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ANNA’S SECRET

 


Few people in the world could say that
they loved their job as much as Anna did.

The small shop on the edge of Paris’ River Seine was close
enough to see the Eiffel Tower looming into the murky clouds of
today’s rainy Monday. Outside the uniform architecture of grayish
concrete bricks that every building enjoyed lent a strongly
European feel to the area. The river itself - fresher in scent
lately than when Anna moved here a few years back - gurgled along
at a slow pace out to parts unknown beyond the limits of Paris. Its
waters glittered lightly with the reflection of the outdoor and
indoor lights of the restaurants and niche shops of the
area.

Anna loved all of this: The shop, the
area and the feel of the city.

But that wasn’t why she loved her job. No, that was much
more... how would one say? ... erotic.

Every morning Anna would ride to the shop from her
apartment above the grocer who she bought all of her food from.
She’d balance her short paper cup of Italian espresso from the shop
down the road on the thick old hinges of the shop’s ancient fold
out sign after dragging it out from behind the door and squeeze her
thick frame into the cramped shop.

The main room always smelt like leather and for good
reason. The shop only sold ‘genuine’ American leather jackets. How genuine Anna
thought they were was a bit debatable to be honest (She’d once
found a few cut off tags that read ‘Proudly Made in Italy’ in
bottom of a box.) Still, she liked the early morning scent of
tanned cowhide and the jackets were only a small part of her
fun.

After scooting inside, she’d turn on the lights and try to
make order of the mess that the owner had made on his nightly
crusade (usually involving the addition of new stock) to fill out
every single piece of display space possible. Anna was glad that
stoically avoided coming in during those morning clean ups because
she often felt like clobbering him for the mess.

Usually her day would be pretty dull until then. The owner
might come in to chat with her and bring her a huge meaty sandwich
she’d refuse because her ‘good British hips’ (as he loved to
describe them as) could take no more. Otherwise, the job wasn’t
that interesting until a customer came in.

Today Anna was leaning on the counter
next to the old register researching dieting techniques because she
had relented to the sandwich this morning and was afraid she would
start spilling out of her bras at the rate her already quite large
breasts were growing when a customer walked in.

Her eyes travelled to the door as the
electric bell binged twice.

“Hello,” she said with a smile as she
pushed a lock of her curly red hair out of her eyes and put her
phone under the counter. “Welcome to Louis’ Genuine American
Leather Jackets.”

The young man in his late 20s smiled at her and what was
probably his girlfriend gave him ‘a look’.

Anna was fairly used to this kind of response by now. Being
a redhead was usually enough to get her a lot of attention in
France. Being English was often enough to get her the
wrong
kind of attention.
And, her curves (even if she felt she was fat) often made men stare
when they normally wouldn’t, or in this case shouldn’t.

“What kind of jacket are you looking
for?” she asked.

The man shook himself from his lustful
stare and looked around.

“Do you have anything with an American
flag on the back?”

Anna smiled and nodded and scooted around the edge of the
register, which, of course, made the girlfriend even madder as
Anna’s exposed midriff and large hips were revealed. She slipped
through the racks of jackets and pulled out two from the back to
heft back over to the middle of the shop where there was a viewing
table.

“These two are our best,” she
assured.

As he and the girlfriend looked them over, Anna took her
time stealthily checking him out. There wasn’t much too him. He had
a business short beard and a long, lean frame. He was wearing an
untidy white t-shirt that marked him a tourist in a city where
everyone dressed to impress and had on jeans that were a size too
big. The girlfriend wasn’t much better. She was clearly Italian by
the mellow brown hair and darkened skin. They looked like a good
couple and Anna doubted she could find satisfaction from
them.

The man worked his fingers over the leather, checked the
tag (which said “Made in America, even though it probably wasn’t)
and fingered the design of the jacket on the top of the
pile.

“Can I try it on?” he
asked.

“Sure,” Anna said.

She picked up the jacket in fingers that trembled slightly
as he turned around. Again, she noted that he was too lean and
there wouldn’t be much more than an appetizer here. She lifted the
jacket by the shoulders and stood up on her tip toes to assist him
in sliding one arm after another into the sleeves. Her palms patted
his back and found it skinny and unappealing. It wasn’t the best
back she’d felt this week and he stood a little bent over under the
weight of the jacket. Still, there was a little taper. That was
enough for her to bite her lip and feel her chest flutter with a
little pressure that she knew from experience signaled the
beginning of her desire.

“How does it fit?” she
asked.

“It’s a bit big,” he said.

Of course it was. Anna had known that
when she gave it to him, but there had been some hope in her that
he would at least fill out the edges.

“How about this one?”

She took the jacket from him and felt
a warmth in her groin that made her hungry for something sweet. The
next one was a smaller size. Anna draped it over him and assisted
him in putting his skinny arms into the sleeves. This looked better
and she hid a smile under her palm as she assumed a thoughtful
appearance.

“Better?” she asked.

He turned and stretched out his arms
one by one to the side and admired the cut.

“I like it,” he said. The man turned
to his girlfriend and pulled back his shoulders to display the
jacket for her.

Behind him Anna bit her lip and
suppressed the urge to run her fingers between her inner
thighs.

“What do you think?” the young man
asked his girlfriend.

“How much is it?”

He told the girlfriend the price and her eyebrows creased
together. Anna wondered who the boss was in the relationship. The
young man probably didn’t have a lot of money and the girlfriend
probably held the purse strings by the higher quality of her
clothing and accessories.

“Do you really want it?” the woman
asked in her accented English.

“I like it.”

The two of them stood there staring at
each other as couples always did in these situations.

“Okay,” the woman relented after a
time. “We can put it on my card.”

The man turned with a smile and
started taking off the jacket.

“Would you like me to get you a bag?”
Anna asked.

“I’ll wear it,” he said
smugly.

They did their thing at the register
and the young man thanked Anna for her help before heading towards
the door. The girlfriend followed looked slightly
defeated.

Anna watched them go. He had had a
nice back for a slim guy, she decided.

Her fingers trailed between her legs as she leaned against
the counter and watched the river running by. The slightest hint of
womanly moisture hung in the air. It was a reminder that she
shouldn’t indulge herself just yet.

What Anna loved about her job was the waiting.

The wait for the next man to come and
for that final explosion of tension at the end of the day when her
fingers would sink into herself and allow her release.


AN EARLY CLOSE

 


It had been a rough and rather
frustrating afternoon for Anna. The clouds that promised rain
earlier in the morning had made good on their promise and then
some. The rain drops hitting the rough pavement outside the shop
had sounded like someone was standing outside with a small drum and
- surpassing all human limits - was whacking it at a drumbeat
faster than even the hardest of hard electronic music.

Anna sighed in one long out breath. Not a single person had
walked by and no one had called. She’d even eaten a left over
sandwich from the fridge in the little cramped office out back. It
hadn’t tasted good and she now felt very guilty because she’d had
two of what she had been refusing day in day out for the purpose of
not filling out her frame too much.

A bing from the door gave her a split
second of hope. It was lost when she saw who it was.

“Hello again,” Anna said. “How can I
help you?”

It was the Italian girlfriend and she didn’t looked
pleased.

“I’d like to return the jacket,” she
said.

Anna raised an eyebrow and shook her
head lightly.

“We can’t take it back. All sales are
final. It’s printed on the receipt and that sign.” Anna pointed to
the the large sign hanging from the roof above the counter which
said in big red letters “No returns” in several languages. “There’s nothing I can
do.”

The woman’s face curled into an annoyed look.

“I found a tag in the
pocket.”

The woman took the offending tag from her handbag and held
it up so that Anna could see it. Anna almost groaned out loud. The
owner must have really been off his game when he unpacked that
jacket. If Anna had to guess it was probably a Friday morning. The
man loved his English beer and he almost always met a group of old
friends at the English pub down the road on Thursday nights for ‘a
few’ drinks. Likely he’d been hungover when inspecting the jacket
and let this one through.

“It says ‘Made in Italy’ and I’m from
Italy. I know the type of leather they use there and that jacket is
definitely not American made.”

“Oh. Well, maybe it got in there at
the warehouse.”

“It was sewn in.”

Anna really did groan this time. This situation wasn’t
going to end well for the store. This wasn’t the first time a
customer her found proof of the owner’s deceptive
behavior.

“Does your boyfriend know?” was her
follow up question.

The woman gave her a look that told Anna without any doubt
how she felt about her boyfriend’s enthusiasm for the
jacket.

“I haven’t told him
yet.”

Anna nodded. She had noted that the woman wasn’t carrying
the jacket and had made the assumption that the boyfriend didn’t
know because he’d probably be here screaming at Anna at the top of
his lungs if he did.

Having confirmed his lack of knowledge
of the origin of the jacket, it was time to get down to
business.

“He really liked it,” Anna said in way
way that intentionally suggested she wasn’t ready to commit to a
refund just yet.

The woman’s frown grew on hearing Anna’s tone. For an
Italian - known across France as shrewd negotiators - she wasn’t
responding to the game they were playing as expected.

Perhaps she has lived in France too long and has forgotten
her roots? Anna wondered. The girlfriend must have be visiting from
somewhere in the country because tourists usually didn’t bother to
complain when they got ripped off and the people of Paris weren’t
stupid enough to shop in this area. Had she really forgotten or was she perhaps holding
her cards close to her chest for some reason? Anna knew she’d soon
find out soon enough.

“I’m sure you’d hate to have to see
him return something he loves so much,” she tried.

Anna waited. A light appeared in the woman’s eyes. The
cheeky bitch wasn’t as dumb as she was pretending to be after
all.

“I see,” was all Anna got.

“Perhaps we can arrange a discount,”
Anna said - going straight to the point.

“A refund might be better.”

Anna’s gut
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