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Chapter 1

I needed to get away from home for a while. Just be alone and free, no burdens, just be me.

Pasha was still mine to ride, and so I had taken off with him. I knew we would have to sell him eventually, especially now. I tried to think of something else and set him to canter faster to get my head clear. Pasha was my Arabian stallion. He was too headstrong for most riders, but we got along probably because I raised him from the bottle up. His mother had not survived his birth, so in that way, we were kindred spirits.

The weather was excellent for mid-summer, so I took the chance to go for a longer ride with him. He wanted to race, and I wanted to feel the wind in my hair, so we took the long path across the valley to the only stretch of level ground that would do for letting him have his reins. He needed space, and so did I.

The jolt of his acceleration was immense, but it was the most exhilarating feeling. The feeling of his powerful muscles working underneath me, the wind in my face, the tension I had to put into my legs to compensate for his movements. It was the best. No other horse of our Gestüt[1], our Equestrian Estate, could match him.

He was lively and eager to run hard, while the other horses on the Estate were quite docile. These were for rich people who wanted to ride on a Sunday if the weather was good. They didn’t want anything to do with their care. Well, it made us money and allowed us to have Pasha as a stud stallion.

I never understood how you could just have a horse but not care about it. How can you build a rapport with it if you don’t know what scares it or what it likes when you don’t brush it down, clean out its stall and pet it from time to time.

Like my Father always said, ‘The Good comes with the Shit’. You wanted to ride a horse; you had to shovel its shit. That was what it came down to.

Pasha slowed down when he came to the end of the level ground.

“Good Boy, Good Pasha. Did you have fun?”

I patted him affectionately. He was a good boy. He was a stallion and, therefore, way more aggressive than any gelding; even I had my hands full if he smelled a mare in heat.

Talking about a mare in heat, I wanted a release. Back home on the estate, there was never time or privacy to put my hand between my legs and feel good. In my bed, I had to be as silent as possible, and that was no fun. Here, at least, there was no one around for kilometres, and I had a spot where nobody could find me. Riding him was always a good start, and it made me want more.

I had first discovered some rather arousing feelings while riding, but that had been that. Then, I discovered more while washing, and that led to the discovery of my fingers, which would get me off.

It had been the most amazing thing when I first discovered the release. I was hooked on it since I first experienced that amazing feeling of release. But it was hard to follow that with the lack of privacy at home.

I steered Pasha to the brambles that grew around the apple tree and dismounted. He would have some grass, and I would have some fun.

The place was well hidden except for the big stallion in front of it. That could not be helped. But at least I was hidden from view as I had to pull down my pants to get to that point between my legs. A skirt would make that easier, but riding in a skirt was just stupid. I would not be able to handle him.

After a quick look around, I pulled down my pants together with my panties. If anyone found me here, it wouldn’t matter if I had them on or not. This way, I had more access, and they didn’t get dirty. I put my hands between my legs and leaned back, starting slowly. At least out here, I could just let go and enjoy it without needing to make sure nobody noticed.

The ride had riled me up, and I hadn’t had a good release for a while. I wanted to savour it, so I took it really slow and used my other hand to enter me a bit. I like the feeling of it being filled and a bit stretched. I often wondered how a man would feel inside of me.

I knew how this worked, I mean, with horses, but that was likely not that different. In school, we learned about reproduction, but only in the most abstract terms. But as all of us school kids lived in the country, we knew how horses, cows, sheep, and dogs did it.

I had no experience with men, just that one kiss with Karl, the boy from the next village. We had kissed behind a haystack on our land, but my Father caught us. He had been so mad.

Unluckily for Karl, Father had been out to cull the local rabbit colony. When he found us kissing and Karl’s hand up my blouse, he emptied a whole magazine after the fleeing Karl. Sure, he shot into the air, over his head, but still, it sent him running for the hills, and from that time on, no boy ever dared to even look at me. He also gave me a belting that I couldn’t sit for two days. It is not something that I want to repeat.

I concentrated back on my release and hurried it up a bit. There. I focused back on the feeling, and then it pushed me over the hill, and my release flooded my body. My toes cramped up, my back arched, and I shouted out my pleasure.

Pfff…I needed that. I relaxed onto the grass underneath me, let the sun shine on me and enjoyed the warmth as my breathing slowly returned to normal, savouring the afterglow.

We made our way slowly back home, the long way, both of us just enjoying the ride.

As I was brushing Pasha down, Father came out to the stables.

“I may have found a way we can keep the Estate. ”

“Good. How?” That would be good. We were drowning in debt. Father had to buy new horses after the war to restart the Estate, but not many people had the money or the want to own a horse. Over the last 5 years, our financial situation has started to become a bit better, but not enough to make ends meet.

We sold some horses, Pasha was leased out for breeding, we stabled some horses for other people, some rich brats from Frankfurt came out to learn how to ride, and we leased the scattered remnants of our farm land to tenants. Our land was shattered like a broken plate, too far apart to farm efficiently. But that was all the income we generated. It was just not enough.

Our bloodline dates back to the early 12 century; the Estate and its fields were the last land we owned. If we were to lose it, it would be the end.

“You marry.” He said evenly.

I stopped what I was doing. Marry? Me? I was old enough. I turned 19 last December, not yet legally an adult, but old enough to marry.

“Who? And how is that going to help the estate?”

Father leaned against the door. He was getting old. Sometimes, I worried about him. He sighed.

“I don’t know. I have received this letter from a Marriage Agency. They are looking for someone with a Title who would want to marry a wealthy man. Don’t get me wrong, I just wanted to give you the opportunity. What do you think?”

“They are looking for a broodmare with a good pedigree.” I returned to curry comb Pasha, chuckling to myself.

“Probably. But we are running out of options. Loan payments are due at the end of the year, and so far, we are short. So it’s selling the North field or… “ and he patted Pasha. “… him. You know that.”

I took a deep breath. I knew. I had known for a while that it was either him or one of our last pieces of land that we rented out to a farmer. I had seen the bills and the income. Father had more and more involved me in the running of the estate in the last few years. I was managing almost every aspect of the estate, even though I hadn’t turned 21 yet. Father still had to sign off on everything officially, but everyone around us knew that I had been signing his name for the last two years, and no one gave a damn. Still, I wanted and needed his input.

“So, it’s the land, the horse or me?”

“Well, Yes. If you don’t have a better idea. I would never ask you against your will; you know that. I’m asking you to consider it and look into it. I understand this agency wants to talk to you because you have a title and land. I’m not sure they are really after the mortgaged land.”

He paused and leaned more against the door. “See it that way. If you find a good, wealthy husband who would take our name, as they say they could find for you, our line will not end with you becoming a Müller.“ He said that with a bit of disgust in his voice. Karl’s last name was Müller.

We spent some time in silence while I combed Pasha. I wasn’t sure. I had never considered marrying anyone. I had no idea. One of my school friends got married last year, and now she is pregnant. I wasn’t sure I was ready for that or even wanted it.

“I want you to have a future. At least with a rich husband, you could save the estate and build a future for yourself. What awaits you here? Marry Karl? That dumb shit that tried to get in your pants. He has nothing; He will accomplish nothing.”

Maybe. He was right. There were not many people here who had the money to keep the estate that came with my hand. I had not grown up with some romantic notions of Prince Charming coming to marry me and a happy ever after. Father had been hard, hard but fair. Life was hard but unfair. That was how things were.

The war had left the Estate in a bad state. All the Horses had been requisitioned in the middle of it by the Nazis. Leaving my parents with only the land and farming. Then they took my Brother. He died in Stalingrad, or so we thought. He has been posted as missing in action, but there were not many who had survived Stalingrad or what followed. He had not returned with the last prisoners out of Russia in 49. There was only a photo of him at his Einschulung with a big Brezel[2] and a smile on his face.

I was the only remaining heir to the Title and the Estate. If some man wanted my Title and would take my name, it would survive. I never intended to marry Karl; he was way too stupid. I wanted a man I could talk to. Someone who made me laugh, perhaps.

“Will you talk to them? They sent money for the Journey to Frankfurt, and they would pay for a hotel room. Talk to them. If it’s no good, you at least saw the City and had a bit of an adventure.”

True. I have been to Frankfurt once or twice. I wouldn’t mind going, especially if it is paid for.

Well, at least I could talk to them and see. I had been brought up to look at my responsibilities first. And my responsibility was to the Estate and to make sure my Father could die in his own bed, on his own land, and be buried next to my Mother.

“I will go and talk to them.”

He nodded, not happy but acknowledging my decision. We were practical people.

“Good. See what they have to offer. I will go to the post office in Idstein, telephone them, and check the train timetable.” He patted Pasha again and left.

He was a man of few words, always had been. I, on the other hand, liked to talk, but there weren’t that many people around to talk to. After we had to let Magda go, the next person I could talk to was Margaret, about a quarter-hour by bicycle towards Idstein.

Margaret was my best and, more or less, only friend out here. When I was still in school, we talked the long way back from Idstein, but now I only see her a few times a month. We both had to work. She needed to look after their cows, and I after the Horses and the rich idiots.

These rich people behave so entitled and arrogant that it sometimes turns my Stomach. If the agency proposed to me a man who was anything like that, he could go to hell, no matter how much money he had.

I finished the rest of the chores that needed to be done and prepared for tomorrow’s big task, which was to repair the hole in the fence that a falling tree had caused in the west field.

Father returned with his bicycle in the late evening. We had an old car, but gasoline was expensive, so why spend money if you don’t have to? Idstein was just 7km away, through the hills. However, he looked puffed when he came back.

He probably had a beer at the pub, too. I didn’t mind. He needed some outlet, and the cost of a beer or two was minimal. I made some potatoes with rabbit stew for us. Father had shot the hare two days ago. It was our land, we could hunt here, and it filled up the pot, even if it was rabbit. Our forests and the hunting rights to them had been sold back in the 18th century. Legend had it that my ancestor had bought an outrageous necklace with the money to woo a princess, who took the necklace but runaway with a stable boy. It just highlighted that my family had always been stupid about money. I tried to fix that, but it wasn’t easy.

After Father sat down in the kitchen chair and calmed down, he announced, “So. I will bring you on Wednesday morning in the car to the train in Idstein, and then pick you up on Friday again from the train that leaves Frankfurt Main Station at 16:21. So you can be here for the weekend. “

“Thanks. That would be better.” Not that I particularly liked to look after these Brats, but the money was good, so that was that. But almost three days in the city? That was a bit of an adventure. I started to look forward to it.

“I also arranged for your hair to be done on Wednesday morning and….”

He handed me a big box he had brought. I whipped my hands clean and opened it. It was a new dress, light blue with a white belt and white cuffs, a low cleavage lined in light blue. That must have cost some money, but it was beautiful. I had some dresses that I wore only when I went to town, but this one was new and nice.

Around the Estate, dresses were a hindrance. Working and riding horses was hard enough; skirts didn’t help. I like to wear dresses, but don’t want them to get dirty. Both my father and my Mother had good taste in clothes. I had taken some of her dresses and altered them as best as I could.

“Thanks, Father. It is beautiful.” I said what I actually thought was that the broodmare was made pretty for the market. But he caught it, and his face became sterner.

“You represent our Family; you need to look the part.”

He was right. I put the dress aside, and we continued to eat in silence. While I did the dishes, I told him that I would go see Margaret the next day after I fixed the fence.

So the next day, after I had fixed the fence, I took my bike and drove over to her.

“Oh, you’re early! Sorry, I just finished work. I properly still stink of cow.” She said in greeting, sniffing at herself.

“I fixed the fence on the west end; I stink, too. Let’s go swimming in the pond.” I had always been the one who came up with what we should do, and she followed suit.

“Yes! Let’s do that. We haven’t done that forever.”

In no time, we were on our bicycles and on the way to the pond, chatting about nothing of importance, mostly about the upcoming village festival and what we should wear.

The pond was pretty secluded, and almost nobody ever came here, as it was not close to Idstein and not that big to start with. Some people fished here occasionally, but they mainly came during the evening. As was the custom in the countryside, we just stripped naked[3], swam, and splashed around, enjoying the cold, refreshing water.

After splashing around and washing up, we lay on the grass, letting the sun dry us while I told her all about the coming trip to Frankfurt and the Marriage Agency.

She looked me up and down. “You go like that?”

“What do you mean?” I looked down on myself; I was clean!

“You need to shave your legs and maybe your pits. You need to look good if you want to snare a rich husband.”

“I’m not hunting for one. I’m more like a broodmare being sold.”

She looked at me, not believing my words. “Papperlapapp[4]. You only are a broodmare if you look at it like that.”

She leaned back in the grass. Her massive boobs heaved with her breathing. Against her, I was a thin rake. That’s why they had called us Dick und Doof[5] in school. She may be a bit more… womanly than the average, but she wasn’t fat, and I was far from stupid.

“What do you mean?”

“I think you need to think about this the other way around. Instead of you feeling sold off, I think you think more like you are hunting for a good man who will respect you and is rich. I read in a magazine that women today should be more sure of themselves and make their own choices. Stand up for what they want.”

Hmmm…maybe she was right. They wanted my Title, and that must be worth something.

“So, I think you should shave your legs and armpits. I read that in the magazine that the barber has. It also says one should wear stockings and gloves.” She tried to say as earnestly as she could.

We laughed hard. Stockings and gloves. That was funny. There was no money for things like that.

But yes, maybe I should see it a different way. Go Hunting. I like hunting rabbits. A Man I would like to live with, one who would make sure the Estate survived and I could have a relationship with, too.

We spend another hour or so swimming around the pond and getting dry again. After that, we went to her place and borrowed the shaving kit from her brother.

“Don’t you think he will mind?” I asked, unsure.

“Markus? His razor will have had more skin contact with a girl than he ever had before. If he complains, I tell him, you shaved your bush with it. He will come in his pants every time he uses it.”

That made us giggle. Boys!




Chapter 2

Frankfurt Main Station was a beehive of activity. The station was enormous, with lots of trains, noise, and people walking fast in whichever direction.

And it didn’t get better when I got out of the building. I knew they had started to build the new U-Bahn, an underground railway, but I had not imagined it would impact the above-ground that much. Road and pedestrian traffic were rerouted, and it took me a while to find my way to the Tram that would take me further into the city.

The hotel they had reserved for me was close to the Alte Oper, the old opera house, which was still a burned-out ruin, even after 18 years, when most of the rest of the city had been rebuilt. I wonder if they would ever restore the old building or demolish it and build an entirely new opera house.

“Baroness Elizabeth von Eckernfeld?” asked the older male receptionist with raised eyebrows, looking uncertain at me.

It took me a few seconds to recognise my own name. Nobody ever called me like that, not in school or anywhere else.

People called my father Baron or Helmut if they knew him well. I was just Lisa, never Elisabeth or my full Title.

“Yes… “ I said, a bit flustered. I had only asked for the reservation for Lisa Eckernfeld, even omitting the von. I showed him my ID card, which had my full name and Title on it.

His attitude changed in a heartbeat. From ‘who are you and why would you come in here’ to… “Welcome, Baroness. We are so happy to have you in our establishment. Boy, get the Baroness’s bags. Room 42. Would you please sign here, Baroness?”

In no time, I was in my rather nice room. It even had its own bathroom! I kept staring at the bathtub with a gas boiler attached, which could be filled with hot water directly. I had heard about that. If I wanted to take a bath back home, I still needed to boil the water first on the stove.

A ringing disturbed my daydreaming of a hot bath. It took me a moment to figure out that it was a telephone in the room!

I took the receiver and answered, slightly unsure. “Yes Hallo?”

“Baroness, we have a call for you from Frau Kupferschmidt. Would you like to take it?”

That was the woman from the agency who had written the letter. I said yes, and a moment later, after some clicks, she talked directly to me.

“Baroness? I hope you found the room to your liking. I wanted to know if it would be possible to meet you and get started to build your profile?”

I said I was very happy with the room and agreed to meet her in 1h in the hotel lobby. I used the time to unpack and listen to the radio.

When I met Frau Kupferschmidt in the lobby, I felt like a Landei[6], a country bumpkin. She was beautiful and elegant, probably in her late 30s or early 40s, and looked like a real lady.

It made me a bit nervous until she started to talk to me. She was very friendly, and her smile was genuine and warm. It settled me, and I felt more at ease beside her as she guided me to a rather chic Café not too far away.

The café made me nervous again. I tried to remember all the things I had learned about how to behave in public properly. The Café was for rich people. Silverware, porcelain cups and an astounding array of fancy little cakes in the vitrine.

We were seated at a more out-of-the-way table, and I was happy about that. After ordering some coffee and some cakes, she asked me about my childhood.

I had decided that I would not lie or hold back the truth. If this was to work, it had to work for me, my Father and the Estate first.

So I told her how I had grown up with my Father and that I rode and raised horses from a young age onwards. She asked me about my schooling, and I told her I had finished the local Gymnasium[7] in Idstein. She asked for my final results, and she was impressed and asked me if I didn’t want to study. There was only my father and I now to run the estate. It wasn’t possible.

“So, if you were to marry, would your husband need to provide additional assistance for the estate?

“Well, yes. My father is old, and we thought that a man who would want my title would also want a working estate with it. Nobility without land is easy to find, but we still have our ancestral Estate and the land that belongs to it.”

“That is true.” She gave me a very inquisitive look. “I have the feeling you have thought about this.”

“Yes, we have. We figured that a potential Husband would want my title to gain more influence and prestige. So, there are some conditions.”

Her face slipped into a very annoyed look for only a blink before she caught it. I ignored it and counted down on my fingers.

“My father gets help in the House and a help for the estate. The estate’s loan is taken care of. Neither the Estate nor the land is sold off. Only my offspring inherit everything.”

Her reaction was not as I had expected. She sat back straight, astounded, then she grinned, amused.

“No love matches. No age requirements? Doesn’t need to be handsome or famous?” She asked, very amused.

“Young and handsome would be nice, I won’t lie. But waiting for Prince Charming is a nice fantasy. I wish my life would be like that. But it is not. The Estate is falling apart, and we struggle to make ends meet.”

She leaned forward. “You are very level-headed about this. Every Girl your age I have met so far wanted either someone handsome or at least famous.”

“Yes. I have to be.” I had worked since I could remember and sold horses since I was 14. I knew this was more of a business contract than a marriage contract.

“I can sense that you are more independent than your age normally allows. Let me ask you this very directly. Are you choosing a husband, or does your father choose or have to approve?”

I shook my head. “No, me. Father made it clear that the Estate is officially mine when I turn 21. He feels overwhelmed with everything.”

We drank some coffee. “In this case, I think we should talk very directly to each other. Would that work for you, Baroness?”

“I think that would make it easier. I’m a very direct person. People in the countryside mostly are. We do not have much use for… subtlety.” I was happy that I remembered that word. ”Nobody ever calls me Baroness. It is kind of… strange for me… I have always been Lisa.” I just noticed the faut pas I had made, but it was too late. “Sorry, but as we discuss the rest of my life, I will feel more comfortable this way.”

She nodded. “Good. I like that. Direct works better for me, too.” Then she focused on me with her eyes. “Are you a virgin, and what do you think of sex?” She asked directly, switching from the formal Sie[8] to the informal Du. As the older person, she was within her rights to do so.

I smirked. She was testing me, seeing if I would crack, just like the horse dealer who had tried to embarrass me during a sale when he had asked me if I liked stallions because they had such big dicks. Hadn’t worked for him, wouldn’t work for her.

“I am,” I said, and I knew that my head had gone red like a tomato. I could not help that, but I would not be intimidated. “And I don’t know much about it, but I like to know more about it. I have not much opportunity to ask anyone about it.”

She laughed out. “Oh. I like you, Lisa. I have not met anyone like you before. Call me Hanna, please.”

She called a waiter, ordered some champagne, and switched chairs to the one next to me. She also insisted that I switch to the informal Du with her, too, declaring us equals. As a young person, I would have been required to keep addressing her with Sie, even if she used Du with me. That astounded me. I never had someone older than me allow or even ask for it. I felt like I had lost my advantage again.

After we drank some champagne, she started over. She had dropped a lot of her facade, and now, it seemed much more open and directed, but she was also happier with it.

“So, your conditions, Lisa. What does the Husband get in return?” She asked directly.

I was prepared for that. “I think what he really wants is to be known as the Baron von Eckernfeld, not as the one who had married the title. An established family. We could make that happen.”

“Yes, that would be really good. I’m impressed. Nobody had ever said anything like that, only what they could bring to the marriage bed.”

“What would that be?” Now, that was interesting. I was curious. The marriage bed. Sex. I really wanted to know more about that. Nobody ever talked about that.

“You would be surprised. Some women know that they can ensnare a man by offering what they can.” She said with a soft voice that she didn’t want to be overheard, and I wouldn’t want that either. So I continued in the same low voice.

“As in what?” Because I had no idea what that could be.

“You seriously want to know?” She was astounded, and I felt a bit shy. But I had started it, so I might as well finish.

“Yes. How else can I know if I want to sell myself to one of them?”

Hanna stared at me for a moment, then gave a small, incredulous laugh. “Sell yourself? Is that how you think of all of this?”

I was here to see if this marriage thing was something that would help us or not. And for that, I needed all the facts I could find, even if they were a bit embarrassing.

She shook her head and smirked, amused. “This is not how this would work. I would introduce men to you, and you can choose. This is not a slave market in old Rome or a medieval marriage contract. You have the say.”

“Do I really? If it were a slave market, it would have been easier. The choice wouldn’t be mine. But now I have to decide if I marry a man I don’t know or sell the rest of our land. The only choice I have is to choose the best option I can find, and for that, I need to know all the facts.” I probably sounded colder than I felt. But this is how I approach business. Facts.

She gave me an inquiring look. “Do you like to be told what to do?”

“No. It just would make it easier. I like to choose myself, but, in this case, I feel I have to look out for what’s best for the Estate first.”

“OK. So, you want the best deal you can get?”

“Yes. Absolutely. So, what do men want from a wife? What would make me more valuable?”

She eyed me suspiciously. “This is a very sensitive topic. Something we should discuss elsewhere. “

I was wondering if she was talking around something. It made me perk up with alarm. “Is it that bad? I grew up with animals; I know how they do it. Can’t be that different.”

She started laughing and drawing the attention of the other tables around us. She calmed down really fast when she noticed and hid herself behind a cup until she had regained enough control. This made me feel like a stupid girl. “I’m sorry. Lisa, I’m not laughing at you. Just the idea! But yes, men can be like that.”

I was a bit irritated by that. “I have no idea. But I would like to know what men expect. Is it like shaving one’s legs and armpits, as my girlfriend told me?” Why did adults always talk around this topic?

She grinned at me. “That’s cute. But what some man or some woman would like to do would shock you.”She said with finality.

I breathed through it and put some more cards on the table. “When I was 12, I had to shoot my Dog I had grown up with when he got rabies. I don’t think many things can still shock me.”

“Oh, my God! That must have been horrible.” She exclaimed, setting her cup down.

It had been the most disturbing thing I had ever done. Father wanted to do it for me, but it was my dog, so it was my responsibility. It still disturbed me, even after so many years. I took two deep breaths and said in a delayed voice,

“It was better for him and everyone else. He would have suffered more, I would… Sometimes things have to be done.” Two more deep breaths. Nothing could be as hard as that. I had cried myself to sleep for a long time afterwards. “If this means that a man wants to do something with me, that is shocking. At least I want to know what it is so I can make a good decision.” I wasn’t sure what that would even be, but now I really wanted to know. Frau Kupferschmied… Hanna had set alarm bells off in me.

“You are a marvel, Lisa. You have no idea how it is to discuss this with other girls or even women.“ She shook her head at me. “The other day I…“ She looked around, leaned forward and then whispered to me. “I had to explain to a grown woman that touching herself doesn’t make her blind.”

That surprised me totally. The fact and her directness. “No! Why would someone believe such absolute nonsense?” I exclaimed.

She grinned back at me. “So, you know about touching yourself, and I would say you like it. That’s good.”

I definitely turned red; I could feel it. She had tricked me, but she smiled and spoke.

“I had never considered this, but I like your attitude and your directness. So maybe there is something….”

Hanna stopped and studied me for a long moment. Her expression unreadable. Then, quietly—

“Would you like to see how much I could shock you?”




Chapter 3

She would pick me up at six o’clock at the hotel. I took the opportunity to take a long bath and think about what we had discussed today.

I still could not follow how the interview had drifted from my school results to Masturbation. But it had. It’s not that I was shy or embarrassed; I was, but it tickled me to know more about all this. Nobody had ever talked to me about what a wife was expected to do with her husband. I knew there was sex, and I often had enough mares covered that I understood the basics of how this was supposed to work. But the details are what a man actually expects from a woman. I had no idea, and I was curious. And a bit of an adventure would be awesome. But there was the problem: I was here to see if a marriage could save us.

For the first time, I was on my own, making my own decisions for myself and for my Estate. Even if my Father had told me that I shouldn’t do anything I didn’t want to, I was still torn. I wanted to know what kind of Husband I could attract, but I also wanted to have a bit of an adventure. Being here in a city made everything back home seem extremely provincial.

Ms Kupferschmidt…Hanna was nice, and I felt a good connection; I felt I could trust her. Maybe that was dumb, but I had never talked to an older woman like that before. Magda had helped bring me up with a bit more womanly input, but never like this. Hanna treated me not like a stupid little girl, and I liked that. She seemed to take me seriously. She had challenged me to see how easily I was shocked. Not much shocked me.

I met her downstairs again, and she had changed into an evening dress, which made me feel even shitier. I was still wearing the same dress. I had not much choice. She guided me to a fancy black car, and we got into the back. We drove out of the city over the river and into the forests south of Frankfurt.

We had only exchanged some pleasantries so far, but now she turned to me and asked, amused. “Are you not scared that I will kidnap you and sell you to some Arabian Oil Sheiks?”

As if that would scare me. “Well…that would mean that I’m pretty and desirable enough for them.” I joked, but such an idea had never occurred to me. It was nice to joke around.

We sat a moment in silence until I brought up the courage to ask her something I wanted to know.

“I would like to know what you get out of it. I mean for arranging a marriage.”

“You are asking if I’m about to take advantage of you?” I nodded. “That is a good point to ask. Not many ask me that. I knew you were clever.” She smiled at me winningly. “I have a fixed fee; otherwise, I would not have any clients or a fair reputation. For a high-level client like yourself, it is six thousand DM[9].”

“We would have to pay you six thousand?” I almost shrieked. That was a lot of money. I knew how much we made a year, and that was way less than that. Working at the assembly line of the Opel car manufacturer in Rüsselsheim brought some seven thousand DM[10] a year, and that was considered a good job.

“God No!” She exclaimed.” From the husband or his family, they are supposed to be wealthy, so they should be able to pay that, right?”

I let out a breath. That was still a lot of money. But I got her point, and she was right.

“So, what am I worth?” I finally asked.

“On the open slave market?” She laughed. She put a hand on my knee and shook it. “You have a Title, your estate, and you have no stupid girlish ideas.” She stopped for a moment. “It really depends. I don’t think your demands are an issue, but I think you should aim a bit higher. Maybe you would like to study. I can’t see you as a housewife.”

Housewife? I had not really thought of that. Marrying was one thing, but what was I supposed to do after it? Would I even live on the Estate anymore? Children, kitchen and household? I had not thought that through. That worried me. I needed to really have a thought about my future. I had been living day to day, trying to keep the estate alive.

I was deep in my thoughts about a possible future when the car slowed down and drove onto a private road. We arrived at a large house nestled deep within the lightly forested countryside.

Hanna got out, and as we walked to the House, Hanna took my hand. I was a bit perplexed for a second, but I could tell she was a bit nervous, too.

“So… I have never introduced such a young girl to this, but…You need to promise me that if you are too shocked, you must say something or just turn around. Ok? I will bring you back to the hotel at once. No questions asked. ”

That made me a bit nervous. What was this about? It had to be something about sex, but what was so special about this place? I was more curious than nervous. I somehow felt I was safe with her.

“I promise,” I said, and meant it. She squeezed my hand and then let go of it.

Hana stepped forward and rang an electric bell.

A woman in black lingerie opened the door. Her breasts were pushed up by a bra, but her breasts were fully naked and on display, her nipples standing out, and her garters framed her very trimmed crotch. I could not stop staring at her. It wasn’t nice to stare at people, but I just couldn’t help it.

She curtsied. “Welcome, Madame,” while looking at Hanna. For one second, I had thought she meant me.

Hanna had said something, and I hadn’t paid attention. I had never seen such a display. Sure, I had seen some lingerie in shops and magazines, but never anything like this, nor someone who would show herself in public like that.

“Sorry?” I wrestled my eyes away from the woman.

Hanna laughed at me. “Shocked?” She repeated.

“No. Just surprised.” I was. Nakedness was not such a big deal in the countryside if you talked about swimming, but opening the door like that….she was naked in the erotic sense.

“Andrea, get her jacket,” Hanna commanded.

“At once, Madam.” The more or less naked woman came forward and helped me out of my Jacket. I tried not to stare at her and finally managed to do it.

Hanna guided me further into the House. We entered a large living room with a large couch area and grand glass doors leading outside. Everything was very stylish and modern, a setup I had only seen in magazines. Several other people were lounging in the room. There was music playing in the background, and the smell of feminine and masculine perfume was mixed with the smoke from cigarettes.

Hanna said proudly. “Welcome to the House. Here, everyone can be whatever they want to be.” [11]

And that must be true. I felt so out of place that it was almost comical. There were Men in suits, Women in expensive costumes, as well as women in just lingerie, men in only very small undies, and there were totally naked men and women… and everyone looked at me for a moment when we came into the room.

I blinked, but no, this was reality. I tried to make sense of what I saw, and slowly, a pattern emerged. Each dressed person had at least one half-naked or totally naked person with them. The naked persons were serving the dressed ones. This one woman was… I blinked again. No! She wasn’t, wasn’t she? Yes, she must. Her head was bobbing in the crotch of that guy who had his pants down. She was doing something with her mouth to that man’s penis!

I froze in place. Hanna stood beside me, and I could feel her hands on my shoulders as she whispered into my ear.

“Now, are you shocked?” She sounded still a bit amused.

“Am I supposed to be dressed or undressed? “ was all I could think of. I had no idea.

She giggled. “That depends on you and the Husband you would like to find. Which role do you like more?”

I looked again at what was before me; everyone had returned to what they were doing. There was a dressed woman who had her hand on the boobs of an undressed one, playing with her nipples absently while talking to a dressed man. All the while, the man she was talking to had a totally naked young woman draped in front of him, absently fondling her between her legs.

I had no words. I wasn’t shocked. I was just overwhelmed with my own curiosity and the urge to follow the normal social norms… that must have stopped existing.

There was another dressed woman who leaned against a very muscly and naked guy, reading a magazine while the muscle guy was caressing her.

A dressed man in an armchair was smoking a cigar while a naked woman was kneeling next to him, head down, holding his ashtray.

There was so much to see. I felt like my head was spinning from wanting to see everything and not miss a single thing.

“Come sit down before you faint.” Said Hanna and pushed me forward. Faint? Why would I faint? I had never fainted in my life. Not when I helped butcher and take apart a pig, nor when a mare birthed a foal, and someone needed to take care of the afterbirth.

I was manoeuvred into an unoccupied part of the Couch and made to sit. The couple from across smiled at me in greeting, but then returned to their conversation about some Theatre production they had seen while still absently fondling the naked women as if that was the most natural thing to do, just like I would pet our cat while talking to my Father.

The man on the left side of the sofa grunted and pressed the woman’s head into his lap. I felt like I should look away.

“Just watch if you want. Nobody minds.” Said Hanna. “He is coming into her throat; she has to swallow his cum.”

I stared at them and at Hanna. I had never heard anyone say these words before. I understood them, but… in her throat?

“It’s called a Blowjob. You use your mouth and your tongue to make a man ejaculate in your mouth. It can be fun.”

“For whom?” I asked before I caught myself.

She grinned at me. “Both, most of the time.”

“Andrea, Champagne,” Hanna said in a very commanding voice.

“Yes, Madam.” Andrea curtsied again and then went. I found myself staring at her naked ass and pulled myself back into the here and now.

Hanna was looking curiously at me. The blonde who had sucked at the man sat back on her calves, and the man patted her head; she was smiling as if she was pleased to have done a job well.

I was overwhelmed but mostly confused. What was it Hanna wanted me to learn or understand from this? All this was absolutely fascinating, but what was it I needed to see? I had hoped for an adventure, but this was so much more than that.

Andrea arrived with two flutes of Champagne. I could drink if I needed to. Not that I did that much, but if you grow up on a farm or go to a horse trade show, you have to. Men always think they can take advantage of a Girl using alcohol. I made their ignorance my asset.

Hanna made a signal with her hands, and Andrea sank to the floor onto her knees and sat with her legs spread, looking down and offering us our champagne.

Hanna took hers, and I followed her example. I said thanks to Andrea, and Hanna gave me a smile.

“You have manners. That is important. However, I think they need to be a bit more polished. You wolfed down your cake in the Café.” Hanna said, but she smiled, taking the sting out of her words.

Well… I did not have much of a need for polite conversation, and I had been hungry. Magda only knew so much. But still… this bothered me. I needed to look into that. I had seen how Hanna had held herself, and I would like to be able to do that too.

I drank a bit of my champagne to give me Dutch courage and then finally asked.

“What is it I need to know, learn… understand. You brought me here for a reason.”

“I did. I have a different set of clients. One set is the normal people, and the other set is these people. It’s generally called BDSM, and it stands for Bondage and sadomasochism, but it evolves more than that. Does this…“ and she gesticulated to our surroundings. “… shock you?”

“Surprise, yes. Shock, no. It just confuses me more than I can express.”

She looked intrigued. “Confuse? How so? “

“What would be my role? Hers or hers?” I pointed to Andrea and to the other dressed woman opposite us.

“As I said. Depends. Let me ask you some questions and see how this goes.”

“I guess,” I said, and I drank some more of the very lovely champagne. It was much nicer than the one we had drunk to celebrate my Abitur[12].

“What do you mean?”

“Having sex with? Being attracted to? What do you Masturbate to? “

I seriously turned red, and I could feel the eyes of the other people on me. At least, that was what it felt like. I didn’t dare to look.

“Do you like Boys or Girls?” Hanna asked.

Hanna studied me. “You don’t know. Have you ever been kissed?”

I nodded.

“By a boy? Ok. Ever by a Girl? No? Would you like to try?”

“I thought I was supposed to get a husband?” I blurted out.

“What has that to do with anything? Wolfgang, do you mind if your wife kisses a woman?” Hanna asked.

The dressed man opposite us, with the young naked girl in front of him, replied. “No, not at all. She doesn’t mind if I kiss another woman, right, dear?”

Andrea turned around and answered, “No, love, why would I?”

That threw me. I looked at Andrea and her Husband.

Hanna just shrugged her shoulders. “Here, everyone can be what they want to be or like to be. Andrea likes to be on her knees and be our slave. Isn’t that right slut?”

I drew in a breath, fighting words. I had seen that often enough at the Village Festival, and a brawl was imminent. But to my total surprise and utter confusion, Andrea replied by lowering her eyes.

“Yes, Madame. I belong on my knees to serve, like the slut I am.”

Hanna just absently petted her head once, and she smiled. Nothing here was how it should be.

Hanna continued as if nothing had ever been said or had happened. “So, some people like to serve, we call them submissive, and some like to be dominant.” And she pointed to the woman who sat against the muscular guy.

“First of all, this doesn’t have to be anything you like. I just wanted to show you… and well shock you, but that didn’t work.” She pulled an over-dramatic face, and I had to giggle. “There is so much more out there. Also, you wanted to talk about sex; here is the right place to do so.”

She drank some more of her champagne, and I did the same. I’m not sure what else to do, to be honest. I was fascinated by what happened around me, but I couldn’t really form questions or form opinions.

Hanna continued
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