.”

He moaned — loud and wrecked — his body arching up to meet me. But I didn’t give him everything.

Not yet.

I reached between us. Gripped the base of his cock. Slippery. Slathered. I guided him inch by inch into me, lowering slowly, deliberately, until I’d taken all of him.

He was shaking.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You’re still full of him.”

I leaned forward, my mouth at his neck, my lips brushing the place his pulse fluttered fast and frightened.

“I know,” I whispered.

Then I started to move.



I rode him slow.
Deep. Controlled. Raw.

My hips rolled, my thighs gripped tight around him, and every time I sank down, I felt his cock stir the leftovers inside me — the remnants of another man’s orgasm mixing now with my own.

He felt it too.

Felt the slick swirl of fluids not his.
Felt his own cock being coated in humiliation and heat.
And he didn’t stop me.

He held my hips.
Let me use him.

His moans were broken things, muffled against my collarbone. He kissed me like he wanted to forget — or maybe remember it forever. My breasts bounced with every grind. My breath came fast, head tipped back, drunk on power and sex and ruin.

I clenched around him. Tight.

"You're leaking into him now,” I murmured, dragging my nails down his chest. “Everything he left in me… it’s dripping into you.”

He whimpered. His eyes shut tight.
And I felt his cock pulse.

I knew what was coming.

I leaned down again, mouth to ear.

“Come inside me,” I whispered.
“Make it messier.”

And he did.

He came with a strangled cry, his body jolting beneath me, arms clinging like he’d fall apart if he didn’t hold on. He pumped it into me — his cum joining the other man's, filling me deeper.

So now?

Now I carried both of them.

And I had never felt more complete.


Chapter 16: Morning Mouth, Morning Mess
 

The hotel room was dim and still when I woke.

Soft light filtered through the curtains — that lazy German morning kind of light, pale and slow, warming the edges of the sheets but not quite touching our skin. The covers were half-kicked down. My legs tangled with his. My panties still pushed to one side.

And between my thighs?

A sticky warmth.

Not dry.
Not gone.

A blend.

His release and the stranger’s — still tucked deep inside me, still thick enough that I felt it when I shifted. It clung to my skin, coated my folds, pooled quietly between my thighs like a memory that refused to fade.

I pressed them together.

Felt it again.
Leaking.

And smiled.



He was already awake.

Lying on his side, head propped in his palm, staring at me the way men do when they know something has changed — but can’t quite name it.

His fingers reached for me under the sheets. Touched my thigh, gently. Grazed up until they found the same mess I’d just rediscovered.

His breath hitched.

“Still there,” he whispered.

“Mm-hmm.” I stretched, unashamed. “I haven’t washed it off.”

He said nothing.

Just slid one finger between my folds. Dipped it deep. Pulled it out slick and cloudy.

He stared at it.

“I can’t believe you let him come inside you,” he said.

I didn’t look away.

“You tasted it.”

He nodded.

And then — slowly, like a man testing his own limits — he brought that finger to his mouth again.

And sucked.

His cock began to swell beneath the sheet.

I watched him. Calm. Quietly aroused.

“You’re hard,” I said.

He looked down, ashamed. “Yeah.”

“You want more.”

He didn’t answer.

He didn’t need to.



I picked up my phone. Unlocked it.

He watched, eyes narrowed.

“What are you doing?” he asked, voice husky.

I pulled up the thread. The stranger. The man who fucked me behind the stall. The man whose cock I’d still taste if I licked the inside of my cheek.

Typed slowly:

“Last night was perfect. I’d like to see you again.

He watched every word appear.

“Are you… messaging him?”

I looked at him. Dead still.

And I nodded.

“I’m going to let him fuck me again.”

His cock throbbed under the sheet.

And all he did was exhale and whisper —

“Tell me everything when you get back.”


Chapter 17: The Second Bull Session
(Different day. Same city. Same man. This time — no Rush. No guilt.)

He messaged back in minutes.

“Come alone. Room 414. Don’t wear panties.”

Just that.
No name.
No emojis.
No need.

I stared at the screen, heartbeat thudding under my breastbone. My husband was in the shower — rinsing off the night before, humming something soft, unaware that I was already soaking again at the thought of going back to the man who had first taken me. Owned me. Filled me.

I typed one word.

“Okay.”



I didn’t wear panties.
I didn’t tell my husband where I was going.
I just slipped out of the hotel room in a sundress — soft, thin, white with tiny red flowers — no bra, no backup.

Just skin, and hunger, and the heat of a man’s last load still lingering in my folds like a ghost.



The hotel he chose was older. Simple. Clean. Quiet.

The hallway to Room 414 smelled like polished wood and linen spray. I walked slowly, feeling the hem of my dress kiss my thighs. Every step made me wetter — not out of nerves, but need. This wasn’t a fuck behind the kegs anymore.

This was a session.
A return.
A reclaiming.

I knocked.

The door opened halfway.

And he was there — shirtless, barefoot, cock already thick and rising in a pair of grey sweatpants. He said nothing. Just stepped aside.

I walked in.



He shut the door behind me. Clicked the lock. The room was warm and quiet — curtains drawn, bed made, but barely. One corner of the sheet already rumpled like he’d been sitting there, stroking himself.

“You didn’t wear any?” he asked.

“No.”

“Show me.”

I didn’t hesitate.

I lifted the hem of my dress slowly, inch by inch, letting the light hit my thighs, then my bare, glistening cunt. The lips were puffy. Glossy. Still parted from the night before.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “You’re dripping.”

I nodded.

“I never stopped.”



He stepped forward and knelt.

Knelt.

Pressed his face between my thighs like he couldn’t wait anymore. His tongue licked up my slit in one smooth motion, moaning into me, the sound low and deep.

“You taste like a wife,” he said. “But not his.”

I grabbed his head. Pulled him closer.

He licked me like he was making up for lost time. Long, greedy laps. No finesse. Just raw need. I bucked against his mouth, moaned above him, one hand covering my lips as my knees started to give out.

When I came — hard and sudden — I gushed over his face.

He licked all of it. Swallowed it. Growled into my cunt like a man possessed.

Then stood.

Pulled off his sweats.

His cock sprung out — angrier than I remembered. Thicker. Veinier. Already flushed dark red and bobbing upward, heavy with intent.

“Bed,” he said. “Now.”



I lay back. Spread my legs.

He didn’t ask.
He didn’t tease.

He just got on top of me. Guided himself to my entrance.

And slid in.

One stroke. No pause. Balls to cunt.

I gasped — not from pain, but from the depth.

He stretched me wider this time. Deeper. My walls wrapped around him like silk, desperate to hold him in. I was still open from last time, but this wasn’t a quickie.

This was a claiming.

He thrust slowly at first — deep, slow, anchoring himself inside me — then began to move faster, hips slapping into mine with a rhythm that felt earned.

My breasts bounced under the dress.
He pulled it down. Exposed them.
Sucked one nipple hard while fucking me like he knew my husband still didn’t.

“You think of me when he fucks you?” he growled.

“I think of you when he kisses me,” I panted.

He laughed, dark and breathless.

“You’re a good wife.”

“I’m his wife,” I gasped. “But you fuck me better.”

That made him lose control.

He flipped me over, ass high, face pressed to the sheets.

And pounded me.

No romance now.

Just skin.
Sweat.
Sound.

My moans were ragged, broken. I didn’t try to be quiet.

Because I wanted him to know: this was what I came for.

He grabbed my hair. Pulled me back.

“Where do you want it this time?”

“Wherever you want to leave it.”

“Inside?”

“Yes.”

He groaned.

Fucked harder.

Then with a final, brutal thrust, he pushed deep — and came.

Hard.

Hot ropes flooded my cunt again. I felt it in waves, each one thicker than the last, pouring into me until I couldn’t hold it.

And I came again, clenching around him, pulling every drop from his cock with the kind of need only a wife learns to hide.



We stayed like that for a moment. Breathing. Sweating. Ruined.

Then I stood.

No shower.

No clean-up.

I pulled my dress back down — his cum already leaking again — and checked my phone.

One message.

My husband:

“Everything okay? You said you’d just be a minute…”

I typed back:

“On my way.”


Chapter 18: The Hotel Hallway Glow
 

I didn’t bother wiping.
Didn’t dare.

Because this feeling — this slow, warm drip between my thighs — was half the point.

His cum slid down my leg as I walked.

A lazy line.
Hot. Sticky. Claiming.

It soaked the inside of my dress, left a faint, wet patch on the back of it — high enough to be hidden, but low enough to remind me with every step.

I didn’t walk fast.

I floated.



The elevator doors opened with a soft chime, and I stepped inside. Alone. A faint, blurred reflection stared back at me in the mirrored panel: flushed cheeks, hair slightly messy, lips swollen, eyes glowing like I’d just seen God.

And maybe I had.

When the elevator stopped at the lobby, I walked past reception — not hurried, not hiding. Just dripping. Just shining. Just full.

A man waiting near the concierge looked up.

Late 30s, pressed shirt, a faint tan, alone.

His eyes slid down my body.
Paused.
Caught the swing in my step.
The softness in my mouth.
The way my thighs didn’t quite close as I walked.

And in that one second… he knew.

Not the details. Not the story.

Just the scent.

The posture.

The glow of a woman who had just been fucked and filled and told not to clean herself up.

I didn’t stop.
But I saw him watching.

And I liked it.



When I reached our room, I opened the door slowly.

He was sitting on the edge of the bed, phone in hand, worry barely masked behind his eyes.

“You okay?” he asked, standing.

I nodded. “Better now.”

He stepped closer, then paused.

“You smell like him,” he said softly.

I didn’t flinch.

“You’re still wet, aren’t you?”

I nodded once.

He swallowed. “Can I…?”

I walked to him, took his hand, and slid it up under my dress.

His fingers found my heat instantly — his cum, and the bull’s, pooling at the entrance of my body like an offering. He exhaled hard, trembling.

“You let him come in you again.”

“Yes.”

“And you didn’t clean it?”

“No.”

I pulled his hand to his face.
And he licked it without hesitation.



His cock was already hard — I could see it straining through his clothes.

“I want to taste more,” he whispered.

“Then get on your knees.”

He dropped.
Without another word.

And as his tongue pressed into my ruined cunt, licking up the truth of what I’d done, I tilted my head back and moaned.

Because now he knew.

Now he was part of it.


Chapter 19: What You Consume can be Potent

He knelt between my legs like a man praying.

And maybe he was.

His hands slid up my thighs, reverent, trembling — like he was touching something sacred. And in a way, he was. Because this wasn’t just his wife anymore. This was his wife filled with another man. Still wet. Still open. Still leaking.

And he had asked for it.



I lifted one foot onto the bed behind him, spreading my legs wider, the hem of my dress bunching at my hips. I wasn’t wearing panties — not since I walked out of Room 414.

“You want to taste him?” I asked.

He nodded. Barely breathing.

“You want to eat what he left in me?”

“Yes,” he whispered. “Please.”

Then do it.



He leaned forward and parted my lips with his thumbs — slow, shaky. My folds were swollen and glossy, my pussy flushed deep with afterglow, slick with both of them now. The cum had pooled low, warm and dense, a soft trail trickling down my inner thigh.

He stared at it. Then looked up at me.

I held his gaze.

“Lick it.”

He leaned in, tongue tentative at first — a slow stroke from the bottom up. And the moment the taste hit his tongue, he moaned.

A real moan.
From his chest.
From somewhere raw.

I didn’t have to say it again.



He ate me slowly.

Tongue dragging through the mess. Pressing into my folds. Lapping at the blend of fluids that clung to the soft entrance of my cunt. Every flick, every swirl, was a surrender.

And I just stood there.
Above him.
Arched.
Leaning back on the mattress, watching my husband devour what another man had left inside me.

“That’s it,” I breathed. “Lick up every drop. You don’t waste his cum.”

He groaned again — mouth messy, chin wet, tongue working harder now, desperate to clean me, to please me, to erase himself.

Except he couldn’t.
Because I was still full.
And I wasn’t done.



I grabbed a fistful of his hair and ground my cunt into his mouth.

He moaned louder — the vibration sending shivers up my spine. I looked down at him, mouth wide, face soaked, tongue reaching deeper like he couldn’t get enough.

“You like the taste of him, don’t you?” I whispered.

He nodded, breath hot against my pussy.

“You like licking out your wife after another man fills her.”

“Yes,” he gasped.

I slapped his cheek lightly — not to hurt, but to make it real.

“Say it.”

“I love licking your used cunt,” he said, eyes glassy. “I love eating his cum out of you.”

I came.

Hard.

Right there on his face.

My legs trembled. My hips shook. I let it all go — every filthy pulse, every wave of pleasure — right into his mouth.

And he took it.

All of it.



When I finally stepped back, he was still kneeling.

Face soaked. Eyes dazed. Cock tenting his boxers like it might burst.

And I smiled.

Bent down. Kissed his forehead.

“Good boy.”

Chapter 20: The Invitation


He was still kneeling.

Face flushed. Mouth wet. His chest rising and falling with shallow, desperate breaths. His boxers were stretched tight across his cock — painfully hard, pulsing against the fabric like it was begging for relief.

He looked up at me, trembling.

“Can I… please… can I fuck you now?”

My smile was soft.
But my answer was steel.

“No.”



His lips parted. A flicker of shame crossed his face. But it passed just as quickly.

Because he understood.

Because this was his role now.

To be denied.
To ache.
To watch his wife dripping with another man — and know he didn’t get to fuck the woman who still carried that seed.

“Lie down,” I said.

He obeyed instantly.

On his back. Cock straining beneath his boxers. His eyes never leaving mine.

I crawled beside him on the bed, bent low, kissed his cheek. Then whispered:

“I want you to touch yourself.”

He exhaled shakily. “Now?”

“Yes. While I call him.”



His breath stuttered.

But he slid his hand into his waistband, wrapping it around his cock. His fingers moved slow, careful. Like every stroke was part of a ritual. A worship. A punishment.

I reached for my phone. Still warm in my hand. Still open to the thread.

The bull.

I hit call.

Put it on speaker.



He answered on the second ring.

His voice was casual. Confident. Grounded.

“Well, well. Missing me already?”

I smiled, eyes on my husband’s cock — hard and glistening now in his grip.

“My husband is jerking off,” I said softly. “To the taste of your cum inside me.”

There was a pause.

Then a laugh.
Rich. Rough. Fucking delighted.

“Goddamn. You’re shameless.”

“I know,” I whispered. “And he’s still leaking.”

“You want more?”

I looked down at the man beside me. Stroking slower now. His throat tight. His eyes glassy.

“Yes.”



The bull's voice dropped lower.

“I’ve got a friend’s Oktoberfest event on Saturday. Not a tent this time — private beer hall, no tourists. Locals. Quiet room upstairs. You’ll be safe. You want me to send you the address?”

I bit my lip.

“Send it.”

“You coming alone?”

I paused. Looked at my husband.

His hand was still moving. Slower now. He was listening. Every word, every breath.

I kissed his forehead.

“Baby?” I asked sweetly. “He’s inviting me to a private beer hall. Says there’ll be a room upstairs.”

He nodded. Quiet.

“I want you to enjoy yourself,” he whispered.

“You sure?”

“I’m sure.”

His cock pulsed.

My pussy twitched.

The bull spoke again — amused, aroused.

“Tell him I’ll make sure his wife doesn’t leave empty.”

I smiled.

“He heard you.”

My husband moaned — low, humiliated, hard as steel. His hand tightened around his cock.

And I let the sound of his stroking fill the silence between us.


Chapter 21: Women Love Pleasant Surprises!

(Saturday. New dirndl. My mean Lover. And my darling husband who stayed home — and listened.)

I arrived just after seven.

The beer hall was tucked between two stone buildings in a quieter part of Munich — no tourist signs, no crowds, no Instagram geotags. Just warm lights spilling from old wood windows, the clink of steins, and that unmistakable Oktoberfest rhythm pulsing somewhere deep inside.

But this wasn’t for tourists.

This was for locals.

And for me.



I wore a new dirndl.

Shorter. Tighter. Black and wine red, with corset laces that cinched my waist and a skirt that barely covered my ass when I walked. No bra. No panties.

Just me.

Raw. Ready.
Sent by a husband who kissed my forehead and said, “Enjoy yourself.”
And told me to leave my phone on.



He was waiting near the bar.

Same cocky smile. Same broad chest under an open collar. Same look in his eyes — like he already knew how this night would end, and was only pretending not to.

I walked straight to him. Said nothing.

He handed me a stein, full to the rim, and nodded toward the stairs.

“Upstairs. Quiet room. Just us.”

I didn’t drink.

I just followed.



The hallway upstairs was warm and dim. Old wood floors creaked beneath our steps. A door stood open at the end — a small room with a couch, a low bed, and one wall of mirrors. The window overlooked the street below, but the curtains were drawn.

He closed the door behind us.
Locked it.

Then turned to face me.

“You look edible,” he said.

“Good,” I whispered, stepping closer.

He kissed me hard — hand sliding up my thigh, under my skirt, fingers finding my bare pussy immediately.

“Still wet,” he growled.

I nodded, moaning against his mouth.

“Because my husband watched me get ready for you.”

He blinked, his cock twitching against my hip.

“He dressed me himself,” I added. “Laced me up. Told me to ride you like I’m his little gift to your cock.”

He exhaled. Sharp. Turned me around and bent me over the foot of the bed.



The first thrust was deep.

I gasped — mouth open, eyes catching the mirror just in front of me.

And there I was.

Folded over. Skirt bunched. Breasts bouncing freely.
His cock pounding into me from behind.

And I looked…
owned.



He fucked me hard.
Hair-pulling, moan-muffled, rhythm-breaking hard.

My fingers curled around the edge of the bed. My knees buckled. And still, he didn’t stop. Every slap of his hips against my ass sent a wet sound echoing through the room.

“You think your husband’s listening?” he panted.

“I left my phone on the nightstand,” I gasped. “Speaker on. He hears everything.”

He growled.

Grabbed my hair.

And fucked me harder.

He pulled out of me slowly, his cock glistening with a thick coat of my arousal — dripping slightly from the tip as I collapsed forward, gasping, legs trembling, thighs slick and raw.

My cunt ached.

Not from pain.
From being opened. Owned.
And not yet finished.

He turned me over onto my back, lifted my hips, and slid in again with one long thrust — deep enough to pull a cry from my throat.

The mirror caught it all.

My dress rumpled. My nipples tight. My mouth open and ruined with pleasure. His body above mine, flexing with every stroke. I looked undone.

And the phone?

Still on the nightstand.
Still connected.
Still on speaker.

My husband was listening.



“You want me to ride you?” I gasped, panting into the air as he grinned down at me.

He nodded.

I climbed on top of him slowly, straddling his thighs, guiding his cock back into me inch by inch — and then began to grind. Hips rolling, breasts bouncing, body slick with sweat. His hands gripped my ass, fingers digging into the soft skin like he was holding on for life.

I moaned. Loudly.

"Can he hear that?” he asked, breathless.

“Yes,” I whispered. “He hears every fucking sound.”



Then… there was a knock at the door.
Not loud. Not hesitant.
Confident.

My lover grinned, teeth flashing like a wolf’s.
“You said you liked surprises, didn’t you?”

I froze.
Panting.
Still impaled on his cock, my dress shoved halfway down my body, nipples stiff and dripping sweat.

The knock came again — firmer this time. My heart stuttered in my chest. I turned toward the door, dazed, strands of hair sticking to my cheeks.

He didn’t pull out. Didn’t even slow his hips.
He just reached over casually, like this was planned all along, and flicked the lock open.

The door swung wide.

And in walked another man.

Taller. Broader. Clean-shaven. Dark blond hair, sharp jaw, eyes full of something that wasn’t curiosity. Hunger.
His steps were measured, deliberate, his gaze dropping immediately to me — bare-legged, bouncing on his friend’s cock, mouth slack and needy like a bitch in heat.

“This her?” His voice was smooth, faintly German, but with an edge that told me he wasn’t asking. He was confirming.

The bull behind me nodded.
“She’s even better than I said.”

The new man shut the door without a word. No fanfare. No greetings. Just the scrape of the latch clicking into place. He didn’t rush. He didn’t hesitate. He simply began to undress — jacket, shirt, belt — each piece falling to the chair by the wall, his cock already thickening as it freed itself.

I blinked hard, chest heaving, wet beyond reason.
My phone was still on the nightstand.
Still on speaker.
My husband was hearing everything.

The knock. The voice. The silence heavy with promise.
And now, the sound of fabric dropping to the floor as another man stripped for his wife.

“I… I didn’t know—” I stammered, throat dry, cunt clenching helplessly around the cock already inside me.

“You don’t need to,” the bull cut in, fisting a hand in my hair, keeping me arched on his cock like a display.
His lips brushed my ear. His voice was a growl.
“You just need to open your mouth.”


Chapter 22: My Husband has always been a Good Listener

The second man stepped in front of the bed, his cock already thick and rising, a bead of precum glistening at the tip like he’d been stroking it downstairs, waiting for this exact moment.
He was harder than I expected.
And bigger.
So much bigger.

My thighs trembled.

I was still riding the bull beneath me, my hips grinding slow, deliberate circles, his cock buried deep inside me, stretching me wide, keeping me full. My cunt clenched around him — and then my eyes lifted to the second cock now hovering inches from my mouth.

Hard. Heavy. Demanding.

It twitched once, right in front of my lips, and my breath caught. Sweat dripped down my chest, my tits bouncing with every thrust from beneath me.

“She’s fucking beautiful,” the second man said, his voice smooth, cool, like a judge delivering a verdict.

“Told you, “My lover grunted below me, gripping my hips harder, driving me down onto his cock with a rough slam that made me gasp. “She’s filthy too.
Right, sweetheart?”

I didn’t answer.
Not with words.
I opened my mouth.



The second man smirked, stepped closer, and placed his cock against my lips.
The weight of it made me moan — hot and heavy, the thick crown already slick.
My tongue darted out, tasting salt and skin.

Then I leaned in and took him.

Slow.
Deep.
My lips stretched wide, my throat opening for him, trained and ready from nights of practice I hadn’t admitted to anyone.

The sound was obscene.
Wet. Raw. Real.

Now I was filled at both ends.
One cock buried in my cunt, pounding up into me, every thrust making my clit grind against his pelvis.
Another cock sliding into my mouth, thick and heavy, stretching me, using my throat like it belonged to him.

Two men groaned.
Two men held me.
And I was sandwiched between their heat.
Pinned. Owned. Consumed.

And in the background — faint, but steady — there was a third sound.

My husband.



He hadn’t hung up.
He hadn’t said a word.
But the mic on the nightstand picked up everything — his shallow, shaky breathing, the slick rhythm of him stroking himself to the sounds of his wife choking on another man’s cock.

That soft, unmistakable sound of a man jerking off while listening.

My eyes rolled back. My pussy squeezed tighter around the bull.



The second man grabbed my hair, holding my head steady as he started to fuck my mouth properly now — slow, deep thrusts, his cock pushing past my tongue, hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, eyes watering, spit slicking my chin.

But I didn’t stop.

I wanted it messy.
I wanted it loud.
I wanted my husband to hear me gag on another man’s cock while being split open by the one buried inside me.

I moaned around him, letting the sound vibrate down his shaft.

The bull hissed beneath me, voice thick with pride.
“You hear that?” he groaned into the phone. “She’s soaked. Pussy’s milking me like she doesn’t even remember what your cock feels like.”

My husband’s groan came through the tiny speaker — low, hollow, helpless.

The second man chuckled, thrusting harder into my mouth, faster now, spit flying, strings of it clinging from my lips to his shaft.
“She’s not just yours anymore,” he growled, chest heaving.
“She’s ours.”



That was it.

The words.
The heat.
The cocks inside me.

I shattered.

My orgasm ripped through me like fire, my body convulsing, cunt clenching so hard the bull roared beneath me, driving himself deeper, faster, like he was going to fuck the orgasm right out of me. My mouth gaped around the second man’s cock, spit pouring, drool streaking my chin as I choked on moans and cock together.

I pulled off him with a wet gasp, strings of saliva connecting us, my lips swollen, face ruined, chest heaving.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered, voice wrecked, shaking, desperate.

And neither of them did.

Chapter 23: Storm in the Room

They didn’t speak.
They didn’t have to.

Men like them didn’t waste words when a woman like me was already kneeling, moaning, open and wet, begging without a single syllable.

The bull gripped my waist, lifted me like I was nothing, and flipped me onto all fours. My breasts swung free, heavy and flushed, the skirt of my dirndl bunched at my hips. My legs shook, my cunt still gaping from the last pounding, slick with his cum.

I barely caught my breath before I felt him line up again — that blunt, fat head pushing between my folds, claiming the space that still pulsed with his first load.

At the same time, another hand pressed down on the back of my head.
Firm. Certain.
The second man.

His cock brushed my lips again, hot and wet with spit, demanding entry.

And then it happened — seamless, inevitable.
The bull buried himself back inside me from behind, stretching me open in one long, brutal thrust.
The second man slid his cock back down my throat, his hips rolling forward, filling my mouth, choking me with heat.

I was full again.
Full everywhere.



My body rocked between them, a living rhythm:
My throat fucked.
My cunt pounded.
Skin slapping. Spit dripping.
Two men using me like I’d been made for this exact moment.

I couldn’t speak.
Could barely breathe.
Just gagging, gasping, whimpering sounds — wet and obscene, echoing in the quiet upstairs room.

And through it all, the faint, tinny reminder:
The phone.
Still on the nightstand.
Still on speaker.

My husband’s breath filled the silence between thrusts.
Short. Shaky. Desperate.
Every gag I made on the second man’s cock drew a broken whimper from him.
Every slap of the bull’s hips against my ass was echoed by the muffled slick sound of his own hand stroking furiously.

He didn’t interrupt.
Didn’t hang up.
He just listened.



The bull’s grip on my hips tightened, his voice ragged.
“Still so fucking tight,” he groaned. “Like your cunt knows it shouldn’t be doing this.”

I moaned around the cock in my throat — gagging, drooling, spit running down my chin.

The second man pulled free for a moment, a strand of saliva snapping between us. He slapped his cock gently across my lips, smearing my spit along my cheek, marking me.
“You want it on your face?” he asked.

I nodded frantically, eyes glassy, mascara streaked, drool painting my chest.

“And him?” He tilted his head toward the phone. “You want your husband to hear it when I cover his wife?”

I looked up at him, voice hoarse but steady.
“Let him hear. All of it.”



They didn’t wait.

The bull slammed into me once more, burying himself to the hilt, hips crashing against my ass. His cock twitched inside me, then pulsed hard, flooding me with heat. The first gush made me scream, my body convulsing around him as his cum spilled deep inside. He kept thrusting, forcing it deeper, until it leaked hot and heavy down my thighs.

The second man growled and finished too, groaning as he stroked himself once, twice, then painted me in hot streaks. His cum hit my cheek, my lips, splashed across my tongue as I opened for him, panting, starving. I swallowed one shot, let the next drip down my chin.

I stayed there on all fours — face sticky, pussy leaking, thighs trembling.
Owned.
Used.
Undone.



The room was silent now except for the faint hum of the city through the curtains… and the quiet, broken noise coming from the phone.

My husband.
Coming.
Muffled groans, the frantic slick of his fist, the sound of a man unraveling to the ruin of his wife being filled by others.

He moaned into his palm, then fell silent.

And I smiled, cum dripping down my chin, down my thighs, soaking into the sheets beneath me.

Because this wasn’t just sex.
It wasn’t even cheating.
It was worship.


Chapter 24: The Afterglow


The door clicked shut behind them.

No words. No goodbyes.
Just a shared look between the two men — and one final glance at me, still on the bed, legs open, hair a mess, skin glazed.

I heard footsteps fade down the hall.
Then silence.

And then the tiniest sound —
A breath.

Still there.
On speaker.
My husband hadn’t hung up.

He’d listened to all of it.



I stayed still for a while.
Face down in the sheets.
My mouth still sticky.
My pussy raw and leaking.
The bed beneath me wet with cum, sweat, spit, and surrender.

My chest rose and fell with shallow, uneven breaths.

I didn’t speak.

Not yet.

I just let the silence stretch — let him feel it.

The emptiness,
the soak,
the shape I’d taken in the arms of two other men.



Then, slowly, I reached for the phone.

Brought it closer.
Still on speaker.

“Are you there?” I asked.

A pause.
Then his voice.
Quiet. Hoarse.

“I’m here.”

I closed my eyes.
Nodded.

“I didn’t plan that,” I whispered.

“I know.”

“But I didn’t stop it either.”

Another pause.

“I heard.”



I sat up, legs sticky and trembling, a smear of cum drying down my thigh.

There was no towel.
No robe.

Just me.

Naked, swollen, used.

And my husband — breathing on the other end of the line.

“You touched yourself,” I said.

He didn’t deny it.

“I couldn’t not.”

“I know,” I said.



There was something sacred about the quiet now.

Like confession.
Like truth stripped of shame.

“I liked it,” I whispered. “The way they used me. One in my throat. One in my cunt.”

I heard his breath catch.

“I was full,” I said, softer. “Full of them. I still am.”

His voice cracked.

“I wish I could see you.”

“You will,” I said. “Later. At the hotel.”

A pause.

“Will you still be messy?”

I smiled.

“I won’t clean up. Not yet.”



I lay back then.
Spread my thighs a little wider.
Let the air hit me. Let the scent of sex rise — thick and sweet and honest.

“I want you to smell me when I walk in.”

He groaned.

I touched myself — just once — fingers pressing gently against the open, raw center they’d left behind.

And I moaned into the phone.

“That’s what they left in me.”



And for a long time after that, we didn’t speak.

We just stayed connected.

Two breaths.
One phone line.
And the memory of what I’d become.


Chapter 25: What Remains Is Us

The hallway lights buzzed soft and low as I slipped back into the hotel.
His shirt hung over my shoulders — not mine, his — because I hadn’t worn anything else.
No panties.
No bra.
Just the lingering scent of two other men pressed between my thighs.

The elevator ride up was silent.

But inside me?
A storm.
His voice still echoing in my head.
The way he’d said, “I wish I could see you.”

He would now.



I opened the door.

He was there — sitting on the edge of the bed. Shirt off. Eyes red. A towel clenched in his lap. Not for modesty. For control.

His eyes drank me in.
Not just my body.
But what I had become.

I didn’t speak.

I dropped the shirt.

Stood naked in front of him — wet, open, streaked in dry lines of someone else’s release.

He didn’t flinch.

He reached out.
Fingertips brushing my thigh.
And then, slowly, he knelt.

He pressed his lips there — just above my knee.
Then lower.
Then lower still.

Until his mouth hovered at the edge of my cunt.



“You don’t have to,” I whispered. But my legs were already shaking.

“I know,” he said. “But I want to.”

And then he did.

His tongue slid through everything.
Everything.
Salt and slick and ruin.
The leftovers of men he’d never meet, never name.

He licked me open.
Licked him out of me.
And groaned like it was holy.

My fingers gripped his hair.
My hips lifted.
And I cried out — not just from the touch, but from the forgiveness of it.

Because that’s what it felt like.

Not permission.
Not degradation.
But surrender.



He stood then.

His mouth wet.
His eyes wild.
And his cock — so hard it curved toward me like it needed absolution.

This time, I didn’t tease.

I pulled him into bed.
Onto me.
In me.

And for the first time in what felt like forever — we didn’t rush.
Didn’t pretend.
Didn’t hold back.

He slid into me like he belonged there — not to replace them, not to erase them, but to anchor me.

My legs wrapped around him.
My arms held him tight.
And we moved.

Not just bodies.
But wounds.
And vows.
And everything we never dared say out loud.



“I missed you,” he whispered against my cheek.

“I never left,” I whispered back.

He groaned — not from lust, but from love too big to hold.

And when he came — thick, broken, real — I came with him.

Not loud.

Not wild.

Just honest.



We stayed there for a long time.

His cock still inside me.
His lips still on mine.
His hand still on my thigh.

And the bed soaked with everything we’d finally let go.

Everything we’d finally become.


Chapter 26: Our Beautiful Transformation

Our last day in Munich was warm and gold-toned.

The kind of afternoon that wrapped the city in soft amber, with just enough breeze to lift the edges of my dress. My husband looked handsome. Relaxed. Finally.

He took my hand as we strolled through the cobbled paths near the festival grounds. I wore flats. He wore a linen shirt, slightly wrinkled from the suitcase.

We looked like any other couple.
But we weren’t.
Not anymore.



The private beer hall we’d been invited to pulsed with low music, laughter, and flickers of candlelight. No drunken tourists. No loud toasts. Just locals, dancing in soft circles, swaying to violins and distant drums.

He pulled me in.

One hand on my lower back. The other finding mine.
And we danced.

Slow, almost too slow.
Like we were remembering what it felt like to just move together.
To exist in sync.
To not overthink.

My head rested against his collarbone.
His breath was steady.

For a brief, golden stretch of music… we weren’t the couple with secrets.
We were the couple who made it through.



Later, in the hotel room, the TV flickered — some late-night German game show neither of us understood. He lay back against the headboard, shirtless, half-watching.

I sat by the window. Legs crossed. Phone in hand.
And typed.

“Leaving tomorrow. Thank you.”

A moment passed.
The reply came quick.

“Who is this?”

I smiled.

Typed slowly:

“Who else? Your British slut. Leaving Tomorrow”

He sent back a kiss emoji.
Then a line that made my stomach tighten.

“I’ll be hard for days thinking of you.”



Behind me, my husband’s voice was calm.

“Who’re you texting?”

I didn’t lie.
Didn’t blink.

“My lover,” I said, without turning. “Just telling him I’m heading back to London.”

He didn’t speak. Just exhaled through his nose — almost a laugh.

“He’ll miss you,” he said.

I nodded. “I guess so. He has my number.”

I looked over my shoulder, met his gaze.

“I’ll meet him again. When I want to.”

There was no anger in his face.
Just something else.

“Gonna send him your address too?” he asked, dryly.

I smiled. “Eventually.”

His jaw flexed. His eyes stayed steady.
And then he asked it, quietly, like the question had been chewing at him all night.
“What’s his name?”

I held his stare. Smiled faintly.
“I’ll tell you,” I said, slow, deliberate. “Can’t you wait?”

His breath hitched. He didn’t push.
Because he knew he’d wait.



I crossed the room and slid onto the bed beside him.

He didn’t reach for me.

But he didn’t pull away either.

Our thighs touched.
Our backs rested against the same headboard.

And for a long moment, we sat like that.

TV flickering.
Phone silent.
The space between us still buzzing with truth.



THE END
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