
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


“Hey Devan,” Devin smiled as she helped bag my groceries.

Devin was the customer service manager at my local grocery store; she always had a smile on her face and was the politest person in the building.

“Thank you Devin,” I smiled.

We started talking and getting to know things about each other because our names were the same except for one letter.

Devin smiled and waved at me as I put my groceries in the cart and exited the building.

I only lived six minutes away from the store, so usually I picked up my groceries on Friday after work. I didn’t want to do my shopping on either Saturday or Sunday, as it was usually chaotic.

I have lived alone since my wife Leslie, and I decided to mutually part ways two years ago. It was a clean divorce; there were no arguments or fights. We found out that I had slow-moving sperm, and the chances we could have children naturally were next to zero.

We tried many things that they told me to do to try and get them to move faster or help with the problem, but none of them worked. In the end, it was best for us to part ways before the arguing and blame game started. From the beginning, I knew Leslie wanted a large family, and I did also, but it was obvious that it couldn’t happen.

I lived in a nice neighborhood, not like the cookie-cutter houses I had when we were married. It was a smaller house, but no HOA, no neighbor two feet away from me. It was quiet and rural, just the way I liked it.

I put my groceries away and sat down on the couch. I started binge-watching one of my favorite shows.

This was how I spent most of my days, alone in the living room watching television.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I waved at Devin as I came by to pick up a few things on Monday afternoon. She was outside at the corner of the store smoking. She nodded her head back at me.

I got in my car and pulled up to her, sitting on the curb smoking a cigarette. “I thought you quit?” I asked as I lowered my window.

“Started up again,” Devin replied in a short sentence.

“Everything okay?” I asked, putting my car in park.

“Not really,” Devin shook her head.

“Want to talk?” I asked.

Devin looked back at the store and then at me. “Probably later, I have to go back inside.”

“Okay, you know my number,” I nodded as I watched her slowly stroll back inside.

Devin was married to Chelsea, the baker at the cake shop across the street. I decided to pop in there and pretend to buy one of my usual six cupcakes.

I walked inside and saw that Chelsea wasn’t there. It only took me a few minutes to find out that Chelsea had called out today.

The store was only open for a few hours of the day and was closed on Thursdays and Sundays.

I was starting to wonder if anything had happened with Devin and her wife.

When I got home, I started to make dinner. I used to be a cook while I was in the military, so I was used to making great dinners. It was what Leslie loved about me. I helped manage a restaurant; my duties involved working on the menu and training the kitchen staff.

There was a knock on the door. I hardly ever had company, so I was surprised to hear the knock.

I opened the door and saw Devin standing on the doorstep. “Hi, can I come in?”

“Sure,” I answered as I let her inside.

“Nice, I was expecting a mess, you know the usual bachelor pad,” Devin was still wearing her work clothes, her name badge still pinned to her chest.

“Nah, ex-military,” I shrugged. “I like things in order.”

“Making dinner, I am sorry, I interrupted you,” Devin stared at me.

“Almost finished, care to have some?” I asked.

I could tell Devin was on the verge of breaking down.

“Sure, if it’s no bother,” Devin smiled. “Haven’t eaten since...”

Devin paused.

“It’s okay, you don’t have to talk about it,” I opened the fridge and got out two beers.

Devin smiled and took one. “Thanks,” she cracked the top and took a long, hard swig. “She cheated on me,” she blurted out after putting the bottle down on the counter.

“I figured,” I continued cooking as Devin stood by the island counter behind me.

“With Frederick,” Devin took another swig.

This time, I put the wooden spatula down. “What!”

“Yeah, the store manager, the one that is married, with four kids,” Devin nodded quickly. “Him!”

I turned everything down to a simmer and turned to face her. I washed my hands and dried them off.

“I don’t know what to say,” I stammered with a thought.

I knew Chelsea had a child with her previous husband, but from what I gathered from our very short talks, she was putting all of that behind her.

“Nothing to say,” Devin shrugged. “I was closing two nights ago, and I did my usual rounds, closed the store, went around back and pow! There they were in his humongous suv, getting it on!”

Freddy had a large SUV. He was very proud of it.

“Didn’t they know you were closing? I asked the obvious question.

“I switched with the meat manager,” Devin shook her head. “He hardly ever drives back there to check on everything, just gets in his car and goes.”

“Ah, they were counting on him closing,” I was still shocked.

“I knew it was his SUV, so I thought he was with his wife or cheating with one of the young cashiers, or something, but when I turned my flashlight on my phone on, I saw the two of them plain as day.”
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