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THERE WAS NOTHING EVEN unusual about the way Steve stepped inside without knocking. He and Willy had been meeting for years like this: they’d go shoot darts and knock back a few cold ones almost every Wednesday night, without fail; Steve was over at Willy’s so often that it seemed perfectly normal just to walk right in.

The unusual part was that Willy was nowhere to be found. “Willy, you ready?” he called from the foyer, but there was no answer. Steve tilted his head. There was the sound of running water, faintly drifting from the rear of the house, and Steve made his way back there.

Somebody was taking a shower, it seemed, and he tapped on the door. “Hey buddy, you almost ready?”

“It’s me, Mr. Holland,” a woman’s voice replied over the sound of the water.

“Oh, sorry, Jenny! I was looking for your dad!”

“I’ll be right out.”

Steve returned to the living room and plopped down on the couch, tossing his dart case onto the coffee table. He checked his phone. There was no message, no missed call, and it was getting late. Looks like no darts tonight, he thought. Great. It wasn’t even that he loved shooting darts so much; it was that he was missing a chance to get out and relax for the evening. Just like Willy, Steve was a single dad, and opportunities to do that didn’t come up so often.

In a couple of minutes he heard the door open down the hall, and there was the soft pad of Jenny’s footsteps on the carpet as she approached. “My dad’s flight got cancelled,” she called, just before she stepped into view. “And before his phone died, he texted me that he wouldn’t be home until tomorrow.”

At that moment, Steve couldn’t have cared less about Willy’s flight, his phone, darts or anything else. He hardly kept his jaw from hitting the floor, in fact. Jenny had emerged from the shower wearing nothing more than a towel — and it must have been a hand towel, at that. She was barely covered, from her crotch to her chest, and Steve couldn’t prevent a soft “whoa” from escaping.

Jenny beamed. “Everything all right?”
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