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I must have fallen asleep in front of the television. The screen still glowed faintly when I stirred, its muted light flickering across the room. As I woke, I became aware of a weight against my shoulder, warm and unmistakably human. Or so I thought.

Someone was leaning her head there.

I turned slightly, trying to see who it was, but all I could make out was a curtain of long hair spilling forward, veiling her face. It caught the light in an unusual way, like fine threads of gold, not merely reflecting the glow but seeming to carry a soft radiance of its own. 

I could not resist the impulse to lift my hand. My fingers brushed through that silky fleece, gently guiding it aside. From above, and at an awkward angle, I caught my first glimpse of her face. Even so, the impression was immediate and undeniable. She was very beautiful, in a way that did not demand attention yet held it completely.

Perhaps she sensed my gaze, or perhaps my movement disturbed her. She stirred, then slowly opened her eyes and turned toward me. The moment stretched, unhurried and intimate, as she met my look, her expression still softened by sleep, as though we had woken inside the same quiet dream.

*  *  *
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Before I go on, I should say something about myself.

My name is Sean. I am twenty-six years old, and through a series of circumstances that never quite lined up the way I hoped, I live alone, without a girlfriend. It is not for lack of wanting. Somehow, I have always been unlucky with women. Whether it was hesitation, poor timing, or some flaw I never managed to identify, things simply never worked out. I often wondered if I was doing something fundamentally wrong, some small but decisive misstep that kept repeating itself.

More than once, I found myself wishing for help, though I never knew what form that help could take. Perhaps, without realizing it, I had sent a quiet cry into the universe itself. Looking back, I can think of no other explanation for what was happening now.

*  *  *
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The girl beside me smiled.

It was not a casual smile, nor a polite one. It reached me with a gentle certainty, as though it had been meant only for me, and in that instant I felt myself caught in its gravity. There was something in her expression that disarmed me completely, a warmth that slipped past all my doubts and defenses. Without a word, she drew me into her orbit, and I knew, with a strange and sudden clarity, that whatever this moment was, it was no accident at all.

“Call me Angel,” she said softly. “That is what I am. Your angel.”

For a moment, I simply stared at her. The words made no sense, yet she spoke them with such calm certainty that they unsettled me more than any elaborate explanation could have. My mind scrambled for something solid to hold onto.

What kind of joke was this?

“No joke,” she replied, as if my thoughts had drifted audibly into the room. “I was sent to you. My task is to teach you what to do so you can find a girlfriend.”

That did it. Confusion gave way to disbelief.

“That’s what we do,” she continued, almost cheerfully. “We help humans develop toward their full potential. In your case, that potential includes finding a partner. You are, quite obviously, not managing it on your own.”

There was a blunt kindness in the way she said it, free of mockery, yet painfully accurate. I laughed, though it came out thin and uncertain.

“And how exactly is this supposed to work?” I asked. I was still convinced someone was playing an unusually elaborate prank on me. Perhaps my friends had finally decided that my loneliness had become too tragic to ignore. Maybe this was their idea of intervention.

“I am going to live with you,” she said. “I will observe you. I will instruct you. I will correct you when necessary.”

I blinked. “You are going to live with me.”

“Yes.”

The simplicity of her answer left no room for argument. I looked around my small apartment, then back at her, trying to reconcile reality with the impossibly beautiful woman calmly outlining her divine housing arrangements.

“Well,” I said at last, surrendering to the absurdity of it all, “I suppose I have no objections to a beauty moving in.”

She smiled again, that same quiet, disarming smile.

“Good,” she said. “Then we can begin.”

“But first, we need breakfast,” she said. “The big boss sent me before I had time to eat.”

I raised an eyebrow. “The big boss?”

She smiled, already on her feet. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

My fridge did not inspire enthusiasm. She surveyed its contents with polite restraint, though I could tell her expectations had been higher. Still, between eggs, stale bread, and a few hopeful leftovers, we managed to assemble something that passed for a meal. We were sitting in the kitchen, eating and talking in a way that already felt strangely natural, when the doorbell rang.

It was Sunday.

I froze for a moment, then groaned quietly as realization caught up with me. Every Sunday, without fail, my mother brought breakfast. I had completely forgotten.

Now I remembered, and I suddenly knew this was going to be interesting.

I opened the door, and my mother marched in with two heavy bags of food, full of purpose and maternal determination. She headed straight for the kitchen, took one look at the table, and exclaimed, “Oh! You already made breakfast!”

Then she noticed Angel.

She stopped dead.

The bags hung from her hands as her gaze fixed on the woman standing in my kitchen. Her mouth opened slightly, then closed again. I could almost hear the gears in her head grinding to a halt.

“Mom,” I said, far too calmly, “this is Angel. My girlfriend.”

“Your... girlfriend?”

The bags hit the floor.

“Since when do you have a girlfriend?” she demanded, her eyes never leaving Angel.

“Since today, Mom.”

That shut her up completely.

Angel stepped forward, extended her hand with perfect poise, and said brightly, “Hello, Mum!”

I could not hold it in any longer. I burst out laughing, helplessly, as my mother stared at Angel, then at me, then back at Angel again, her world clearly rearranging itself in real time.

This was going to be fun.

Breakfast that morning was anything but ordinary.

My mother, once she had recovered enough to sit down, began her gentle interrogation. Where had we met? How long had we known each other? What did Angel do? Each question was delivered with exaggerated casualness, the kind only mothers master.

I answered none of them.

Instead, I smiled politely and turned my head toward Angel.

Without missing a beat, she launched into our story, weaving it together with effortless confidence. We had met by chance, of course. A look across a room, an instant connection. Love at first sight. One of those rare, magical encounters that simply could not be delayed by practical considerations such as time or logic.

My mother listened, nodded, frowned, nodded again, and finally sighed in resignation. By the end of breakfast, she seemed convinced that fate itself had intervened and that questioning it further would be pointless. Whatever doubts she may have had about Angel, she kept them to herself. Perhaps she thought her a
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