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Soul Bumping
By Olivia London


Melanie thought the email was a joke. Had to be even though the message was delivered to her main inbox as opposed to spam. Later that day, she asked her co-workers if they had received any mysterious requests from the spirit world. People looked at her strangely and even Mel’s boss suggested she knock off early and go home.


She read the message for the umpteenth time, finally intrigued.


Melanie, you have been chosen among all Giver Goddesses in your region to help bump souls off their current CFs (celestial floes) so they can transcend to a higher plane. Remove the sensor from your bottom file drawer and take it home with you. At precisely 8 p.m. the sensor will vibrate and release rays of bright purple light. The brightest ray is the one you step into and you will immediately be transported to a floe where you’ll be greeted by a Hungry Soul. Your HS might need some coaxing. Be gentle and compassionate, which we know you already are. The person you’ll attend needs something singular from you in order to move on to a better place. As a reward for such selfless acts of salacious kindness, you will be free to envision an afterlife of your own choosing and have it manifest at the moment of your ultimate transition … which won’t be for quite some time. Good luck, Melanie. We have faith in you.


Signed: The Earth Monitors


Mel’s last boyfriend had called her a Giver Goddess. The note couldn’t have been from Rick, though, as they hadn’t kept in touch after their amicable break-up two years ago and he didn’t even know where Melanie worked. Anyway, he had never been prone to whimsy, workaholic banker that he was. No, this wasn’t his style. A number of female friends had often complimented her generous nature but had never called upon her to save their souls.


Mel sighed and collected her things, waving goodbye to the other girls in the office. The travel agency where she toiled forty hours a week did have a male employee for a while, but he quit to become a house husband when his wife gave birth to twins. Now, Girl Places was something of a sorority doubling as a work environment. That was fine by Mel, who was given a promotion after a lesbian cruise package she introduced took off like a petard. Pam Strutherland, owner of Girl Places, was quite impressed and would have asked Mel for a date if she didn’t have strict views prohibiting on the job romance. Besides, Pam was married. Melanie once entertained the pros and cons of marrying a serious girlfriend; they were prepared to leave the country to do this. But that relationship fizzled too, with Melanie Seward questioning the benefits of bisexuality when, at 32, she was still unequivocally alone.


A lone owner of a condo in Belltown, not quite a neighbourhood but a nexus of bohemian hubris close to downtown Seattle. This wasn’t how she saw herself barrelling toward her prime time years, but she was certainly grateful for all she had, everything she had worked to achieve. Nothing had been handed to Melanie Seward, until the day she opened that file drawer and clutched in her palm a curious eye in the shape of a snow globe.


Melanie liked to have a glass of wine after work but it was a little early for that. She kicked off her heels and unrolled her stockings, stripping down to the bare essentials. Unsnapping her underwire bra, she breathed a sigh of relief. She ran her fingertips over her areolas and played with her nipples just to get a rise out of them. She cupped her breasts and imagined proffering them to a lover.
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