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CAN THIS DAY GET MUCH worse? Not only was Jenny Harlow running late for work because she forgot to set the alarm, but she’d found another rental notice of termination reminder shoved under her apartment door. Do not pass go. Do not collect two hundred dollars. Just get out. 

Her building was being converted to condos she would never be able to afford on her pathetic salary and she had only one more week before she had to move out. Life would have been so much more pleasant if she actually had a place to move to. She’d spent weeks searching online and on wheels, driving around in circles in her red Miata, wasting time and gasoline, having no luck at all. The apartments she’d hoped to get were either rented before she reached them or just plain awful. 

Right now, her beautiful Miata was the only bright spot in her life. It was fun to drive even if it wasn’t helpful for transporting anything more than a suitcase or a few bags of groceries. Moving was going to be a nightmare, she reminded herself as she sat at the red light, but if she were earning more money it would help the situation a little. Money, money, money; is that too much to ask for?

Despite its less than positive beginning, today was the day she’d been waiting for, and she nodded to give herself a boost of confidence. She had told Lisa and Marilyn, her friends and colleagues, that she was going to do it, and the time had come at last. She would ask for that raise and she would get it. She’d been at the Frack Insurance Agency for two years, she’d worked hard, she was almost always on time, and always wore a smile. Well, almost always. No one was perfect. Although Debbie, the daughter of the agency’s owner, seemed to think she was. Jenny told herself not to think about Debbie right now or she wouldn’t be able to walk into the office with a genuine smile. 

As the engine idled, she practiced what she would say to Nolan Frack, the owner, who was notoriously stingy with raises. She had put the convertible top down and she briefly tipped her head back to feel the morning sun on her face. By the time the light turned green, she hadn’t come up with anything more convincing than, “Nolan, I need a raise if I’m going to continue on at the Frack Insurance Agency.” It was to the point, it wouldn’t waste his valuable time, and she only needed him to agree so she could get back to her desk and her job, only with a brighter smile.

Arriving in the parking lot, she put the top up, then strode confidently into the building and took the stairs to the second floor. She greeted Lisa and Marilyn as she walked by their cubicles, mouthing, “Today’s the day.” 

No time to waste, she decided, putting her purse under the desk and taking the walk to the corner office to issue her ultimatum. Well, it wasn’t really an ultimatum. It was more of a request. A strong request with maybe a hint of desperation. 

As she approached Nolan’s office, she saw Debbie Frack slinking out of it. Or maybe she was slithering. Jenny focused on keeping her lip from curling. This wasn’t a good time to offend the owner’s daughter, even if her sing-song high-pitched voice and habitual condescension were enough to irritate the crap out of a saint, which Jenny definitely was not.  

“Good morning.” She was proud of herself for sounding almost pleasant. When she saw Debbie look pointedly at her watch and frown at her, Jenny wasn’t able to maintain her fake smile. But that didn’t matter. She wasn’t asking Debbie for the raise.

“My father is busy,” Debbie said, her frown deepening. Jenny suspected Debbie’s face would be well accented with lines by the time she hit thirty-five.

“I just need to see him for a minute.” She watched Debbie stick her nose in the air before turning to go to her own office. Jenny had never actually seen anyone flounce until she saw Debbie in action. She took a quick breath and stepped to the doorway, anticipating her increase in pay. You can do this, Jenny.

Charles Decker eyed his friend and employee, Leo, who stood across the living room of the condo they were painting, one of sixty in the Highland Avenue job, which was the biggest contract Decker Painting had ever landed. 

“I don’t think so,” he said in response to Leo’s question.

“Come on. Camille said she’s a nice girl. You’ll like her,” Leo said.

“I’m all set.”

“It won’t be like the last one.”

“You’re right. Because I’m not going.”

“Just one drink. If you don’t like her, make some excuse, and leave.”

Charles shook his head and resumed painting. He’d had enough of the “just one drink” women Leo’s girlfriend had tried to fix him up with. “Tell Camille thanks, but no.”

“Okay. Let me know if you change your mind. Maybe this one would be perfect and Camille will stop bugging me.”

Perfect? Not a chance. He wasn’t so particular that he expected perfection. But he did expect at least three things from a woman before he entered into a relationship; anticipation, chemistry, and excitement. ACE. He thought he’d come close to finding the right one a couple of times. He was wiser now but was still working off the effects of the last mistake and had no intentions of looking for another reason to ask himself why he bothered trying. 

The truth was, Charles was interested in a girl, but he hadn’t told Leo and his match-making girlfriend. He knew all about her, things she’d never guess he would know, probably wouldn’t be happy if she knew he knew. He smiled to himself as he thought about her. He knew she wasn’t perfect. No one was. But she seemed as close as he’d want a girl to be. And despite everything he’d learned about her, imagined about her, seen of her in photos, he hadn’t met her yet. 

Nicknamed Snow White by her father, Owen Harlow, she lived in another state and rarely returned to Marksville, which was unfortunate. Owen had made him more than a little curious about his only daughter, Jenny, and he looked forward to meeting her one day. Soon, he hoped. He looked up to see Leo was watching him, maybe hoping he’d cave. “We have sixty of these units to do. Let’s get a few done before we break for lunch.”

Jenny kept her head up as she walked to the front door with her cardboard box. Go out loud and proud. Well, at least proud. But never, ever again ask yourself if your day could get worse. She felt her friends’ eyes on her as she left but she didn’t have it in her to explain what just happened. Especially since everyone else in the office would hear. She would email them the dirty details once she was in the comfort of her apartment. Surrounded by eviction notices.

She walked to her car, put the box on the passenger seat, and climbed inside. The sun was still shining, as it had been fifteen minutes ago when she arrived at work, so she put the top down again. She had the rest of the day free, and she could do anything she wanted. Maybe today was the day she’d find an apartment to rent. The irony would give her something else to think about. 

But on second thought, was that even sensible, looking for an apartment when she was no longer employed? It might be better to go home and pack up what she could while she decided on her next step.

She thought about what Nolan Frack had said. Every mistake she’d ever made at the agency had been described in fine detail until she almost believed she didn’t deserve the raise, or even the job. But she knew she deserved better than what she was getting, the low salary, having to put up with the sanctimonious Debbie, and having two years of her mistakes spelled out for her. 

There was only one outcome for a conversation like that, and she had quit before Nolan Frack could fire her. She wasn’t sure he was going to, but there was no way she could stay there when the discussion had probably been heard by everyone in the office since she hadn’t closed the door when she went in. Once she’d found a job and a place to live she could go out with Lisa and Marilyn for their monthly pizza night and maybe laugh about what had happened.

The morning, her first “free” one in years, passed quickly. After hours of packing and a whole lot of thinking, Jenny picked up her phone. 

“Yes. I want to schedule a truck.”

Once the call was finished, she had a glass of ice tea, stood at the living room window, and looked down at the passing cars. The next call she had to make would be more difficult. She took a few more sips of her tea and picked up her phone again.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Mom.”

“Jenny. This is a nice surprise.”

“Yes. For me, too.” Not exactly the truth, but I’m hoping we can gloss over the not-nice part. “Is the apartment over the garage still empty?” What am I going to do if it isn’t? What if Julian was using it? Would she be back in the house in her old bedroom again? Ugh. 

“Did you get fired?”

“No. I quit. I had no choice.” Anyone with an ounce of pride would have done the same, and as her mother was fond of saying, the day they handed out pride, Jenny stood in line for extra helpings.

“What happened?”

She appreciated the empathy in her mother’s voice. She was badly in need of some kind words. “I’ll tell you when I see you.” Then I won’t have to say it three times. First to her mother, then her father, then probably her brother, Julian.

“When will that be?” her mother asked.

“Five days.”

“Honey, it will be all right.”

“It already is, Mom.” Sometimes lying was allowed, if there was enough sincerity.

She sent an email to her friends. First Marilyn, then Lisa, responded, both saddened that she had quit, but proud of her for standing up to Nolan Frack. After promises to keep in touch, she closed her laptop. What fresh hell is happening next?

Jenny looked around at the loft over the garage, her furniture arranged and looking pretty snazzy, considering. From Westbourne, Connecticut, back to Marksville, Pennsylvania, after being away for eight years. Or close to eight. She’d changed jobs three times during those eight years and spent a short time back over the garage in between. She was thankful she had at least learned by the time the Frack’s debacle had happened that it was better to quit than be fired. 

She guessed she would be able to work at Harlow’s Hardware, her father’s store, until she found something better, something more suited to her education and training. At least she hoped she’d be able to work there. Things hadn’t gone well the last time, but she was more mature now, and should be able to get along better with all the employees at the store. She really hoped Grant wasn’t still working there.

“I wasn’t fired. I quit.” Jenny looked around the dinner table at her parents, Owen and Allison, and then stared at her brother, Julian, who had said the inaccurate “f” word. 

“And we’re all happy to have you stay with us again, Jenny,” Allison Harlow said. “I didn’t expect you to cook this delicious meal for us. Thank you for doing all this.” She smiled at her daughter.

“She’s just buttering up Dad so he’ll let her work at the store,” Julian said. 

Jenny would have liked to throw a dinner roll at her brother, a college senior, but there weren’t any on the table. The salt shaker would have been perfect, but her mother might have objected to her fine china being mistreated. She looked at her father. He had to know she’d need a job for a while. Did she really have to ask?

“Your timing is right,” her father said. “With employee vacations, I could really use your help.” 

She smiled gratefully, even though she imagined she’d be bored and ready to run screaming from the store in a matter of days. Which was all the more incentive to find a job that wasn’t hardware related as quickly as possible.

“That’s great, Dad. Thanks.”

“Can you start tomorrow?”

“I’ll be there.”

“Good. I’ll need you in paint. We deliver to contractors now, and we’re really getting busy.”

Delivering to contractors. Does it get any better than that? “Great.” She hoped her smile looked more appreciative than strained.

“We open at six now. Summer hours.”

Starting time at Frack’s had been 8:30 and getting up at dawn was going to be quite an adjustment. Jenny looked at her mother and saw empathy in her eyes. “Great.”
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“HARLOW’S HARDWARE. Paint department,” Jenny said into the phone, and saw Grant slowly shaking his head as he stared at her. Now what? According to him, she’d done nothing right yet, but she’d only been there for five minutes, so there was still time. 

“I need ten more 5-gallons of white to 221 Highland Ave,” the male voice said.

Pretend this is an insurance customer. You can do it. “And who is calling, please?” She thought it was a reasonable question, but Grant was still shaking his head. 

“Decker’s. Put it on the account.”

“Could you please hold?” She hoped her voice sounded friendly, although she wasn’t feeling it with Grant staring at her, oozing condescension. She thought she’d left that kind of negativity behind at Frack’s.

“No.”

She heard the call disconnect and hoped she’d remember everything the man had said. “He wants ten more 5-gallons of white to 221 Highland Ave.” She waited for the waves of disapproval to increase.

“Was it Charles?” Grant asked.

“He said it was Decker’s and to put it on the account.” She thought she sounded as if she knew what she was talking about, and leaned against the counter, aiming for a confident look.

“Probably Charles. I’ll mix the paint, and you can deliver it.”

Jenny’s eyebrows rose and she stared at him. “My car can’t hold that much paint.” She didn’t like his smirk. But then she didn’t like anything else about him either.

“You use the van. Don’t you know anything about this store?”

The things she could say if she wasn’t afraid of being fired by her own father... She knew Grant had been there for years, and her father trusted and relied on him. If it came to him having to choose between them, she wasn’t sure she would come out the winner. It was probably better not to think about that. “Why do you need to mix white paint? It’s white.”

“There are 56 shades of white. That’s why.”

Jenny would just have to stroll herself over to the paint swatches and see if he was exaggerating. There couldn’t be 56 shades of white. That was ridiculous. White was white. 

Apparently, there were 56 shades. Of white, red, blue, green, and every other color. She eyed Grant, who was mixing the huge buckets and setting them aside. Do I have to carry those things? She glanced at her nails, which she’d just had done last week. But, really, nails were the least of her problems. She’d have to lift the buckets, find where she was supposed to deliver them, and drive a van. All kinds of potential for problems. She knew in her bones she was only meant to drive small cars. Preferably convertibles.

“Do you know how to run a cash register?” Grant asked. He had finished with the paint buckets and lined them up on the floor by the counter.

“Even if I did, I don’t know how to put the paint on someone’s account. Maybe you could show me?” It was time again for her fake smile.

“Charles is in a hurry. I’ll show you later. Get the two-wheeler out back and get these to the van.”

Jenny stared at him, imagining herself lifting the heavy buckets that weighed who knew how much, struggling to get them on the two-wheeler, and then trying to wheel them anywhere without having the buckets fall off. The only thing she was used to pushing around was a computer mouse, unless it was a carriage at the supermarket. She wondered if she stood there long enough if he would get the two-wheeler and load the buckets himself. The phone rang again, and she looked at him, wondering if he wanted her to answer it the wrong way again, since he hadn’t bothered to let her know what the right way was. 

“Just say ‘Paint Department’. It’s automated,” he said, then headed for the back room. For the two-wheeler, she hoped.

“Paint Department,” she answered. 

“What did I ask you for? Ten?” the man asked.

Did everyone speak in code here? She wondered if there was a secret code handbook nearby. “Excuse me?”

“The paint. Did I say ten or five?”

The man was starting to make sense. “Is this Charles?”

“Yes. Ten or five?”

“Ten fives.” She could talk in code, too.

“Make it twenty 5-gallons but bring me the ten now.”

“Put it on the account?” Maybe she was actually catching on.

“Unless you’re giving it away.”

“Ten-four.”

“Twenty fives,” he said, then disconnected.

Couldn’t a girl make a joke? Even at Frack’s they had made jokes, if they knew the customers well enough. Apparently, that didn’t happen at the store, or at least with “Charles”. Grant returned with the two-wheeler and loaded two of the buckets on it.

“Charles wants ten more, but he wants these now.”

“I’m working as fast as I can,” he said, wheeling the first two buckets out back. 

Jenny decided it would be best to ignore the petulant tone or it would really irritate her. She hadn’t seen the delivery van and wondered how big it was, but guessed she’d better not follow Grant to see it now or she might miss a vital phone call. 

“Okay, they’re all in the van,” Grant said a few minutes later, returning to the department without the two-wheeler.

“Thank you for loading them.” Her appreciation was genuine.

He extended a hand. “Here’s the key. Set the GPS for 221 Highland Ave.”

“In Marksville?” Better to be sure. She closed her fingers around the key.

“Where else?”

She was tired of his crabbiness and was happy to get out of there, even if she had to drive a van full of oversized paint buckets. “I’ll see you later.” Unfortunately.

“Don’t drive the van like it’s a red Miata.”

How helpful of him. “I’ll pretend it’s a green one.” She turned and strode toward the back door of the store. And freedom. For a while, anyway.

The van didn’t look too frightening. A blue Harlow’s Hardware decal was on each side, and there were no dents anywhere. It looked new. She opened the driver’s door and climbed in, looking back at the ten buckets, then started the engine and set the GPS. 

“Off we go,” she said over her shoulder to the paint. “Behave yourselves back there.” She’d probably deliver these, pick up the next batch, and head right back to 221 Highland Ave. Maybe she’d be gone for an hour or more. 

All this paint had to be a good sale for the store, and she wondered how her father’s business was doing. It seemed to be profitable, at least judging by the number of customers in the store. It had been around longer than she had and she hoped for her parents’ sake it would provide them with enough money to retire one day and do whatever they wanted to do for the rest of their lives. She wasn’t even sure what that was, and realized she needed to be a more attentive daughter.

The GPS told her she had reached her destination, and she stopped the van and looked around at the trees and the expanse of road ahead of her. There was a dirt road to her right, but other than that, there was nothing around. No homes, no buildings of any kind. Great. My first assignment and I already need help. Her phone rang but she didn’t recognize the number.

“Hello?”

“Why aren’t you there yet?”

“Who is this?” Was she destined to hear grouchy male voices on every phone she answered?

“Grant. You should be there.”

He had her number? “I’m in the woods somewhere. The GPS thinks I’m here, but unless this guy is painting trees and a dirt road, this isn’t the place.” 

“Take the dirt road. It’s new condos and they’re down in the back.”

Thanks for telling me fifteen minutes ago. “Got it.” She heard the call disconnect and put down her phone before easing onto the uneven dirt road and crawling along as slowly as the van would go, afraid of damaging the finish or undercarriage.

After what felt like twenty miles of meandering through a thick forest, she reached the new construction. It was as if a development had sprung up out of the ground because she hadn’t been able to see it until she rounded a curve. It was isolated and peaceful there, if she didn’t count the noisy construction equipment and men all over the place in their bright green tee shirts and white hard hats.

She eased the van to a stop in a dirt parking lot filled with pickup trucks and vans. When she climbed out dirt seeped into her sandals and she looked down at her feet, then rolled her eyes. She wondered if “Charles” would see the van and come out to get the paint. Could I get that lucky?

“Hey, you’re not Grant.”

For which I will be grateful the rest of my life. She saw a man approaching, eying her. Dark hair, white shirt and pants, work boots. Charles maybe? He sounded friendlier than he had on the phone, and he was smiling. Finally, someone who wasn’t grumpy. 

“True. But I do have ten of the buckets.”

“I’m Leo. Nice to meet you-” He looked expectantly at her.

“Jenny.” She gestured toward the back. “It’s this way.” She walked along the side of the van, trying to shake the dirt out of her sandals, hoping Leo would be willing to carry the buckets for her. She opened the back doors and stepped to the side.

“Two, four, six, eight, ten. Yup. That’s ten all right.” He grinned at her, seemingly in no hurry to pick up any of them. “You new at Harlow’s?”

She wondered how much she wanted to share about her temporary job.

“Leo, what’s taking so long?”

Jenny heard the voice, familiar and just as impatient as it had been on the phone, accompanied by footsteps. Or bootsteps, she corrected, noting them heading toward her under the opened door of the van. 

“We need those-” Charles saw Jenny and stopped. What was she doing here? He’d noticed her face first, then her dark hair, and remembered the nickname she’d had as a kid. It was dead on. She wore a short skirt showcasing incredible legs. Long, bare, tantalizing. And she was wearing sandals. What was Owen thinking, sending her to deliver paint dressed like that? She should have been wearing jeans and boots, preferably steel-toed. He wondered if she’d had to load the paint into the van.

Jenny inhaled sharply and hoped the noises at the jobsite masked the sound. His attitude on the phone hadn’t prepared her for this visual. Dark blond hair, curls begging to be touched, muscled pecs and abs evident under the white tee shirt. And that face. That face that wasn’t even close to smiling, as Leo’s was.

“Charles, this is Jenny,” Leo said. “Not Grant.”

He hadn’t needed any introduction. 

“She doesn’t drive like him either,” Charles said, once again in control of his mouth. He hoped his mind would follow. “Get these unloaded.”

“Do you mean me?” He’d better not mean her. But what if he did? It would take her all day to lift them out, drag them along the dirt to wherever he wanted them. Handsome he was. But kind? Apparently not. Leo laughed and she was glad he appreciated how ridiculous the idea was. 

Charles didn’t smile. “You can help, unless it would mess up your nails.”

She reminded herself she needed this job. But she would have a long talk with her father tonight about what exactly her job description contained. She gritted her teeth, took a step toward the van, and grabbed the handle of the nearest bucket with both hands.

“Charles is just kidding,” Leo said, reaching for the handle. “We got this, Jenny. You can step aside and let the men handle it.”

When he’d deepened his voice to a bass, she grinned. Charles didn’t seem to find the comment funny. But then not everyone had a sense of humor. Or manners.

“Where’s Grant?” His irritation made his tone unintentionally harsh.

“Probably wondering what’s taking me so long.” She wondered how forced her smile looked and made a show of looking at her watch. 

He made an effort to modulate his voice. “I’m sure he is. Why didn’t he bring this himself?” He lifted out two buckets, setting them down behind the pickup truck next to the van, then took another two.

“I’m guessing that’s a rhetorical question.” She stepped back, making room for them to carry the paint.

Leo laughed. “How long have you known Grant?”

“Long enough,” she said, then wished she hadn’t. Maybe Charles and Leo were Grant’s friends and her indiscreet comment might be repeated to him. “I met him a few years ago, I mean.” She smoothed down her skirt, telling herself she needed to get some control of her mouth.

“He knows his job.” Charles looked at her before carrying out two more buckets.

And I don’t, he seemed to be implying. And he was correct. The van had been emptied, and she stepped to the doors and slammed them.

“Put a little of that into your driving so you get back here faster the next time,” Charles said, eying Owen’s little girl, all grown up now. He wished he’d had some warning she was coming.

“Why, are you going to use fifty gallons of paint in the next half hour? We’ll have to get you into the book of world records.” She stared at Charles and heard Leo laugh. 

Charles glanced at Leo, who grinned at him and picked up a bucket before heading toward the condos. 

“You aren’t dressed for this job.” Which must have been the reason he couldn’t stop staring at her.

“I’m so sorry.” She smiled sweetly. “I forgot my hard hat at home. Do you want me to get it before I come back? It might slow up the delivery a little.”

“It will if you’re driving to Connecticut.” He wondered what she was doing back in Marksville. And how long she’d be staying.

How did he know about Connecticut? Would her father have talked about her to a customer? 

“It’s been fun, but I have to run. I have a big order to deliver and he isn’t a patient customer.” 

Snow White. Shaping up to be everything Owen had described. “Is that right? Better get going.” Biting back a smile, he watched her stalk around the van, climb in, and start the engine.

When Charles didn’t move, just continued to stare at her, she decided she had plenty of room to pull around and make her way out. She saw him tap his phone and put it to his ear, still watching her, and she looked away, staring straight ahead. Once she made it back to the paved road, she set the GPS for the store. 

So I’m not dressed for the job? No kidding. She hadn’t expected to be anywhere but the store today, not out traipsing through dirt in a construction zone. But would she complain? Who could she complain to, anyway? 

The van rode differently without the weight of the paint. Maybe she could drive it like a red Miata now. She wondered what Grant’s problem was. The other time a few years ago when she’d worked in the store and he’d been there he’d been unpleasant and he was even worse now. 

Charles hadn’t been any too pleasant either. Impatient about having to wait an extra three seconds for his paint and complaining about what she wore. Why did he care what she wore? And now she’d have to get the van loaded and go all the way back there. At least Leo was friendly. Well, she would do her best to be friendly, too.

She had the sudden thought that it was a good thing Charles had the personality of a rattlesnake. A jolt had gone through her when her eyes met his, and it would not have boded well if he had been as friendly as Leo. That face, that body, and a fantastic disposition would have made an irresistible package. And she was not in the market for such a package. Marksville was a temporary stop on her road to bigger and better things, to endless success and happiness. A temporary stop. Remember that. Temporary.

“What took you so long?” Grant asked when she returned to the paint department.
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BE FRIENDLY. BE FRIENDLY. The mental chanting might work if she kept it up long enough. Walking away from the man might work better. “I’ll be right back.” She had seen the buckets lined up by the counter, waiting for transport by two-wheeler to the van, and if she disappeared for a few minutes maybe they would be loaded by the time she returned. She went behind the store to stand by the van for a couple of minutes while she worked to diffuse her irritation, took a deep breath, and returned to see Grant with the two-wheeler loaded with two buckets.

“I’m bringing the paint this time. Charles doesn’t want you to do it.”

Charles must have called and complained about her. If she were the sensitive type, she would have hurt feelings. 

What had she done wrong? Other than showing up late, not hefting the heavy buckets, and failing to speak with the proper respect to Mister Charles Decker, painter extraordinaire. 

“Fine with me.” It would have to be, wouldn’t it? She hadn’t minded the ride out to Highland Avenue. New construction was always interesting, and she loved the smell of freshly plastered walls. If she hadn’t been in such a hurry to get back for the second load of paint, she might have asked Leo if she could take a look inside one of the units. He probably would have let her. She wouldn’t get a chance now, unless there were other painters working there, which she doubted. Decker’s probably had the contract with the builder.

“Do you think you can handle the phone?” Grant asked after he had wheeled out all the paint buckets.

The phone? She was more concerned about being asked to mix paint. “We’ll see.” Another fake smile. They took much more effort than real ones. 

“Can I have the keys?”

“They’re in the van.”

“You can’t leave them in the van.” Grant huffed angrily and walked toward the back of the store.

“Under the floor mat,” she muttered, knowing he wouldn’t hear. Let him figure it out. She walked to the nearest shelf and started reading paint can labels. After a few minutes, Grant returned.

“Where in the van?”

She smiled sweetly at his grumpy face. “I hid them under the floor mat so no one would steal it.” In this high crime metropolis of almost five thousand people. She watched him return outside, happy to be left alone. She hoped the whole summer wasn’t going to be a repeat of today. 

After reading paint cans lost its appeal she started looking through drawers behind the counter and found instructions that would actually prove useful. She settled in and began to read.

“How are you doing, Jenny?”

She looked up to see her father approaching. It was so nice to see his friendly face. 

“Hi, Dad. Doing great. Just reading about mixing paint.”

“I’ll show you how.”

“Do you have time?”

“I always have time for you, and you need to know how to work the mixer.” He stepped behind the counter. “Your mother and I’ve been thinking about repainting the loft. Why don’t you pick the color?”

“Right now?” She looked over at the display of paint swatches.

“Bring home a few you like, see what looks good with your furniture.”

“I’m not going to be here that long, Dad. I’m going to find something.” Tonight, online, if all went well. The sooner she got away from Grant, the better.

“Well, in the meantime, we’ll get it painted. Cleaned up. Let me show you how the mixer works.”

A few minutes later, Jenny felt ready to deal with any customer’s paint request. Her father told her to call him for her first one if Grant hadn’t returned, but after that she’d be like a pro. She watched him walk back to the other side of the store where his office was located. 

This job was so much easier than dealing with calls from insurance customers with loss claims who were angry with her because they had chosen to save money by not buying enough coverage. It was often a no-win situation. Added to that was the delight of working with the boss’ daughter, and it made for some long, uncomfortable days staring at a monitor and wishing she were anywhere but there.

The phone on the counter rang, and
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