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      I don’t know why I bothered checking my daughter’s bedroom when I came back from the work conference. She moved out last year, and I guess it’s some kind of fatherly instinct that my weary mind followed without thought.

      Or maybe it was that I sensed another presence in my house for the first time in just as long. There was a subtle sense, a warmth, a breath of life.

      Or perhaps those are the lies I tell myself, along with it being fate that brought the sweet young woman into my life when I needed her most. When I stared down at her, sleeping in my daughter’s bed, her cherub face soft and innocent, it brought something up in me I never wanted to admit to.

      Something paternal, but laced with darkness. I’m not asking for redemption. This is the story of how I met my soulmate.
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        * * *

      

      I know I should have been outraged that there was an intruder in my home. Some unknown person lounging in my daughter’s old bed, as she if owned it. That’s what most people would do, right? Either yell and chase them out, or call the cops.

      Instead, I stood staring a while, captivated, or stunned at least. She had me captivated from the very first moment.

      And for an intruder, she slept like a baby. Even as my shadow passed over her eyes, and the scent of my cologne filled the stale air, she still never stirred. I reached for my phone, but something stopped me in my tracks.

      She was naked.

      What kind of girl comes into a man’s home, undresses, and then slips into the most enviable, untroubled sleep? She was still breathing, but her slumber was as deep as the dead’s, and I was so stunned I sat down in the armchair in the room’s corner. I used to read to my daughter in that chair, and then as she grew up, it became her makeup station. Lipstick and mascara stains dotted it, and sitting down brought up her scent.

      I’m not sure how long I sat there, considering what a strange scenario I’d come upon, but eventually dawn was filtering in through the curtains, and she stirred. With it, the eerie peace slipped away as she startled awake. She sat bolt upright as if Frankenstein’s monster, granted life, and she looked upon me with wide eyes and wild blonde hair.

      The blanket dropped to her waist, her large breasts revealed, perky and capped with stiff nipples that spoke of illicit dreams.

      I thought she might scream, but she didn’t. She considered me, as I had spent the last few hours considering her, in mute silence.

      And then she smiled.

      “Good morning, sweetie,” I said. I’d started off wanting to sound all casual, and in control. The ‘sweetie’ just ended up there by some force of habit, as if really waiting for my daughter to awaken.

      I can’t imagine how I look to her, sitting there in that chair, in my tailored pants, button-down shirt with a tie, blazer on. Looking very much like a professional businessman. I even had my nametag still pinned to my breast-pocket, giving her an instant awareness of my name.

      “Good morning, Landon,” she purred, her voice rich with the morning hour. She did nothing to cover herself, the early light filtering in and bathing her beautiful young body in its glow. She couldn’t be much over twenty, I figure. Half my age. Maybe a year older than my daughter. Her blonde hair was wild, her blue eyes the same, and her smile was intoxicating.

      “You weren’t here to tuck me in, so I helped myself.”

      I had intended to have a firm talk with her, and make sure she left with no problems. But her disarming way of greeting me triggered something else, setting me down a whole other path in life in that one moment.

      “A shame. If I’d known I would’ve gotten the earlier flight,” I said, adjusting my tie. A nervous tic, but I somehow made it look casual in the moment she later told me. “I hope you’ve had a good time while I was away. Everything to your liking?” I asked, a brow arched as I sat, legs crossed.

      It’s not the sort of conversation you have with someone who’d broken into your house, but what kind of threat was she? A young woman, half naked. At least, that was what I presumed. With the bedsheet draped around her torso, she gave me a long, languid stretch. One arm reached above her head, her breasts rising.

      It had been some time since I had been with a woman, and I was only a man. What more could I do than watch as her nubile body posed for me?

      “Slept like a kitten ‘til a dream woke me. You were there, I think.”

      I cracked a wry grin at her. She was young, but she was smooth, very charming. She was used to wrapping men around her little finger. And I wasn’t about to break her of that notion needlessly.

      “Lucky for dream me,” I said, sitting there, still dressed for the conference, with my hair sleekly swept back. My beard well groomed, with salt and pepper colouring, the grey and whites having been coming in stronger the past year.

      My eyes slid around the room, looking for the clothes she must’ve taken off, studying it all for signs that she might’ve done something, or taken something. I should’ve done that before she woke, but I’d been so captivated.

      “Any requests for breakfast? Assuming you left some stock in my pantry,” I said playfully.

      It was strange how little mark she’d left on the place. Almost as if she were a ghost, waking up in the bed, but left everything else untouched.

      “Are you very hungry? I admit, I awoke with a ravenous hunger,” she said as she curled in the bed towards me, more of those pink sheets slipping away from her peachy skin. She was a vision. I considered that perhaps I shouldn’t bother with the police at all. Instead, I should find a doctor, for clearly I was suffering some type of mental break.

      I was not a big flirt. Even at the work conferences, where everyone was flirting, having flings, cheating on their spouses, I stuck to business. And yet before this beautiful girl I could do nothing but smile and play.

      Before her, my heart was thudding in my chest, and I was using all my willpower just to avoid sweeping my gaze over her increasingly nude form again and again. I settled for the occasional admiration, undisguised. There was no hiding it, anyway.

      “Famished. I was going to get something earlier… But then I got all distracted by a sleeping beauty,” I said.

      “Were you ever going to try to wake me?” she asked with an unusual intensity for one her age. She stared at me before she rolled onto her back, her pert breasts forming beautiful mountains on her chest. Her head lolled to the side so she could better observe me, and her smile was so beguiling.

      She’d later told me my reticence infuriated her, but perhaps it was also why what happened next could happen.
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      I stood up from my chair slowly and strode over towards her. As a tall man, I towered over her form as she laid back on the bed, my eyes sweeping over her. I didn’t rush, mostly because time had slowed to a crawl.

      Reaching a hand out, my fingertips were so close to grazing her skin, but not making any contact. Instead, I touched the sheet that still lingered on her and slowly moved it out of the way.

      “Waking you would’ve felt like a sin. You seemed to be having such a good rest after all,” I said as I no longer made any effort to restrain myself from admiring her body.

      Everything about it was so strange that it didn’t feel strange at all that as I dragged the sheet down, I found she was entirely naked in my daughter’s bed. Her mons were waxed bare, and between her thighs glistened a promise of something altogether forbidden. I expected to wake from the dream at any moment, especially as her supple thighs parted.

      “I brought you breakfast in bed, Landon.”

      Perhaps I first reached for my tie as part of that nervous tic. But that didn’t explain what happened next as I undid it, opening my shirt. I was getting ready to make love to her as if we were partners. Not some girl who had broken into my home.

      “And here I thought you were just freeloading, contributing nothing for your
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