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The Best Woman
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Let me start with some background. My workplace is mostly male, with relatively few women, so any woman of even a hint of beauty stands out. There's a cashier at the supermarket who looks to be in her thirties, very slender, and loves to wear skirts, the kind that reveal a lot of body, low-cut, backless ones. She has a wonderful demeanor, her only flaw being her complexion, which is a bit dark. But that doesn't detract from her overall impression. She loves to smile and speaks very gently.

When my wife is not around (I live at work), I pay close attention to her.

The day before yesterday when I went shopping, I approached her and after a few words she said that she was about to take a leave to go home, and that a female cashier whom we both liked would be there.

I said, "I don't like others, I just like you."

She was very happy to hear that, and after chatting for a while I asked her for her phone number, but she was reluctant to give it to me. After I begged her twice, she finally agreed and let me leave my phone number. I left it there and left.

Before going to bed at night, she sent me a text message, saying this was her phone number. After chatting for a few minutes, she asked to call me, and I fully expressed my good impression of her on the phone, saying that she had a good figure, good temperament, and was beautiful.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





