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"Bye, dear." her father called out in farewell and the door fell shut behind him. 

She was young.

She was free.

Hanna looked around her apartment, a small kingdom, but it was her kingdom! She wandered a little devoutly from one room to the next, it was only 45 square meters and yet it was like a cathedral for her. The bedroom with the new bed, next to it the desk with the laptop, the shelves still empty, but that would soon change. 

The living room, the comfortable couch and TV, the youthful closet that would surely soon contain a small bar, and the glass door to the small balcony that gave her a nice view over the city. 

The fitted kitchen, nothing for large parties, but enough space to develop culinary if she wanted. Plus the small bathroom with the shower. Not much, but it was her kingdom!

Soon the first semester would begin, she had her high school diploma fresh in her pocket and over the summer she had been working to create a little start-up capital, whereby the support of her parents was quite welcome. 

Her parents, now they were far away, she had moved from the small village where they lived to the city to study. Actually, they wanted her to study nearby and she could continue living at home, but Hanna wanted to go to the city, always the village was too stuffy and too small for her. 

At home,' she thought, 'you're always at home somewhere, who doesn't live at home? But home is also where you feel comfortable. 

In the village, everyone knew everyone and you had to be careful not to go overboard. Sometimes she thought that if she ever forgot when she got home after a party, just around graduation, she could just ask the neighbor who had her eyes and ears everywhere.

She went back to the kitchen, to the fridge and got the piccolo of champagne her father had brought her, opened the bottle and poured herself. It was somehow different to drink champagne alone and feel the silence around her, but today was her day and she wanted to enjoy it all to herself.

She dropped onto the couch, closed her eyes, and took a first, indulgent sip. She enjoyed the tingling of the champagne on her tongue until she slowly swallowed it. Now and then she had smoked one at parties, when the mood was good, in such situations, that would also fit very well now, she thought, but unfortunately she never had her own cigarettes, also to protect herself from temptation. 

Just across the street was a small supermarket, she remembered, today would be a day to change a few things and so she got up, put on her sneakers and ran down the stairwell, crossed the street and entered the market. At first, she just wanted to quickly scurry through to the cash registers where the cigarettes were, then her eyes fell on the champagne shelf and she took another large bottle with her to be on the safe side, with the piccolo that her father had left her there, she would certainly not get far and today was a day to celebrate herself.

She took a pack of cigarettes of a brand she thought she always liked best at parties and paid for the two items, 'quickly back to the apartment and chill the champagne'.

At home, she took another sip of champagne with relish, went out onto the balcony and lit a cigarette. She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply, as if soaking up her newfound freedom with the smoke, then opened her eyes again and let her gaze glide over the setting September sun. It was still pleasantly warm and she leaned against the railing and smoked, lost in thought.

In just under three weeks, the first semester started, until then she wanted to look around at the university, so as not to be completely helpless and she wanted to get a part-time job, because studying is no fun with empty cash, it should be as flexible as possible and of course fun. 

And soon the student parties would surely start, she was particularly excited about that, at the parties in the village there were always only the same boring guys to meet, who always told the same boring stories and since everyone knew everyone, the groups always remained among themselves. She imagined that the parties at the university would be quite different, so many young people at a university, so many courses of study, many independent for the first time, there must be a little variety.

She grinned, and maybe there were some crisp fellow students. She laughed to herself, went back to the living room and emptied the glass. She went to the fridge and got the new, big bottle, not really cold yet, but she didn't care at that moment. 

She was also very curious about what her new life would bring her in terms of sexual experiences, she was quite curious, but still quite inexperienced. At 16, 17, she had a friend from the neighboring village, from their own village would have been unthinkable for them, they knew everyone already from the sandbox, but even he was not what she had imagined. Just also such a village man. Her first night with him was a flop, his parents were on vacation and it was clear that it would happen that weekend. Hanna was excited and curious at the same time, had looked at some porn on the Internet to see how others do it, maybe to see one or the other exciting technique or position and so she arrived well prepared with him. 

It started romantically, her first time, champagne and candlelight, and she was ready to really give a lot to make it a great experience for both of them. In the porn she had seen that the women blow the men's cock hard with their mouths first, she really liked the idea and was curious how such a cock would feel in her mouth. She had even tried out how deep she could probably take him in without getting a gag reflex and she hoped that he would like it too. In which position or positions they would fuck then, she left to the situation, although she already liked it a lot from behind when the man grabbed the actress by the hips and pushed hard into her. She hoped it would come to that. Something disconcerting about this was that in the movies the men always somehow splashed on the woman, on the body or in the face or even in the mouth and the women swallowed, actually you come in the woman, but that would turn out and she remained relaxed in this direction, she would try it out, no matter how it turns out.
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They kissed, his hand moved under her shirt and began to caress her breast, Hanna felt her nipples erect and her abdomen began to pull. She opened his pants and slid to her knees to spoil the cock with her mouth and lips, but he pulled her up abruptly, looked her seriously in the eyes: "I thought this was your first time, what you had in mind, only hookers do!" he drove at her. 

The erotic mood was blown away, she giggled at this pun by the third champagne and she let the rest of the evening wash over her, soon he penetrated her lying on top of her clumsily and rammed like a rabbit. And it was already over, he groaned, squirted off and rolled off her, grinning proudly as if he had just fucked her to the highest heights. She picked up her things, went to the bus and went home that very evening. A short time later she separated from him, especially because he bragged to his friends about how horny he had made her, village.... 

Porn and reality are probably quite far apart and yet she believed that there must be more than just a quick number. And so she hoped now in her new life here to expand her horizons, in her own realm and without all seeing neighbors. And above all, over 300 km away from the village she came from, far enough away that her ex could no longer pursue her, as he had done until the end.

She fetched her laptop, meanwhile she didn't go out on the balcony to smoke, and opened a porn site while drinking another glass of champagne. There was really a lot of crap on these sites, many extremely bad movies with ugly actors, primitive situations and all the embarrassment in the world. But there were also a few raisins, but you had to find them first. She noticed that for the first time she could surf these sites completely openly and undisturbed, at home there was always the danger that someone came in and caught her, so she used to look extremely rarely, after the failed night for quite a while even more so not for porn, and if, then only when her parents were not in the house.

She was particularly taken with films that included the theme of fetish. The actresses were a completely different quality than the amateur porn, they had a great figure, were excitingly styled and the outfits really sexy, she was curious about clothes made of lacquer, leather or latex, even if she had no idea where you could buy something like that or what it cost, but it was great to look at. In addition, the ladies also wore especially high, exciting high heels and boots, where she wondered if you could even walk a step in them. And the male performers were also a feast for the eyes, often at least, good bodies, well trained, she wouldn't say no to that either, she grinned to herself. But where could one wear such outfits? Certainly not in everyday life or on the street.

She noticed that her hand had wandered between her legs, she enjoyed the tingling on her clit and stroked herself gently. However, masturbation had never been her thing, too strong was the imprint that it was "sin" and at the same time it felt good, but beyond a certain level of excitement for her somehow not fulfilling. So she enjoyed the last sip of champagne with one last cigarette and looked out into the night that had fallen in the meantime. Immediately she would go to bed and sleep off properly, tomorrow she wanted to roam the city on a journey of discovery.

Hanna drank the last drop from the glass, amusedly lifted the empty bottle and looked at it, shook it a little silly, took it to the kitchen and went to bed.

The next morning it was time to sleep in. Hanna dozed even after the first awakening a little further, before she made herself a coffee and enjoyed it in bed. First check the messages on her cell phone, see how much nonsense there was and drink the rest of the coffee with her eyes half-closed again. Since she then wanted to go into the city, she waived breakfast, so much was not yet in the fridge, maybe she found a tasty snack on the way, it was also not bad to know where you could eat well and where not so good.

She put on something comfortable, surely she would walk a lot today, jeans, shirt, jacket and sneakers. On her way out, her eyes fell on the pack of cigarettes and, to be on the safe side, she pocketed the pack. 
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Hanna first drifted aimlessly through the streets, noting interesting stores and snack bars that she would certainly try out in the near future, she swung in the direction of the city center and was pleased that she could easily reach it on foot. Her first lap focused on the streets in her immediate area, then she headed purposefully toward the center. She approached the city from the station side, the one or other dubious pub lay on her way, in addition tattoo stores and small kiosks. Shortly before she reached the station she passed a sex store, which was a little set back behind a parking lot. She became restless, curious, such a store only 5 minutes walk from her apartment. She walked closer, she had never been in such a store before, but the attraction to enter it and look around was very strong. She looked in the shop windows, it made curious, but was essentially inconsequential what was there. 

The store door opened and a middle-aged couple came out. 

Phew' thought Hanna, 'then there are not only men in there, maybe horny men... but in itself it's just a store for a special product program'. 

Through the briefly opened door she could see that the sex store was not, as she first assumed, very dim, but well lit and with very colorful displays.

First I'll go into town," Hanna decided, and followed the streets around the station until she stood in the large pedestrian zone. She tried to suppress her curiosity about the store and distract herself, but in the back of her mind this driving interest remained. 

Hanna strolled through the pedestrian zone, what struck her most was that the people were all much better dressed than in her home country, even than in the next town, where she had sometimes gone shopping. Many men wore suits, the women wore costumes, fashionable dresses or combinations, and many wore shoes with heels, and not so flat. The teens styled fashion-consciously, some a little over, but many already very stylish at a young age. 

It's really a different league here, it's really great how all the people are dressed, completely different than in the village,' she thought. There, everyone always looks the same, and if someone changed, a new hairstyle or something, he was immediately looked at strangely. But here everything seems to be possible, in extreme cases even to look different every day'. 

Hanna stopped in front of a shoe store. Fancy high heels and boots were in the shop window, she thought about it for a moment and went in, she wanted to know how it felt to have such shoes on her feet.

A little nervously she stroked along the shelves until she spotted a really tall pair of ankle boots, took them and sat down to try them on. Hanna took off her sneakers and looked at the boot from all sides, put it on, slipped into it and pulled the short zipper closed. Wow," she thought, "it feels so feminine! 

She turned her foot in the air to look at it from all sides. Not at all as uncomfortable as I thought.

She briefly toyed with the idea of having the second one brought to her, but her eyes fell on the price tag and she decided not to increase the temptation by stumbling around with it, since 249 euros was a price that was utopian for her. Before a saleswoman could offer her help, she put the shoe back on the shelf, stroked her hand over it once more and left the store.

Oh, man, those were great shoes, how I'd love to own them, wear them, strut around in them like the women here do many in the city. Maybe I can find cheaper ones on the internet. But I definitely want such a horny pair, for special occasions at least, but just for that almost too bad, best actually forever'. she giggled to herself. 

'Actually, I should eat something, but the day is far too exciting for me to really feel hungry'. 

She rummaged in her pocket and pulled out the cigarettes. 

She thought, 'Go ahead,' and lit one for herself. She had been on the road for quite a long time now, and decided to make her way home after all. 

Wasn't there a discount shoe store just outside the station?" she asked herself. I'll have a look there too, maybe it would be a good opportunity to try out high heels without plunging into poverty.

She was right, a branch of a shoe discount chain, not 200 meters from the station. This type of store was familiar to her, in the neighboring town was exactly the same store to find, so she walked confidently inside and headed purposefully towards the women's department. However, there were mostly comfortable and useful shoes in this section. Hanna turned away disappointed when she spotted a pair of boots in the corner of her eye. Knee-high, black suede boots with a great high heel, not quite as high as in the store just now, but certainly 11 or 12 inches. She tried on a boot to check if the size fit, then she took the box and went to the checkout, the decision whether to buy the boot had been made long before she tried it on and for just under 40 euros she couldn't go far wrong.

She left the discount store and looked around, started walking and something drove her to choose exactly the same path as on the way there. Again she circled the station and suddenly stood in the parking lot in front of the sex store. As if electrified, she stopped and fixed the store with narrowed eyes. Curiosity burned inside her and she felt she had to satisfy it, there was no other way, so she excitedly lit another cigarette and waited at a safe distance in front of the store door. There was little public traffic, only two single men went into the store, no one else, had not just come out the couple, her opinion would have been reinforced that only men visit such stores, but so it was already clear that there are certainly other women in there, if not today, then on other days and it is not so unusual.

Hanna kicked out the cigarette and approached the door, when she noticed that she was almost literally sneaking up on it, she gave herself an inner kick and walked as normally as she could towards the store and put her hand on the handle. 
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The door opened and Hanna entered a new world. 

She had to jerk away to avoid standing rooted to the spot in the doorway, returned the cashier's greeting wordlessly, and tried to get her bearings. Her gaze roamed the room, slowly from left to right. Porn movies, magazines, outfits, toys, 2 aisles, but, Hanna stumbled, no people in the salesroom. 

Didn't two men just go in there? Is there another exit? And if there is, they were only here for two minutes at the most...'. 

Hanna went excitedly hesitant to the toys, she knew dildos or vibrators from the Internet, but here they were real in front of her, toys in all possible sizes, shapes and colors. With wide eyes and nervous fingers she looked at everything, but did not dare to take one in her hand. 

"Can I help you?" she heard a friendly female voice say. 

Still, she winced, feeling caught, but, at what, really? It's a store with a slightly different range of products. In front of her stood a woman, maybe mid-30s, medium height, good figure in a tight skirt, blouse and heels with a chic high heel. She looked good.

"Thanks, I'm just looking." she said in a shaky voice. 

"No problem, if you have any questions, just talk to me. This series here is brand new and it's a total hit right now, if I can just give you a hint."

Artfully she thanked him for the hint.

"Feel free to touch the exhibits or even turn them on. That's what they're there for." And already the lady gave her a pink, strangely curved vibrator in her hand. 

"Here it goes on." And without waiting for a reaction, she pressed a button on the toy in Hanna's hand, who winced slightly at the vibration that began. 

"It's really good, I can tell you from my own experience." Hanna blushed, caught herself and let her fingers glide over it.

"Feels really nice, very warm, soft without being soggy." she returned in an emphatically matter-of-fact manner.

"You can't try it out, of course, so you'll have to rely on your gut and the advice. Can I show you more?" 

"I'd like to watch everything once, except the movies maybe," Hanna tried a little joke.

"Gladly, then I'll show you around, if you like, it's not very busy right now." Slowly, the saleswoman took a few steps forward. 

"So, you've seen the sex toys, at least the "normal" ones. Here we have toys for the harder way, more in the direction of SM, if that interests you." Hanna shook her head, the ropes, restraints, whips and gags were not her world, she had never come into contact with them. 

"Ok, then here's our biggest section, outfits, do you like that kind of thing?" Hanna let her gaze glide over the assortment, but couldn't make sense of anything due to the quantity and versatility. 

"Here we have vinyl clothing, which is the cheaper option, but also looks and feels great. Try it." Hanna put her hand on the cool material and shivered slightly. There were actually all kinds of clothes, skirts, dresses, pants, jumpsuits, everything made of lacquer, for men and women. 

In the next aisle, leather clothing was on display, the material felt quite different from lacquer before, but she was quite familiar with that from various things earlier. Partly heavy leather, partly a little thinner, there was nothing that did not exist, even tight corsages of very strong leather.

"Do you know latex?" the saleswoman asked and Hanna shook her head, then nodded, of course she knew it was a rubber material, but as clothing it was new to her. She turned around, then realized that these were all the exact outfits that the actors wore in the fetish movies! Now her excitement turned to mild arousal, she felt like she was one step closer to this world, this exciting world that she found so fascinating in movies. 

The latex felt completely unfamiliar, thin, rubbery, cold, but in the pictures of the products it looked insanely good on the ladies, totally body-hugging and she suddenly imagined how she would look in such an outfit. Since she did a lot of sports she was slim, athletically trained, at just over 1.70 m she had no 55 kg. And due to the tight material, every little body wrinkle would surely be covered up on her, while on fatties... she didn't want to finish the thought.

"Here you will find accessories. Hold-up stockings, heels, boots, everything that complements the outfit and makes it perfect. Nothing with a flat heel, of course." she laughed sympathetically. "You've apparently been shoe shopping today too." She smiled with a glance at her bag printed with the name of the discount chain. 

"Here, however, you get very special models that are not easily available elsewhere, look here these leather overknees." And gave Hanna a thigh-high platform boot with certainly 17 cm heel in the hand, a long and very thin heel.

Hanna closed her eyes as she took the boot in her hand, something enchanted her at that moment, a warm soft flash shot through her head and her hands slid over the soft pleasant leather to the insane heel. 

"Nobody can walk reasonably with that!" she stuttered, and the saleswoman laughed. 

"There's nothing going on right now, I'll show you." 

Already she sat down on a stool, got rid of her high heels, slipped elegantly into the boot, smoothed out the leather and closed the zipper. In the process, Hanna could see that the saleswoman was wearing stockings, and the skirt briefly slipped over the edge of the stockings, revealing a glimpse of her thigh. The booted lady stood up and strutted a little lasciviously through the store. Hanna looked up at her, by now she actually had to look up because of the heels, followed her, not being able to take her eyes off the boots and their heels. 

5

A young couple entered the sex store, the saleswoman turned to them, then back to her. "If you want you can still look around, there are just the passages to the booths and the cinemas, and if you have any questions just talk to me." 

She said goodbye and stalked in the overknees towards the couple, greeted them with a hug and began to chat with them, one seems to know each other. A quick glance to the passageways, from one came one of the men from just now and walked with brisk step to the exit and disappeared. At least Hanna knew now that there was no other exit and that people don't disappear here just like that. As she was about to leave the sex store, she saw a small notice on the door. 

"Female employees wanted for the sales area on a marginal employment basis - If you are interested, please report to the cash desk." 

She stopped and read it through four more times. 

There's no such thing. Wouldn't that be something for me? I'm looking for a part-time job...' she asked herself and decided to think about it at home. 

On the way home, she briefly jumped into the supermarket to pick up another bottle of champagne for the evening, too much exciting had happened for her not to celebrate it a little with herself. Her mother wouldn't be able to understand, she would have said a few appropriate words to her if she was drinking champagne for the second evening in a row now without an occasion. But her mother was far, far away and Hanna could do whatever she wanted. Surely she wouldn't be thrilled about the thought of introducing herself in a sex store to work there either, That was a completely different world, something that in the musty village was already close to prostitution, in the city it was just a slightly different store. Hanna suddenly felt superior to the retarded village youth, who continued to cultivate their boring bourgeoisie, which she had more or less unconsciously taken over from her parents without criticism. 

She poured herself a glass of champagne, took the boots out of the box and looked at them. A first step into a new and exciting life, although here in this city she would not be noticed at all, while in the village of her parents she would attract all eyes and where every small change would be critically and negatively eyed. Perhaps now would be exactly the right time to change her type, here no one knows her, no one will look at her askance, no one will whisper about her behind her back. 

Hanna took off her pants and straightened her socks, then slipped into the first boot, stroked the shaft and slowly, tooth by tooth, closed the zipper. It was a very pleasant feeling as the soft suede slowly wrapped around her calf, hugging her tightly. She performed the same ritual with the second boot, Hanna looked down at herself and was pleased to notice that her legs already seemed much longer, she stood up and started to walk, it was easier than she thought as she had a really good balance and body tension due to sports. Her steps became bigger and more confident, she went to the kitchen to get her cigarettes, lit one and stalked lasciviously ass-shaking back to her champagne. 

A great feeling!" she smiled to herself. And the whole perspective changed, too. 

Hanna thought of the saleswoman, of the halter stockings that would go perfectly with the boots. She emptied the glass, glanced at the clock to find that all the stores should still be open. She put on her slimmest jeans, very form-fitting and tight on her butt, thighs and calves, she put the boots over them and took her jacket. It will be her first appearance in high heels in public, her premiere, of which certainly no one took notice here in the city, except herself, which, however, was quite enough for her. 
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Hanna stepped in front of the house, she still had to concentrate a bit when walking, but it already worked extremely well, she almost pranced along the street. The clacking of heels on the asphalt pleased her very much, it announced to anyone interested from afar that a woman in sexy boots was approaching. On the tiles of the supermarket, this sound was amplified and so Hanna stalked animatedly through the store to the hygiene department, where she found a pair of chic, strapless stockings and took them with her. 

At home, she stopped briefly in front of the mirror in the hallway and enjoyed her own appearance and appearance, what alone a high heel and a boot bring for a change, even the jeans looked completely different than if she, as usual, would wear sneakers to it. How that would look now probably with a chic skirt and the stockings?

Hanna took off her jeans and took out a black skirt from the closet, which reached her mid-thigh. Earlier she wore it with tights and ballerinas, a repulsive thought for her at the moment, now she pulled her new stockings underneath, whose edge just disappeared completely under the skirt and the new boots, she would really change completely, she liked it so much that she would absolutely buy more outfits, she had seen many exciting things in the city and also in the sex store. Good that she had worked a lot over the summer, so she could afford first of all certainly some, even if it was originally intended for something else, but at the moment there was nothing more important.

So I will introduce myself tomorrow in the sex store,' she decided, without even thinking about whether she should introduce herself there at all, somehow the decision had already been made. The saleswoman was also sexy styled, and I don't want to be sorted out because of the outfit, no one has to see directly that I come from the village. 

Hanna turned on the laptop, she still wanted to browse porn for hot outfits and found in an amateur porn an actress whose outfit was quite similar to hers, knee-high boots, mid-length skirt, shirt and certainly Halterlose under the skirt. She stalked through the streets and was chatted up by a guy, as usual in these movies quite vulgar and crude and of course she went straight for it and the two disappeared into a backyard. She showed the guy that she wore no panties under the skirt, which somehow appealed to Hanna after the champagne. 

She stood up, took off her panties, threw them aside and sat down again. Now the outfit was perfect. With pleasure the actress sucked the guy's cock, who visibly enjoyed it, quickly became very aroused and pushed his bulging latte deeper and deeper into the girl's mouth. How Hanna would also like to try this once, but it will surely come to that soon, surely there are not such philistines running around at the university parties, as her ex was one. Hanna dreamed of blowing such a horny, hard cock now too, imagined how it would probably feel, how the cock in her mouth would get harder and bigger. She couldn't understand that her ex didn't want to feel that, it must be horny for a man to be sucked so horny.

The man's loud moan tore her out of her thoughts. He seemed to come, but still had his cock in her mouth. He thrust one last time, slowly pulling it back until it slid out of her mouth over her lips. The performer proudly presented the cum on her tongue with her mouth open until she finally swallowed it greedily, opening her mouth right back to show that she had swallowed it all. The two left the backyard and walked away in different directions without a greeting.

Hanna quickly googled the opening hours of the sex store, she would show up there as early as possible tomorrow and ask for the job, then she emptied the bottle, smoked one last cigarette, only to realize that she needed new ones tomorrow and went to bed.

She had a restless night, too many exciting things had happened that her subconscious had to process and too many exciting things were on the agenda for tomorrow. Hanna tossed and turned, got up, drank a glass of water, smoked a cigarette and wondered about herself. On the one hand, about the fact that she smoked a cigarette at night, but she calmed her excitement a little, on the other hand, that she felt so much the need for change. In her village, this had not been consciously the case with her, the structures were much too entrenched, but surely the desire to study far away from home was also the unconscious desire for change, change in every respect, visually and also from the way of life. In her village, everyone already seemed so infinitely old to her, because nothing changed, and she was young and craving life and all the experiences it brings, there had to be something different behind the town sign, something pulsating, and Hanna was sure that she was on her way to discover exactly that.

She lay down again and slept through until 7 o'clock, punctually at 9 she wanted to be in the sex store. Hanna got up and went to the bathroom, showered, she shaved herself clean as a whistle, before she had only trimmed her private parts, but she had seen in porn that most women nowadays are bare, shaved, maybe even waxed. 

That would certainly be cool, let yourself be waxed, at first certainly painful, but afterwards really nice and perfectly smooth,' she let her thoughts wander. 

In the kitchen she drank a coffee, then she got rid of the bath towel and put on the hold-up stockings. She herself didn't know exactly why she put on the boots next, but looking in the mirror in the bedroom she was delighted with her own appearance. All that was missing was a bra, shirt and skirt, a little makeup, which she realized she also had far too little of in the house, and finally the short jacket. 

Hanna left the house and entered the already lively street. Already in the morning at shortly before 9 pulsated life here, in her village at the time the sidewalks were still folded up. Hanna felt how the wind caught under her skirt and gently stroked her bare pussy, she enjoyed the feeling, lit a cigarette and walked purposefully towards the sex store. She stopped briefly to buy another pack of cigarettes at the kiosk, then stalked confidently on. 
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This self-confidence disappeared instantly when she came into view of the store. She hesitated, uncertainly she stopped. 

Should she really do that? Well, maybe they won't even take such an inexperienced thing, or I can still cancel, nothing can happen to me.' 

8:55 a.m., Hanna had looked at her cell phone, her mother had left her a message because she hadn't called at all yesterday, asking if everything was okay. Hanna was a bit annoyed, lit a cigarette and thought about how she should answer. At first she wanted to vent her anger, but only wrote that everything was ok. She would discuss this time with her mother personally. She walked towards the store, extinguished the stub in the ashtray in front of the door and entered. She hoped that the nice saleswoman from yesterday would be at the cash register again, but was disappointed, but only briefly, because a sympathetic and good-looking young woman of maybe her early 20s was working there today. She could only see that she was wearing a sleeveless top, the rest was hidden by the service counter. Hanna took a deep breath and walked towards her.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
=
w
o
Z
<
Z
w
=
sl
<
TR






