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“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.

Everyone did the math, so it wasn’t a shotgun marriage. All the older kids’ ages added up to them being conceived after the marriage, so that was a mystery. The biggest mystery was what was going on in the church’s basement, which had people stumped for years. Even the pastor didn’t have the key to the metal door. It was outside the building, and there was no way to get to that door from the inside.

Once in a while, everyone saw cars and trucks pull up, and the figures would go to that door and walk inside. People tried to figure it out by knocking or following the vehicles when they left, but they always went down Parsells Road, and everyone knew you didn’t go down that road, or you wouldn’t come back.

I lost a couple of friends who took that dare once in high school. They drove down there, and we never heard from them again. It was a written rule: Don’t go down there no matter what, day or night.

But that was our small town, and we got used to it. Every small town has its rules and mysteries. I was married to Christopher, and that was that. He was my mystery.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Morning sunshine,” I smiled as I greeted Christopher at our truck.

“I was saying...” he said as he hopped up onto the passenger seat.

“Here we go,” I smiled as I drove toward work.

I had learned to drown out Christopher’s constant barrage of whining or complaining about things I did or didn’t do. I was sure if we could get a divorce, we wouldn’t have made it past the two-year mark, but no one got a divorce in this town, and absolutely no one.

It was a cardinal sin, and back in the heyday of this small town, even talking about it could get someone hung, not figuratively, but literally; both husbands and wives had been hung, roped behind horses, and beaten to death in this town for cheating, talking of divorce or leaving.

There was a story of a man leaving his wife for a younger woman. He barely made it out of town before he was brought back, and he and the mistress were tied up to a post in the middle of the park and stoned to death.

Of course, a few things had changed since then; there were many cheaters, many swingers, and even a few men and women who had multiple husbands and wives, but the written rule was absolutely no divorces.

I had told Christopher if he ever wanted to find someone on the side to go right on ahead, but that’s not because I was open to an open-door marriage; it was because I knew no woman in this town wanted a sniveling, whining shell of a man, especially since every one of them knew Christopher was horrible in the bedroom.

I could take a one-minute, man, I really could, but sometimes it didn’t even last a minute; sometimes he came just by me touching his cock. One night, I bought some new underwear, which was nothing sexy, just a new set of bras and panties. The moment I came out of the bathroom and climbed into bed, there was Christopher’s hard cock, just cumming for no reason.

Maybe that’s why he was so jealous that other men could do more, knew more, and could last longer.

“Hey Faith,” one of the customers said as I got into work.

“George?” I nodded.

“Claire and I were wondering if you got any of that horse feed in that blue bag you used to carry,” George asked.

“Absolutely, took a few emails and a long phone call, but I got it back,” I winked.

“Sorry you had to go through so much trouble,” George said as he followed me.

“Got to get what the customer wants, right?” I said as I led him outside.

I was glad to get away from Christopher for a while.

“What did you ever see in that boy?” George asked as we were out of earshot.

“George, if I knew I would tell you, but I don’t know myself,” I whispered.

“Probably was drunk as a skunk!” George laughed.

“Or high, I was a rebel teenager,” I laughed.

“Yeah, you were,” George winked.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Today was a big day. I had people coming from corporate to visit my store and do a full walkaround. They were thinking of expanding into the next town and wanted to see how this store was doing.

I had seen the company growing in small towns, and I knew that eventually, another building would be going up soon.

“Doing good things here,” one of the guys said as they walked my store.

“Yeah, the customers seem to like it,” I answered.

“Sales are up twenty percent from last year,” Mike, my district manager, said. “That’s just in feed; we didn’t have tools or vehicles last year.”

“How are those doing Faith?” Ray, my regional manager, asked.

“A big hit actually, most of the mowers are flying out of here, the riding mowers not so much,” I answered honestly.

“Why is that?” one of the men I didn’t know asked.

“We have a John Deere dealership down the road,” I pointed out. “Hard to compete with them.”

“That might be changing soon,” another said. “We are in talks with two of their competitors to sell their products through us, so if that goes well you will be able to compete.”

“I would like to shove that in Dwayne’s face,” I laughed.

They didn’t laugh with me.

Dwayne was the owner of the John Deere dealership.

Overall, the walk had gone well. They wanted me to move a few things around to see if they would sell better, but other than that, they had no huge complaints.

“Told you there was nothing to be scared about,” Mike said after they had left.

“That one with the constant bitch face,” I shook my head.

“Clyde,” Mike laughed. “Yeah, he is an old dog, doesn’t like new things.”

“Mainly a woman being the manager,” I said.

“That, definitely, that,” Mike laughed.

“Thanks for having my back, I appreciate it,” I nodded.

Mike got me this job, and he was my former manager at this store. He was moving up in the company, and he always had my back on everything. He was there for every decision I made, but he also put me in my place when I was wrong.

Mike had what people around here called a soft touch with a firm hand. Which meant he could be nice to you but also bring you back to earth with a jolt.

“What are you doing tomorrow?” Mike asked.

“Nothing, really,” I shrugged. “Christopher is heading out of town to see his parents.”

“Good, there is a business dinner for a few other feed and hardware retailers,” Mike said. “I want you to be there.”

“You mean in the city?” I asked.

“Yup, there are places outside of the city limits,” Mike laughed.

“I heard about them, they are called cities and towns and things, right?” I mocked him.

“You are coming, so get your best dress and I will give you the address,” Mike winked.

“Okay,” I said as I stood there.

I watched Mike leave, and then I turned to Joyce, my assistant manager. “A dress?”

“I don’t think I have ever seen you in anything but jeans and a shirt,” Joyce said.

“I don’t own anything else,” I responded.

Even my wedding was casual. I had never worn a dress in my life.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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“Faith?” Crystal asked as I walked into the clothing store.

“Hey Crystal,” I said.

“Did you get lost?” Crystal asked. “The tattoo parlor is next door, or are you waiting for someone?” she looked around the clothing
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