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This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


“Have a good day Susie,” I smiled as I waved at Susie Walters.

“Thanks again, Faith,” the cashier said.

“No problem at all. Susie can be a pain in the rear end,” I whispered as Susie, the elderly lady, waved back as she exited the feed store.

We sold all kinds of feed for farm animals and other things any farmer would need, including tools, feed, live animals, and even vehicles. We had it all here in this large barn that was turned into a store.

I had worked at other retail stores before, so when this became a store, I jumped at the chance to be closer to home and do things I knew about. I had worked in a grocery store before, and I much preferred working here. Even though my back hurt most days from all the heavy lifting and my feet hurt from all the walking, it was much better than dealing with the dumb customers who walked into a grocery store.

“I will be in the office,” I told the floor manager.

I had been at this location for almost three years and was recently promoted to manager. I was happy for the opportunity but mostly for the paycheck.

My only problem at work was with my husband, Christopher. He was the jealous type, and as soon as I got into my office and got comfortable, he barged through the door.

“Most people knock,” I didn’t even stare up from my monitor as I knew it was him.

“What was that about?” Chris asked in his usual judgmental tone.

“You will have to be more specific,” I returned my usual non-interested tone to him.

I did many things today that might have made Christopher jealous or upset, such as lifting the haybale onto Jimmy’s truck, leaning forward at the counter to ask Mary Beth how old her new twins were, and so on.

“Your tits!” Chris yelled.

“Ah, the leaning forward,” I clicked my tongue as I flicked my fingers and skidded across the floor in my office chair toward the fax machine. “I thought it was sure going to be bending over to get the haybale and then putting it on the truck, my bad!”

“This isn’t funny!” Chris yelled.

“Christopher!” I yelled back. “Your wife has big tits, and when I lean forward in this top, they kind of just hang there,” I shrugged. “I can’t do anything about it!”

“You could button your shirt to the top!” Christopher pointed out.

“In this weather?” I laughed. “Not on your life. I already have boob sweat going on and I am sure I have a mini sweat pool at the bottom of my cleavage!”

“That’s the other thing!” Chris started.

For over an hour, he told me that I was flirting with some of the farmers who came into the store or that I was leading them on.

I had no interest in any of the guys around here; they all looked at me like I was a piece of meat. I had a nice ass, which I thought was my best asset. As the song said, if you don’t jump to put jeans on, you don’t have a big ass. Well, I had not just to jump; I had to hop around the place like a damn bunny rabbit to get my jeans over my ass.

Of course, men around here thought it was my tits, but guys loved tits. Even poor Lindsey McCartnick had problems with guys looking at her tits at the register, and she had B’s. The corporate shirt was made of denim, so it was always hot in the store, so we always had not to button it up so when she bent forward, there was a small line of cleavage, and the moment guys saw any sign of cleavage instantly their eyes went toward it.

I even heard some of the guys saying Lindsey had big ones, and she had Bs, for Christ’s sake. My niece, who had just turned eleven, was bigger than Lindsey. But guys always thought cleavage meant big ones.

“And also...” Chris said as we got home.

“Christopher!” I exclaimed. “Remember the rule!”

I opened the door to the house and stepped inside. We had a rule that we could not talk about work inside the house.

“Fine!” he said as he walked past me.

I hated hiring my husband, but he was good with tools, and we needed someone in the tool department. People always came to Christopher when they wanted handyman work done around the house; there was nothing Christopher couldn’t fix.

Instantly, Christopher went to the fridge, got six beers, and then made a beeline for the barn out back, where he would sulk for the rest of the day. Even when I called for him for dinner, he would either say he made his own or come and grab a plate and then head back out there.

How I ended up with Christopher was still a mystery. In this small town, there were a lot of mysteries. For example, how Sheriff Dobbs ended up with Kyle. She was the prom queen, and he was the dork everyone picked on.

Mayor Redd was the star quarterback in high school. His wife, Angie, was homeschooled and had zits and other skin conditions that made her face look like a huge crater, but they were together and had six kids.
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