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FINLEY LOOKED UP FROM her computer monitor to the smiling face of her boss, Roscoe Broady, his white hair windblown, which meant he’d just returned from another nature walk outside. “Yes, Roscoe?”

“Save whatever you’re working on, then come with me, Friday. I’ve found a treasure in the woods.”

She smiled, wondering what it could be today. Only days after he’d hired her as his administrative assistant, Roscoe had asked if he could call her his Gal Friday, telling her she was invaluable to him, and it had pleased and flattered her. Finding a treasure in the woods hadn’t happened for a while and she stood, ready for today’s show and tell. 

Her boss had recently turned 75 and had been mentioning retirement more often than he ever had, and Finley knew it would mean many changes to Broady Engineering, the company he’d founded over 50 years ago. “What did you find?” As she walked the length of the hall beside him, she picked a green leaf from his hair, a maple leaf if she wasn’t mistaken, and listened to his excited chatter as she hurried to keep up with his quick steps. She hoped her dress would be up to the challenge of a walk in the woods, although his suit and tie seemed to have held up well. 

“And there she is,” Roscoe said, bending over in the dappled sunlight of the woods behind the company’s parking lot. “Cypripedium parviflorum.”

Finley looked down at the yellow flower, the only bright spot in the wooded acres. “That’s very pretty. What’s the common name for those of us who aren’t up on our Latin?”

Roscoe nodded. “Of course. That’s lady slipper. Isn’t she beautiful?”

“She is. And rare?”

“You’ll find her in Massachusetts if you look hard enough. She’s protected by a law that prohibits picking her.”

“I’ll make sure I don’t, so she’ll be there for everyone to see.” Not that anyone else at Broady took hikes through the woods on their lunch hours, but it seemed to make Roscoe happy that his precious cypri whatever would be safe. As was her dress, thankfully, since she hadn’t been snagged by any wayward branches along the path. 

Roscoe stood, pressing a hand to his lower back and grimacing. “This is another reminder that I should think more carefully about retiring. I’m not a young man anymore, and maybe it’s time I stepped down and let Cash take over.”

Finley tried not to frown, but since Roscoe’s eyes were still on the flower, she could have crossed her eyes and stuck out her tongue and he wouldn’t have noticed. Cash Broady, Roscoe’s only son, would be taking over as president once Roscoe retired and she dreaded that day and every day after when she had to work for him. Everything she’d heard about Cash from the day she started working for Roscoe had convinced her he wouldn’t have a clue about how to run Broady and manage its 57 employees. Having fun and tinkering with cars seemed to be the focus of his life, and although she could understand how Roscoe would be proud of a son who could repair a car, it hardly gave Cash the experience to run a multi-million-dollar company successfully. Due to things Roscoe said and didn’t say, she’d wondered all along if Cash lived in Roscoe’s basement. She’d never asked, and unfortunately Roscoe had never mentioned this Peter Pan’s living arrangements. Considering Roscoe’s age, his son could be 45, or even 50, and she shuddered to think about him sponging off his father for all these years while he played with cars. Even though she understood Roscoe’s need and wish to retire and wanted the man to be happy, she knew the company was in for dark days once he left.

“What’s that you said, Friday?”

Oops. Maybe some of her bubble thoughts had leaked out. “Oh, just that you never know when you’re going to stumble on another gift from Mother Nature.”

“Truer words, Friday. Truer words... Let’s get back inside before the mosquitoes bite us even more.”

Finley slapped at the insect on her upper arm and followed Roscoe back into the sunshine.

“Let’s detour through the shop, shall we?” Roscoe glanced at her as they crossed the parking lot. “Did you eat your lunch, Friday? You’re looking a little thin lately.”

She’d never had a boss who took such interest in her eating habits and his questions always made her smile. “Yes, I had a nice salad.” When she’d learned a few weeks after she started working for him that he was a recent widower, she’d wondered about his own eating habits, but she’d gathered from subtle questioning that he enjoyed cooking and seemed to be health-conscious with his food choices. There were occasional references to dinners with Cash, and she always wondered if Roscoe generated those invitations, since she doubted Peter Pan would take time out of his busy life of doing whatever he felt like doing while his 75-year-old father spent fifty to sixty hours a week running his company. 

She’d never met Cash Broady and often wondered why he’d never even bothered to stop in to see what would become his company one day. Was the man so busy goofing off that he couldn’t even... Taking a calming breath as she stepped inside the back door to the machine shop, she told herself to forget about Cash Broady, and she walked with Roscoe around the shop as he asked his employees how they were doing, patting them on the back, telling them they were doing a great job and he appreciated all their hard work. These daily walks were the way she learned about what was happening in the personal lives of their employees, and the current status was one sick parent, an upcoming wedding, and a baby due in eight weeks. She made mental notes to start gift collections as she and Roscoe returned to their own area on the second floor, he to his office and she to her desk just outside his door. Opening the collections worksheet, she noted the upcoming happy events and due dates, then wondered glumly how she was going to deal when Roscoe told her he’d decided it was time to retire.
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CASH BROADY STOOD IN his office on the second floor of A&C Machinery looking through the window at the machine shop floor below. Most of their employees were at work, but Artie was talking with another couple of guys who were idle, apparently waiting for something. He frowned, knowing exactly what that something was, and he moved the phone to his other ear as he waited on hold for the explanation for why the carbon fiber shipment hadn’t arrived. A&C had customers, including Broady Engineering, who were waiting for their parts and if the shipment didn’t arrive by tomorrow, he’d have to call his father and the other customers to apologize for the delay of their orders. The thought of it made his gut twist and he exhaled slowly, trying to convince himself this situation, like so many others, was out of his control. When the music on the line stopped abruptly, he refocused on the call, listening carefully to the customer service rep’s voice. Disconnecting, he headed downstairs.

When Artie saw Cash come into the shop, he left Aaron and Luca and came to meet him. “What did they say?”

“The truck broke down, but they’ve sent another one and they’ll still make delivery today. Let’s see if Aaron and Luca can work some overtime tonight.”

Artie grinned. “I think that’s a given.”

“You check with them and I’ll see who else’s orders are affected.”

“You got it.”

Cash left the shop behind, thanking the transport gods he wouldn’t have to make the mea culpa call to his father. When he and Artie started the business seven years ago, he hadn’t needed to ask his father for any help other than advice because he was determined A&C Machinery was going to succeed on its own. Artie’s parents had also offered financial assistance but Artie had refused that as well. Their bottom line had continued to grow steadily over the years, and Cash and Artie both felt when Cash eventually sold out his half of the business to Artie so Cash could take over at Broady when his father retired, Artie would be in a good place. His father hadn’t mentioned retirement recently, but the man was getting up there, and even if he was in pretty good shape for his age, he had to be ready to give it all up to spend his free time looking for his rare flora and fauna. He suspected his father was living with a deep regret for not having retired years earlier so he could have spent his wife’s remaining years with her, but he’d never spoken to Cash about it. Cash had his own regrets about not spending more time with his mother when he’d had the chance.

Maybe retiring and being alone wasn’t what old Roscoe wanted anymore, since at the office he had Finley Everett, the paragon, aka Gal Friday, right beside him all day every day. Finley Everett, who apparently walked on water and could perform other random miracles, or so his father believed. There was nothing the woman couldn’t do, apparently, and after four years, Cash was tired of hearing how wonderful she was. No one could be as indispensable as his father seemed to think she was, and Cash knew when the day came for him to take over at Broady, he would discover she had woven some kind of spell around the old guy. She hadn’t yet tried to land him for a husband, although his father had said she was single, but maybe she was biding her time until he retired. Which would be Cash’s signal to step in and share some hard truths with both of them.
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FINLEY PULLED HER VW Golf into the line at Coffee Corner behind an ancient green convertible, feeling the strong need for an extra-large iced tea this morning. She suspected Roscoe would need an iced coffee to help him get through the day as well. Due to vacation time, the shop would be down four employees all week, and Roscoe was not one to stand by when help was needed. Never mind that the man was 75 years old, the company president, and had his own work to do, he would put it aside until he’d done what he could in the shop. There wasn’t a work station he wasn’t familiar with, and Finley was amazed and proud of him for being such a hands-on leader. She shuddered as she thought about what would happen when Peter Pan took over. He’d probably institute a two-week shutdown of the company, forcing everyone to take the same time off every year, and subsequently lose orders Broady would otherwise have been able to fill. 

After speaking her order into the rectangular post, she eased the Golf closer to the car in front of her. She supposed it was a cool car to some people, although she preferred cars that were built in the current century, therefore reliable. The motor on the one in front of her was rumbly and uneven, emitting occasional sudden bursts of engine noise, unlike her Golf, which had a nice, steady, healthy sound to it. She watched as two extra-large cups of iced coffee were passed out the window from hand to hand and waited while the cups were presumably positioned into the cup holders, then she watched for the old car to pull out of the way. There was a loud burst, almost like a small explosion, then there was silence from the car. She glanced in her rear-view mirror at the line of cars behind her, waiting for the expected blast of horns, then looked ahead. Surely the driver was doing his best to get the car started, but she couldn’t see much movement from where she sat. When the first, then second, horn sounded behind her, she shifted the Golf into park, opened her door, and walked ahead to the other driver’s door. “Excuse me.”

Cash looked over his left shoulder to see he had company in the form of a long, cool woman in a black dress. Well, black and white, but that wasn’t the way the song went. “Yes?”

Ah. Ancient car but a guy around her age behind the wheel. Remarkably nice looking, but she knew better than to be focusing on a handsome face. “Can I call you a tow truck? I’d give you a push but I don’t think my Golf is up to the job. And I left my F750 at home today.” Finley was particularly impressed by that model of the giant-sized pickup trucks, especially the ones with tires half as tall as she was, having seen one parked beside her at a red light one day, dwarfing her Golf.

Just what this situation warranted. A comedienne. Even though she was a stunner and would decorate his shotgun seat like it had never been decorated, he wasn’t going to allow himself to be distracted away from the problem at hand. Maybe he needed to adjust the pressure on the fuel pump tonight. He turned the key again and it caught, then he tapped the gas and this time the ‘Cuda came through. Just in time, since more horns had joined the chorus behind him. It was a crying shame more people didn’t appreciate classic cars, the quirky personalities notwithstanding. “Better get back to your Golf. The natives sound restless.” He waved a hand and eased the ‘Cuda out of the way, keeping one eye on the swaying rear view of the long-legged brunette in black high heels as she hurried to her own car and hopped in.

Finley carried the cups of magical brew to the front door of Broady Engineering, her access card held between her teeth, and bent to scan herself in, hearing the ice cubes doing the rumba with the movement. Taking the staircase to the corner office in the back, she found Roscoe at his desk. Today the suit was tan, the tie a patterned tan and brown, and she wished he’d worn casual clothes for what she expected would be a long day in the shop. Except he’d never worn casual clothes, not once since she’d started working for him. She wondered if the man even owned a pair of jeans or a tee shirt. “Good morning, Roscoe.” She extended the cup to him. “It’s decaf.”

“Thank you, Friday. This is a wonderful treat.”

She grinned, knowing the man could buy several coffee franchises of his own, yet he rarely stopped at one to get himself a “wonderful treat”. “I almost didn’t make it in today, since the antique car in front of me in line went kaput.”

“Oh? What kind of car was it? One of the early Ford models?”

“I have no idea. The color was almost bright enough to sear my corneas.”

“Hm. Couldn’t have been a Ford, then. Henry Ford only sold one color, black.”

“That would make it simpler, wouldn’t it?” She took a sip of her iced tea. “What’s the plan today?”

“I’m covering for Samuel.”

She eyed his suit again. “I can go out and buy you a coverall to wear so you don’t ruin your nice suit.”

Roscoe waved a hand. “I have plenty more of these.”

He probably did, and she wasn’t going to push him. He’d wear what he wanted to wear. “Is Milo covering Dakota’s station?”

“He is. Why?”

“Why don’t I cover shipping for Milo? Or at least try.”

Roscoe frowned at her. “I don’t want you hurting yourself or ruining your nice dress.”

“Milo showed me how to use the instant foam packaging, and I can at least get orders boxed. I can’t sit up here at my desk while you’re in the shop being so productive.”

“How about this? You go through my email first, then head out to shipping.”

“It’s a deal. I’ll come down if there’s something that needs your immediate attention.”

“I don’t know what I’d do without you, Friday.” Roscoe stood, then picked up his cup. “I’m off to the shop. I don’t imagine there’ll be time for a walk in the woods today, will there?”

“Probably not.” She smiled at his expression. “We’ll get through the week, and next week will be better.”

“Remind me when you’re taking your vacation?”

“The week after next.”

“Right. Then when you return, I’ll start my retirement process, and get Cash in place. And remember, Friday. No retirement party. I want the transition to be seamless.”

She nodded, her emotions mixed about his decision not to make a “big deal” about his leaving. But she would take up a collection so his employees could show their appreciation for their beloved boss. “Right...” She watched Roscoe leave his office, then she slowly walked out to her desk and put down her cup and purse. Get Cash in place... She’d better enjoy vacation visiting her parents like no other vacation before since her life was about to take a turn for the unspeakably aggravating. She just knew it. How was she going to whip Cash Broady into shape after he’d had a lifetime of doing exactly what he wanted? Which Roscoe had made very clear was playtime, 24/7.
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ACCORDING TO THE WAZE app, the Saturday afternoon drive to the house Finley’s parents had rented on Cape Cod would take just under two hours. The reality turned out to be quite different, thanks to the combination of heavy traffic, an unfortunate number of breakdowns, thankfully not by her Golf, and her need to visit a very popular rest area along the way. But reach the house she did, and she was delighted to see it was a rambling old place with weathered shingles, a wraparound porch, and an incredible view of the ocean. This was a house she could relax in and forget about what was coming her way once she returned to the office. Parking beside her father’s Toyota on the gravel driveway, she hauled her suitcase out of the back seat and walked to the front door, admiring the blue hydrangea bushes growing along the front of the house. The door was pulled open by Finley’s mother as soon as she reached the porch, then both parents came out of the house to greet her.

Nolan Everett scooped her into a hug first, then passed her along to Faith. “Is this everything?” her father asked, picking up her suitcase.

“It is. I hope shorts and tee shirts are the dress code this week or I’ll need to do some shopping.”

“It’s the Cape in the summer, and as long as you brought a bathing suit, you’ll be all set,” Faith said. “Let’s get inside and you can choose your room.”

“How many bedrooms are there?” Finley followed her parents inside, gazing around at the living room and liking the blue denim upholstery on the two couches. “This is great.”

“There are three bedrooms, so you’ll have to decide between the two we didn’t take,” her mother said.

“We know all about your need to have choices,” Nolan said, winking.

Finley couldn’t very well argue with that. “Thanks for finding a house that gives me that choice.”

“Take a look around this place, and once you’re settled in, we’ll decide where we want to have dinner. Your father has been talking about having lobster for weeks.”

Finley grinned at the look her mother sent her father, then she followed him up the stairs.

After they returned from dinner they sat in rocking chairs facing the water, and Finley found the repetition of the waves so therapeutic she really began to relax.

“Now you can tell us why you’re so stressed,” Faith said, putting her hand on Finley’s as they rocked in tandem.

Finley leaned her head back against the chair. She really needed to develop some control over her face. “Roscoe is retiring soon. Maybe even as soon as I’m back from vacation.”

“Why is that stressful? You’ll get along with your new boss,” Nolan said.

“If it was anyone but Cash Broady then I would. But he has no clue how to run a company and all Roscoe’s hard work and devotion to his employees and our customers will go up in flames. It’s going to be a disaster.”

“How do you know that?” Faith asked. “What does Cash do now?”

“He plays with cars and does road rallies and anything but work, from what Roscoe tells me. All he wants to do is have fun. I don’t even know if he has his own place, and since Roscoe is 75, Cash is probably 50 years old. What kind of man still lives with his father when he’s 50 years old?” She shook her head slowly. “If he starts driving the company into the ground, I’ll have to leave. I can’t watch that happen.”

“Or you could stay and tell him how to run the company.”

Finley stopped rocking and turned to look at her mother, wondering if she were making a joke, but she wasn’t smiling. “Tell him how to run it?”

“From what you’ve told us, you know almost as much about that company as Roscoe Broady.”

“That is somewhat true, but I doubt Peter Pan will appreciate my input.”

“Peter Pan?” Nolan laughed. “Does he wear the green suit and tights?”

“Maybe. I’ve never met him.”

“So you’ve predetermined your feelings about him.” Faith frowned. “Haven’t we had this talk before?”

“I’ve heard about him for four years, Mom, and that’s plenty of time to know about his character.”

“Just give him a chance.”

“I really don’t have a choice, do I?”

“Oh boy, sounds like trouble ahead,” Nolan said. “I wish I could be there when you meet this guy.”
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MONDAY MORNING AT EIGHT, Cash swiped his access card across the pad at the front door of Broady Engineering, then stepped inside the empty lobby, looking at it with new eyes. His previous visits on weekends when only his father was working and the machine shop was silent hadn’t given him a real feel for the place, but knowing he’d be in charge in only a week made it feel a lot more real. He and Artie had taken the necessary steps to make A&C Machinery solely Artie’s and there was no turning back now. Not that Cash wanted to turn back. He felt a sense of pride that his father trusted him to do his best for the company, one he’d built from nothing before Cash was born. He hoped one day to pass it on to his own child, but doubted he’d be lucky enough to find someone he wanted to spend the rest of his life with. Someone who meant to him what his mother had meant to his father. Cash had always been lucky in business, but he sure as hell hadn’t been lucky in love.

Taking the stairs to the second floor and his father’s office, he passed a few people in the hallway, people who, understandably, gave him the eye, since they didn’t know him any more than he knew them. He gave them each a good morning, receiving a like response in return. There was a brunette whose smile seemed unusually friendly, and he wondered if this was the famous paragon. 

“Hi, there. I’m Zadie. Can I help you with anything? I know I’ve never seen you around here before.”

He watched her smile widen even farther and was tempted to tell her why he was here, but that was his father’s prerogative. “I’m here to see Roscoe.”

“Well, come with me, then. He’s in his office.”

He watched her turn in a slow circle and walk with an exaggerated swing down the hall and he followed, grinning. He could see his father’s door was open, and Zadie marched in there and spoke to Roscoe before turning to bestow her smile on Cash again.

“Thank you, Zadie,” Roscoe said, standing. “Hello, Cash.”

“How are you?” Cash said, glancing at Zadie, then Roscoe, wondering if Roscoe would be giving away the game at this point.

“Doing well, thank you.” Roscoe looked at Zadie, smiling. “Thank you, Zadie.”

Cash watched her make another spin and swing her way out of the office before he stepped over to close the door. “Will I be meeting Finley this morning?” 

“Friday’s on vacation this week.”

He stared at his father. “Will she be here on Monday?”

“Yes. The truth is, giving up the company is... well, it’s harder than I expected. Not that I don’t want to pass it over to you, because I know you’ll do everything necessary to keep it going, probably better than I ever have. Working with Friday these past years has been a true pleasure, and I know you’re going to appreciate her as much as I have. She’s one in a million and saying goodbye to her is going to be tough.” He shook his head. “I’ll introduce you two on Monday, then take my leave. But now, let’s get to the shop and gather the troops so they know what’s happening.”

“You haven’t told anyone?”

“Only Friday.”

“Would she have leaked it?”

“Absolutely not.”

Walking through the lobby alone after Roscoe had spread the word and every face had turned to look at him appraisingly, Cash thought about his father’s faith in Finley, the expressions on the faces of the employees as his father outlined his plans, and the “quick word” Zadie had requested with him as he was about to head out the front door. Without which, he wouldn’t have known his father’s Gal Friday had been after much more than an admin job from his father. Zadie had also told him she was happy to step into the position as Cash’s admin should Finley not work out for him. He pushed open the glass door, looking forward to the following Monday with grim satisfaction, knowing he was ready for anything Finley Everett tried to pull on him.
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“WISH ME LUCK, REYANNE.” Finley pulled the Golf into a parking spot and gazed at the Broady Engineering building. Her vacation mellowtude had disintegrated during her drive in, solely because she was finally going to meet Peter Pan. 

“I think I’ll wish you patience instead.”

“I have plenty of patience. I’m a patient person.”

“Of course you are, sweetie. Now you go play nice and enjoy working with Roscoe as long as you can.”

“I hope he likes the membership I bought him.”

“Who wouldn’t love a membership to Heritage Gardens? Think of all the flowers he’ll be able to see. And he can go every day if he wants to.”

“I hope he does visit the place every day. And I hope he meets a nice woman he can be friends with. I don’t want him to be lonely.” 

“I won’t keep you, since I know you need to get inside.”

“I’ll talk to you later.” Disconnecting, she climbed out of the car and headed inside, hoping she was mentally ready.

She stopped at her desk to put down her purse before approaching Roscoe’s doorway. He looked up from his monitor, smiling when he saw her. “Good morning, Friday. How was the vacation with your folks?”

“It was great, Roscoe. Very relaxing.”

“You got some sun on your face, I see. It looks nice.”

“Thank you.” She fingered the envelope in her left hand. “I wanted to give you a little something to say thank you for being such a great boss.” She extended it to him, watching his smile widen as he stood.

“You shouldn’t have done this, Friday. You’re the one...” He shook his head. “Well, since you brought it up, I have a little something for you.” He opened his middle drawer and pulled out a gift-wrapped rectangular box. “But don’t open it now. Open it later.”

“Then you do the same. Is it a deal?”

“It’s a deal.”

Finley, feeling the prick of tears, saw Roscoe look beyond her toward the doorway and sniffed quietly.

“This is good timing, Cash.”

No, no, it wasn’t good timing. She stiffened and didn’t turn, needing a moment to prepare herself. 

“Morning, Dad.” He eyed the back view of the woman across the desk from Roscoe. He’d overheard enough of their conversation to know who it was, and he waited for her to turn to meet her future boss, but her lack of enthusiasm couldn’t have been any more evident.

“Friday, this is my son, Cash. Cash, it is my pleasure to introduce Finley Everett, the glue that holds Broady Engineering together.”

Finley took a moment to grit her teeth since she had no choice now, then she turned to take a look at her future.

Cash was more than ready to get an eyeful of the paragon and possible fortune hunter he’d been hearing about for what seemed like a decade. Damn if it wasn’t the woman in the white Golf...She’d looked happier the day the ‘Cuda was misbehaving than she looked now. Probably because he was now on the scene and the gig, as they said, was up. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Everett. How’s the F750 running?”

Finley forced her right hand forward for Roscoe’s sake. This was Cash Broady, the driver of antique cars that stalled where they’d cause the most inconvenience to others? He sure as sugar wasn’t any 50 years old, or even 45. And maybe he was handsome, gorgeous even, but she was no more interested in him than she was his car, and his looks still didn’t excuse his taking advantage of his father so he could play with cars all the live long day. Just picturing his nauseatingly green car in the parking lot in place of Roscoe’s Camry was enough to irritate her. His hand closed around hers and she felt his firm grip, which she supposed would come in handy if he was always tinkering with cars. So the man could hold a wrench without dropping it. Big deal. And he was wearing a golf shirt and jeans, no less. How flipping impressive. Such company-president-worthy togs. And what was that crack he’d made about the 750? It didn’t matter. “Yes. It’s nice to meet you, Cash.” She was pretty sure she deserved a prize for getting that out. Maybe a trip to the store after work was even indicated. For some retail therapy or something.

“Friday will show you anything you need at Broady. If she doesn’t know it, it’s not worth knowing.”

Cash had a boatload of doubts about the truth of those statements. “Reassuring.” Just because she was stunning with that brown hair and those eyes didn’t mean he was going to be swayed the way his father had been. Hell, no. 

Finley wondered how long Peter Pan was going to stare at her. Maybe he didn’t know what it was like to have an admin working for him, but if he thought she existed to bring him coffee she’d set him straight pretty flipping fast. She turned to face Roscoe. “You probably have a lot to cover, so I’ll leave you to it.” Please don’t ask me to stay. Please. Please. Please.

“Very good. Thank you, Friday.” Roscoe raised the envelope and nodded.

“Thank you, Roscoe.” She mimicked his gesture and turned to leave the office, but not before forcing herself to speak once again. “Nice to meet you.” She nodded, not meeting his eyes, then made her exit, pulling the door closed behind her. The reality of Roscoe actually leaving was settling on her like a gigantic bag of ice, and she needed some time alone.

Cash saw the way his father was gazing at the closed door and he didn’t like it. “Dad...”

Roscoe waved a hand. “That girl has become like a member of the family, Cash, and it’s damned difficult to say goodbye.”

The more he saw and heard, the more Cash realized what Zadie had told him a week ago was even more accurate than he’d thought. “She’s just an employee.” He watched his father slowly shake his head and he gave up trying to convince him, but instead appreciated the fact his father was retiring before he did something highly regrettable. “Let’s take a walk.” He opened the door, seeing the paragon wasn’t around. “Come on.”

Roscoe stepped to the doorway, then noticed the empty desk. “I’m going to shove off.”

“What, now?”

“Yes. You’re here, you met everyone, and it’s time for me to go.”

“If that’s what you want. I’ll walk out with you.”

“No, no. You stay here. Start working with Friday. Finley. I need to stop calling her Friday.”

Cash saw tears in his father’s eyes, hoping they were due to sentimentality for his company but afraid they were more focused on Finley Everett. “Then I’ll see you. How about dinner this week?”

“Yes. We’ll have dinner. I’ll call you in a few days.” Roscoe extended a hand and shook Cash’s. “You take good care of her, Cash.”

Her? Had he really said her? “I will, Dad.” Cash watched his father gaze slowly around before he headed down the hall toward the elevator
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