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Hello, "said
the girl, sitting up behind the counter." What should I wear?


I was
speechless when I entered the bakery where I used to go shopping
that afternoon. I hoped to find Marcela there, the same folksy lady
who for the last twelve years had treated me every morning.


From the age of
the girl who was addressing me at the time, I assumed she must be
the daughter of the baker. It was, however, a most peculiar young
woman. Although her features bore a slight resemblance to
Marcela's, this was a transgressive girl who had little or nothing
to do with her mother.


— Good Morning.
A bar, please, "I answered in a somewhat hasty way, perhaps, once
the initial confusion had been overcome." Isn't Marcela here?


- No, I'm here
in the afternoon. Marcela is my aunt.


She was young,
but not particularly pretty. She had a thick hair pulled back in a
high ponytail, a simple hairstyle that suited her narrow face with
angular features. Although she wore plastic glasses that gave her a
certain intellectual air, the character shone in her dark eyes,
like a sign of danger.


I was surprised
to have been buying bread there for so many years and not having
found out that there was another shop assistant in the afternoons.
The girl probably shouldn't have been running the office for long,
but I didn't want to ask so as not to sound like a snooper.


— Can I have
half a dozen muffins too, please, ”I requested, as if I had just
remembered that I had nothing for breakfast the next day.


Actually, I
prefer toast with oil and salt, and my intention was different. I
wanted to see how the girl's ass was, and the muffins were
precisely in the highest part of the display case behind her.


"Not bad at
all, really," I thought. "If I found out, I would have asked for a
dozen and a half ..."


— My name is
Alberto, ”I said, putting the money back on the tray.


— Ana —she
answered with a smile that exuded charisma.



I left there
with astonishment still on my face. The girl was one of those young
women who make you feel out of date. Unlike me, the young baker
sported endless tattoos, strange symbols and words that I couldn't
read. His right arm was covered entirely with mottled spots like a
leopard. On the left, on the other hand, the Hand of Fatima shared
a place with an orchid. Higher up, a female skull with lipstick and
eyeshadow had a swallow behind her. A coral snake coiled around
that same forearm, giving the sensation of moving as the girl
moved. Even on the back of the hands you could see dice and a
compass. Although the most unusual place that Ana had tattooed was
her cheek,


I imagined that
Marcela had somehow been coerced into hiring this young woman to do
her brother or sister a favor. Something told me that Ana had been
one of those young people with developmental disorders who left
school prematurely. How many of those girls go to work as
waitresses in any slum, too immature to discern the precariousness
behind that fragile financial independence.


— I don't think
I've ever seen you at mass with your aunt, ”I commented
ironically.


— It is that it
leaves me the morning - it responded with disdain - On Sundays I do
not get up until the hour to eat.



Ana would
possibly have been the last person one would expect to meet at a
religious service, and yet there was something divine and magnetic
about her that made me change my habits.


From that first
meeting, I started buying bread in the afternoon instead of in the
morning. To do this, I got used to ordering it in advance, so that
every afternoon I would tell Ana what I was going to want next time
and she would write it down in a notebook for her aunt to put aside
in the morning.


At that time, I
was twenty-seven years old and had only recently become emancipated
from my parents. I had studied biology at university and a
pharmaceutical company had selected me as a medical visitor.


The truth was
that despite being so opposed to me, I found her very interesting.
Because of my work, I had to dress formally, and I immediately
realized that my quirky baker was as funny about my outfit as I was
with her colored nails and tattoos.


I had five
pants in various shades of gray, they went well with the five white
shirts, and as many polo shirts, all with the corporate emblem of
the pharmaceutical company that I wore every day. Ana, on the other
hand, had sports tracksuits that covered the whole range of colors
and, on these, the baker wore colorful aprons by Ágata Ruiz de la
Prada.


Although
considerably younger than me, this charismatic baker had a keen,
caustic sense of humor almost identical to mine. Against all odds,
based on little jokes and taunts without malice, we developed a
friendship that helped me to discover that, although Ana had indeed
dropped out of school, at that moment she was going to Vocational
Training classes.


Thanks to that
healthy complicity, Ana confessed to me that she did have
aspirations and projects for the future. My favorite baker wanted
to become a hairstylist and makeup artist for film, theater, or
television. She had tried to be an actress, although without much
success, according to her, because of how endogenic the world of
entertainment is. However, the girl combined her work in the bakery
with a tiny puppet company that, in cooperation with her boyfriend,
kept afloat by touring the theaters and libraries throughout the
province. Whether as an actress or as a hairdresser, the girl
wanted to earn a living in show business.


Of course, I
didn't want to change my habits overnight. Such a sudden change
would have caused the girl to think, or rather to know, of my
growing interest in her.


One of those
afternoons when I went to the bakery more to see it than to buy the
usual loaf of bread, I found Ana drastically renewed. She had dyed
two locks a deep pink, and her long nails and the lipstick on her
lips were also the same strident color that day.


Instead of
asking me what I was going to want or putting a loaf of bread
directly into a paper bag, that day Ana came out through the narrow
space to the right of the counter and passed me giving me an
enigmatic smile.


The heady scent
of a thousand flower petals permeated everything in its path. I had
always seen her from the other side of a large counter, so that
nothing else passed me, my eyes went straight to her ass.


It had not gone
unnoticed that over the weeks the girl had changed her strident,
outdated and comfortable clothing, for another outfit more focused
on courtship and seduction.


Sometimes, not
as often as I would have liked, Ana wore leggings that imitated
leather, others, miniskirts and minimalist jeans with which to show
off the numerous tattoos that covered much of her long lower
extremities. In the same way, the girl began to wear dresses and
blouses with cleavage, because she was aware that she had a good
pair of tits. If the girl apparently showed a complete disregard
for aesthetics and decorum, if she felt like it, Ana did not
hesitate to show off her chest and show off scandalous
necklines.


Such was the
case that afternoon, as the young baker was sporting what claimed
to be the uniform of the most brazen student in the entire school.
While a white shirt vacuum-packed her sublime pair of tits, the
gray and black plaid pleated skirt barely managed to cover her
rear.


When the girl
greeted me with that innocent and sensual, "What do you want, sir",
I noticed something else, something different that no matter how
much I looked at it, I could not identify. But then, I saw her
outlining a smile and, suddenly, I noticed that the little girl's
mouth was much more turgid and sensual than usual. It was obvious
that Ana had done something to her lips, because they had
absolutely nothing to envy the famous ones on TV.


For a few
seconds I was completely dazed, since, once again immersed in a
WhatsApp conversation, the owner of that succulent little mouth was
reclining on the counter, revealing her magnificent cleavage.


If Ana had been
a mature woman, or married, I would have looked at her libidinously
and it would not have been ten minutes before she was crouched
behind the counter sucking my cock, which is, neither more nor
less, what a lady of my age want when she shows you cleavage the
way she was doing it.


However, given
Ana's youth, I decided to give her a vote of confidence. That
display of a bust could be the result of a simple carelessness.
Still, while Ana's fingers raced over the screen at three hundred
beats per minute or maybe more, my eyes accurately assessed the
volume and shape of her beautiful breasts.


Obviously, I
felt an atrocious envy of the lucky kid with the right to knead
that pair of tender buns, because that's what they were, the food
capable of satiating any man.


However, what
took my breath away was that as the baker got up, I could see her
nipples were exaggeratedly marked. Although what Ana had not worn
was a bra, it seemed as if she was not wearing a shirt either,
since the volume and slenderness of her breasts were obvious to the
naked eye. All that and more I got at a glance thanks to my rising
testosterone level.


Then, the
winding gait of the girl generated a sound that I soon identified,
although I could believe. Once the shock was over, I convinced
myself that yes, that day my favorite shop assistant had put on
heels.


Without
actually asking me what I was going to want, as she always did, the
young woman calmly walked around the counter making her footsteps
echo. Emerging through the free space between the counter and the
wall, Ana brushed past me, giving an eloquent smile instead of
purring as she no doubt would have done if she were a kitten.


Indeed, the
girl wore high-heeled shoes, but she had also put on white socks
that reached a little below the knees and that, in a sublime way,
finished giving that final touch to that puffy schoolgirl costume
with who had dressed.


The proximity
of the young woman made me gasp as if a lioness had suddenly
escaped from the cage where it had been confined until a moment
before. When I finally got a breath, an intoxicating floral
fragrance enchanted me, paralyzing me from head to toe. It was as
if every cell in my body paid homage to the girl's regal
presence.


That was my
best chance yet to gaze at the butt of the baker's young niece.
Certainly, that beautiful tambourine was equal to the rest of his
overflowing anatomy. In addition to wiggling her hips in an
exaggerated way, with that little skirt Ana was about to show me
the cheeks of her butt, not in that vulgar way that teenagers do on
the street, but in that other exquisite way with which a woman
full-fledged she provokes you when she wants you to embed her
against the wall.


Although I
assumed there was nothing to be scared of, the sound of the bolt
startled me. Then I saw her turn that poster, "I'll be back in
fifteen minutes," so that it could be read from the outside. Only
then did I realize that I was really caught in the web spun by that
young predator.


— Something
happens? I said, showing more fear than I would have liked.


Instead of
answering, Ana crouched with her back to me, looking at me over her
shoulder. In a wildly erotic way, the girl proceeded to adjust her
socks. Although, the true purpose of doing that was none other than
to show me the panties. They were roses, pastel pink, cotton candy
pink, rosy pink, pink of modesty and innocence.


— I have to
relieve myself, ”she said slyly, putting her hands behind her back
and displaying her voluptuous body in front of me.


— It's okay.
I'm waiting for her here, ”I said, playing the idiot, or behaving
like one.



— It's just
that I'm going to need your help, sir, ”she then greeted with
simulated innocence, biting the corner of her lower lip.


This
interpretive effort to appear naive was completely useless in view
of the girl's numerous tattoos and piercings. Still, the
expectation of a succulent profit encouraged me to continue with
that pantomime.


— And how can I
help you, miss. If it can be known, ”I asked, playing along.


— Yeah right.
"It's just ..." she mumbled, pretending to be silly. "You see, sir,
a man hasn't fucked me properly for weeks and I'm climbing the
walls," the girl said with a slight snub.



— And your
boyfriend?


Ana laughed
openly.


— I broke up
with him just yesterday for that reason, sir, "she declared with
reason." I didn't want to cheat on you, so I explained that I
wanted to eat someone else's cock.


— Oh, wow. What
a shame, ”I lamented.



— Cast? She
asked strangely.


— Well, I would
have loved if you had eaten my cock while still being his
girlfriend.



— Oh yeah? She
said almost as excited as she was indignant.


— Of course,
girl. Imagine, tonight, after putting some good horns on him, you
could have rejoiced kissing him with the aftertaste of my semen
still in your mouth.



Ana opened her
mouth feigning disbelief and chided me for having such devious and
twisted thoughts. Although she pretended to be upset, the sparkle
in her eyes made it clear that my comment had upset her even more
than she was.


It was the
logical thing to do. While men are simple beings who settle for
physical sensations and emotions, women go much further
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