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"Well?" Devon asked.

"Sure," I replied.

"Just sure?" Devon, the grocery manager, asked as we looked at the display he just made. "I think it will sell."

"I don't think it should have taken this long to build," I said as I looked at the beer display in the front of the store.

It had a mini football field, the twenty-four packs of beer were made like a stadium around the field, and the party-size chips were in the stands.

"People will like it, you'll see," Devon smiled. “Especially with the playoffs coming soon.”

"You spent all day on this?" Gregory asked.

"Exactly," I responded.

"When you said you ordered a huge amount of beer, I thought you were going to make pallet drops, not build a barbie playhouse," Gregory said. "What about the other displays?"

Gregory, like me, came up the ranks through the grocery department; other store managers came up through different departments.

"I got Ted and Jeff working on them," Devon said.

He knew he was in trouble.

"So, you spent six hours on this?" Gregory said.

Devon looked at his watch nervously.

"All displays including endcaps and drop boxes better filled and ready before you leave," Gregory said as he walked away.

"You better hurry," I said.

"Don't say it," Gregory said as I caught up to him.

"I am," I replied. "Vanessa would have been a better Grocery Manager."

"I am not falling for that," Gregory turned to look at me. "You're just saying that because she's a woman and a black woman at that," he said as he shook his head.

He knew the company was under scrutiny for not hiring many female managers of ethnic backgrounds.

"I already gave her a chance at team lead," Gregory said. "What more do you want?"

"I don't want anything," I replied. "So, don't put this on me. I am just saying."

I looked back at the air-inflated field goals. "The field goals are yellow, and half filled, they will deflate before he leaves."

Gregory sighed. He had promoted Devon straight from full-time to Grocery Manager because he was the fastest stocker and had never been late.

"Okay," Gregory sighed. "You made your point."

"So?" I asked.

"Put her on the list and if another store wants her, I will give the go ahead," Gregory said.

"Alright," I nodded as I walked away.

I respected Gregory, he had taught me many things about being a store manager, and sometimes we butted heads, but in the end, we always talked it out.

"Josh!" Diego said as he came around the corner of one of the aisles.

"Diego!" I smiled as we shook hands. "Where's the other half?"

"She is taking our youngest to college," Diego smiled. "The last one to fly the coop so to speak."

"Ah, didn't know they were that old," I lied.

I had seen their pictures in his house. The first time I had fucked his wife. I had a huge smile as I looked at him, not because I was being friendly but because I had fucked her again just two nights ago while he was shopping.

"I want to speak to you about something," Diego said, "It's a bit personal."

Like Maria, his Hispanic accent was thick, unlike Maria, who spoke clearly. I could see that Diego still had problems with some English words. I bet most of his clientele were Hispanic.

"I get off in three hours," I said. "If you want to meet somewhere outside of work, I would be happy to help."

'What if he suspects that you're the one that is fucking his wife?' I thought.

It is better to act like a friendly manager than to act suspiciously.

"That would be great," Diego said.

"The steakhouse, down the road?" I asked.

"Perfect," Diego replied.

'Better be in public than meet at his house,' I thought.

"What was that about?" Gregory asked as I went upstairs to the manager's office.

"He wants to talk," I shrugged.

"Have you seen his wife?" Gregory asked.

"Do I have to keep reminding you that you are married, or that she's your third wife?" I asked as I sat down. I had some transfers to put in before I left for the day.

"Like they say, no harm in looking," Gregory said.
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