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		1

		 

		George Carey remained standing in front of lane 1of the Bedford Falls indoor community pool as he watched his young charges swim laps. Every now and then he would call out to one or the other to get their head down or slice through the water rather than thrash about. He lowered his voice slightly as it echoed off the walls and boomed back at him. Putting a little bass in his voice gave him an extra gravitas that contradicted the fact that he was just teaching a bunch of ten-year-olds how to swim in a community pool.

		The weather outside was frightful, with the snow building up on the glass walls. But the humid, chlorinated air inside was so delightful. George had been swimming since he was three and whenever he was in between jobs, as he was now, he returned to teach at the community pool. The pool was where he’d spent most of his life. He’d even qualified for swimming at the Olympics as a teen. Strangely, his current boss at the community pool didn’t seem to think that fact was worth any extra pay.

		George slipped his phone out of his pocket to check for any messages from his financial advisor. Nothing yet. No news was good news, hopefully. George was planning to cash out a couple of stocks so he could take his wife, Kristin, to see the Grand Canyon.

		Funny that a year ago George didn’t even know his financial advisor, Louise. She had messaged him out of the blue, thinking George was someone else. She was interesting and funny and so willing to share and after a few months revealed that she actually had some inside information and could double George’s investment. All legit, she assured him, before sending him the info.

		The companies seemed to check out. Their info matched up. George was sold and invested a few thousand dollars. A few weeks later he got his first dividend of six hundred dollars and took his wife out to a fancy restaurant before investing the rest of his life savings with the mysterious firm. Louise asked him to keep it a secret from everyone and he obliged. With Christmas nearing, he’d asked Louise for some of his earnings so he could buy some presents and was currently waiting on a response. There had been some hiccups and he’d had to scrounge up an extra couple hundred dollars—the last of the money he kept stashed in a jar in his closet—to pay for some sort of currency conversion mishap but it should all be going through now. There was a tiny nagging doubt in his brain when she requested the money, but he was in so deep now the only way out was through.

		The kids swam back up to him and hung on to the pool wall. He gave them a few last minute tips and then sent them home. One of them, Harry, hung around until the others had disappeared.

		“Something up, Harry?” George asked, sensing something on the kid’s mind.

		“Yeah. I...um...I won’t be back next year.”

		“Oh? I’m sorry to hear that. What’s going on?”

		“I...um...” the kid stammered. His eyes were beginning to water.

		George squatted down carefully, ignoring the old pain in his knee as it flared up again. “What’s wrong, Harry?”

		“Mom says we can’t afford the lessons anymore,” Harry sniffed.

		George nodded. “It’s okay. You know what? Next semester we’re running a special promotion so it will be free for you,” he lied.

		“Really?”

		“Yeah. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

		George tousled the kid’s hair and let him run off. He’d pay for Harry’s lessons out of his own pocket. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d covered for one of his pupils. Swimming was too important to let something like money be an obstacle. Besides, George was about to have a big windfall.

		George checked his phone again. No messages. Louise was usually pretty quick on these things and the little nagging doubt at the back of George’s mind grew a little louder. He’d vaguely heard of scams like these but Louise had sent him some money before. Surely, that meant she was legit.

		George limped out to the lobby to wait for his wife, Kristin, to come pick him up. She arrived a few minutes later, rattling up in their beat-up Civic and he shrugged his jacket around himself to make the short jaunt to the car. He slid into the warm interior and gave her a perfunctory kiss on the cheek.

		“God, this weather is going to be terrible for our party,” Kristin said in greeting as she pulled off.

		“Well, at least it’s an indoor party,” George said, attempting levity. “Unless you want me to pull out the barbecue?”

		She blew air through her nose. “Nah, I don’t think so. I’ve spent too much time in the kitchen for that.”

		There had been a time when she would have joked back, but things were heavier between them now. Made even heavier by the fact that George had promised her he wouldn’t speak to Louise again. At the time Kristin had caught him transferring money out of their savings, he’d only invested a few thousand dollars with Louise. It wasn’t his first fight with Kristin. Not even their loudest. She just didn’t get that the money would come back doubled, at least.

		“You’re getting out early for the party, right?” Kristin said.

		George nodded. “Yep, I told my boss no afternoon lessons tomorrow. I know how important this is to you.”

		Kristin had been planning this for a few weeks. Some of her college girlfriends were going to be in town, which gave her an excuse to get all their friends together. George wasn’t really a big fan of parties. Ironically, given that he wished he could still compete in swim competitions, he didn’t like people watching him in social settings. But he agreed to suffer through it for his wife’s sake. She was a social butterfly.

		“Thank you,” she said, keeping her eyes on the road.

		She had a nice profile. A delicate nose. Firm chin. Sharp cheekbones.

		George’s phone buzzed with a message and he dug it out of his pocket, hoping for good news from Louise. It was a message from Becky and his heart leaped even though all it said was: Tried to call Kristin. What am I supposed to wear to this thing?

		“Becky wants to know what she should wear to the party,” George told Kristin.

		“Tell her to wear her dress.”

		“Her one dress?”

		“That’s the one.” Kristin’s lips finally quirked up in a slight smile.

		Becky was the sporty type and much more comfortable in a shirt and shorts even though she looked fabulous in a dress. She was fit and athletic, with a striking figure. She usually eschewed parties. The few she’d gone to she’d hung out on the edge of the room with George while they joked about the other attendees for most of the time.

		George relayed the message back to Becky: She says wear your dress.

		Becky: FYI I have 2 dresses now 😊 Cara bought me one.

		Cara was Becky’s current girlfriend. They’d been together six months which was a record for Becky. Most of her girlfriends couldn’t keep up with her.

		George: Wear the hottest one

		Becky: Ugh. I don’t look hot in either.

		George: No one believes that

		Their messages were full of these back and forth flirtations. They had known each other since middle school when they were in the same gym class and Becky easily bested the other boys in most sports. She’d been deceptively wiry. George had been the only one who could keep up and their friendly competition became a true friendship. He’d defended her when the other kids started calling her a dyke but she did actually come out as a lesbian in her senior year of college, about the same time she grew into her body, becoming long and lean and enchanting as she focused on track and field. George had come along to most of her events and watched in hidden desire as her auburn ponytail jiggle as she sprinted down the field.

		Becky’s coming out put an end to George’s long-held fantasies that they would get together (as all their friends assumed they would from how often they were together). During their years of friendship-and-maybe-something-more-on-George’s-part, Kristin had been there in the background. Becky’s close friend. Nearly invisible, until she decided she wanted to be visible.

		It had been Kristin who’d pursued George. She was there when he messed up his leg the second time and put the final nail in the coffin of any Olympic dreams. She helped him get through the depression and was there when he came out the other side. She’d turned her single-minded focus on getting him and, in the end, she did.

		Was it love? Hard to say. It was at the time. And certainly George still liked Kristin a great deal. Admired her. Respected her. But, despite his best intentions, there was a Becky-shaped hole in his heart. He hid it from everyone, knowing it was impossible. Ridiculous. Letting it out would only ruin everything.

		Becky had a gorgeous face with a perfect swoop of a nose. A solid body that looked deceptively delicate until she exerted herself. Kristin was a younger, curlier-haired, less athletic version of her friend. They both exhibited a similar drive: Becky for athletics, Kristin for socializing. When George was in his lowest moments he considered Kristin to be the off-brand version of Becky, though he would never say that to anyone. His heart wanted what it wanted, and maybe that was the core of the friction in his marriage, despite his best intentions.

		They drove the rest of the way to Kristin’s house while listening to the radio in companionable silence. George always thought of it as Kristin’s house because she’d bought it before they married. As much as his stuff was all over the place, it didn’t ever really feel like his. The few times he’d broached the subject that maybe his name should go on the mortgage, she blanched and he dropped it. Maybe he would try again once the money came through and he took her to the Bahamas like she’d always wanted.

		He helped her make dinner until she chased him out of the kitchen when he asked too many questions, telling him it was just easier for her to do it herself. They ate in separate rooms, him in the living room watching a football game, her in the kitchen watching a docudrama on her phone. They met back up in bed, where she rolled over and turned off the light while he stayed up reading. George went to sleep late that night, not knowing that his life would completely fall apart the next day.
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		It started with a video call from Louise in the middle of one of his swim classes. A call from her was unusual but not unheard of.

		“Hello, George,” she said, once he’d slipped into an empty bathroom stall at the community pool to take the call. “We have another problem I am sorry to say you this.”

		Louise appeared onscreen in her familiar study, dressed in a dark blue dress. She was conventionally and blandly sexy, her face smooth and totally blemish free. Despite Louise’s Anglo appearance, her English wasn’t so good.

		“What’s wrong now?” George asked. The little nagging voice in his head began to speak up louder.

		“In order to release the stocks they have need of a deposit. They say they must need five hundred dollars to release the stocks.”

		“They want money to release money? That doesn’t make any sense,” George said.

		“I am just saying you what they are saying me.”

		“I don’t have any more money to give. You’ve got everything. It’s all tied up in your investments!”

		George opened his mouth to say more when the screen glitched. For two seconds the familiar face of Louise was replaced with an Asian man. The study behind her replaced with bare grey walls. The man’s eyes went wide and the call dropped. George’s inner voice was buzzing madly, his stomach starting to drop.

		He called Louise back. She didn’t pick up. He called her again. Nothing.

		Palms sweating now, he rifled through his email for some contact to the company. He called the main line but as soon as he told the secretary his name the call dropped. When he called back his number was blocked.

		Worry twisted his gut. He looked up another phone number for the company online and found a different number. When he called it, the person on the other end had never heard of Louise. Never heard of her investment firm. Didn’t have any of George’s details in their system.

		George hung up and set his phone down by the sink. He ran his hand through his short brown hair and then pounded the sink counter so hard the plastic cracked. It was a scam. Of course it was a scam. How could he be so fucking stupid?

		One of the other swim instructors came into the bathroom looking for him. They returned to the pool but George couldn’t focus. He’d lost all his money. Jesus Christ. Every penny.

		He listlessly ended the lesson. Couldn’t even look Harry in the eyes knowing that he wouldn’t be able to pay for the kid’s lesson next year. When the class ended he gave them a desultory ‘merry Christmas’. He had the car today and texted Kristin that it was broken down and he’d be a little late.

		Then he went to a bar.

		Sometime later, George drunkenly staggered down the street of Bedford Falls, past the offices and shops that were closing for the evening. His hands were jammed into the pockets of his light jacket, though it was barely a comfort against the frigid blasts of air roaring through the streets.

		If there was any silver lining it was that the alcohol in his system dulled the pain from walking on his bad leg. Even 16 years after the stupid dare his leg still hurt. In George’s lowest moments—like tonight—he blamed the disastrous course of his life on accepting his friend’s dare.

		George had been 19 years old and on top of the world. Popular. Confident. A goddamn Olympic qualifying swimmer. Able to do anything. Except, apparently, parkour down one floor. People online made it look so easy.

		The dare happened at the college library. There were lots of handholds on the building in question and it wasn’t very high. The friend who dared him was constantly needling him. In retrospect, he was probably jealous. George didn’t want to look like a coward in front of his friends so he did it, lost his grip and landed wrong. Tried to recover too soon in order to make the team but his leg never healed right. It was the end of his future as a swimmer.

		The wind whipped through his jacket as he approached his car. Rummaging through his pockets, he pulled out his keys but fumbled them. They dropped right into an open gutter. George paused, staring at the gutter.

		“Mother fucker!” He screamed, giving his car a kick with his bad leg and sending a shock of pain reverberating through his body.

		“Fucking fuck this fucking car,” he swore again.

		Grimacing, he dug into his pocket for his phone. Seven messages from his wife asking where he was.

		Shit. The party.

		He opened the messaging app to respond and was in the middle of some obvious lie when his phone died. He swore again and had the urge to hurl the damn thing at the road but instead just stuffed it back into his pocket.

		George limped to the nearest bus stop and waited in the frigid cold for the next bus, his teeth chattering. The only available seat was next to a man with terrible body odor, but at least the bus was warm. It let him off four blocks from his house and he hurried towards his front door. There were cars parked in the driveway and along the street. The lights in the house were ablaze and he could see the party guests as he approached from the road. Mostly Kristin’s friends and coworkers. This would be quite an entrance.

		Opening his front door, the first person he saw was Becky. He paused. She was in the kitchen at the far end of the hallway, a drink in one hand, her girlfriend on her other arm. She was wearing a dress he’d never seen before. Cara’s dress, apparently. It fit her perfectly. A deep burgundy that brought out the color of her dark auburn hair. Thins straps allowed it to be sleeveless to show off her toned arms. Hugging her gentle curves as it swept down, clinging to her body and accentuating the curve of her ass. She was fucking lovely and perfect and if the universe had any sense she and George would have been together. Seeing Becky in his kitchen made him the happiest he’d been all day. Also the saddest. The longing within him was like a physical ache.

		Kristin stalked toward him down the hallway, her long silvery-blue dress clinging to her tense body. She kept her expression light because she didn’t want to make a scene in front of all her friends but he could tell by her body language she was furious. She threw open her arms to give him a hug and he had half a second to consider that maybe he was wrong before she hissed into his ear:

		“Where the hell were you?”

		“I’ll tell you later,” he whispered back, giving her a peck on the cheek which she didn’t return.

		“You’re drunk,” she frowned accusatorily.

		Someone called for Kristin and George used it as an excuse to duck around her and make a beeline for Becky. Becky was laughing at something, exposing her perfect white teeth and arching her neck just so. As George entered, she turned those gorgeous green eyes to him, the hint of a smile on her pretty lips. The alcohol seemed to have brought the longing to the fore, and his head pounded with want. Surely, Becky felt this as well from the way she was looking at him.

		“George! We were waiting for you,” she cried, coming forward to give him a hug.

		The slightly vanilla scent of her perfume filled his nose and he held her a beat too long, soaking her in. She pulled back and looked at him, frowning slightly like her friend had done just moments before, her brow crinkling slightly. But on Becky’s face the frown was one of worry rather than accusation, and was quickly replaced with a smile.

		“You started without us,” she whispered, eyes blazing with laughter.

		George shrugged. “Long day.”

		She patted his shoulder and released him. “Grab a drink and join us. You remember Cara,” she said, gesturing to her girlfriend beside her.

		“Of course,” George replied.

		Cara gave a shy half-wave. She was about Kristin’s height. Slender and delicate. Almost elvish in appearance, with big brown eyes and an expressive face. Becky did have a type and it definitely wasn’t men. And yet the way Becky looked at him...surely it was more than just friendship?

		He poured himself another drink from his bar. It was Kristin’s one decorating concession to him. An antique Depression-era wooden bar, fully stocked with liquor. Pictures of his younger self were mounted on the wall above it. There was his Olympic qualifying finish, fist up in the air as he hung by the side of the pool and looked up at his time. He’d never felt that thrill of being on top of the world again. Probably never would. He could feel himself circling the drain of self-pity and downed a life-preserving shot of whiskey.

		George greeted the few of his and Kristin’s mutual friends while he hurried to return to Becky’s side. As George sipped his cocktail the world grew duller and hazier, except for Becky, who seemed ever brighter. She got to the punchline of a story and George laughed too loud. He interrupted the others in the conversation to jump in with his own, better stories. He was preening for Becky. Maybe futilely. But perhaps not. George poured himself another drink.

		Becky wasn’t as easy with Cara as she was with him. She held herself a little more aloof from Cara. Leaned more towards him. Their conversation was easy and deep and meaningful and she must have seen that. The way she looked at him like he was the only person in the room. George poured himself another drink.

		“Maybe you’ve had enough,” she laughed, placing a hand on his chest as he wobbled.

		The signs were unmistakably there. The way she reached out to steady him. Her concern for his wellbeing. She laughed to make it seem like a joke but there was real worry in her eyes. Worry for him. Worry only he could see because their communication was on another level. George poured himself another drink.

		Time blurred. People blurred. George was in a conversation with someone. Laughing. Making a fool of himself. Where did Becky go? There. The other room. He excused himself. Made his way over. Grabbed another drink on the way.

		She sensed him coming and looked up. It was electric. A revelation. George had a sudden, urgent need to confess himself to Becky. He’d never been so sure of anything and it had only taken a few hours of drinking to get his head right. If everything else in his life was fucked at least he could have this. He knew what he had to do, and when Becky excused herself to the toilet he followed and waited until she came out before taking her hand.

		“Come here a second, I need to tell you something a second,” he said, aware he was drunk but it was no big deal. Probably a good thing. The only thing that gave him the courage to do this and that would make both their lives better.

		“What’s going on?” She said, letting herself be pulled back into the bathroom.

		George closed the door behind them and gathered himself.

		“George, are you—?” She began.

		He grabbed her hand gently. “Becky, I’m in love with you. I’ve always been in love with you. The only reason I married your friend was because I couldn’t be with you but now I know you feel it, too.” The words spilled out of him. Deep and heartfelt and right. “Aristophanes philososophized...philostoph...said that humans were originally single beings that the gods split into two and were forvev...forever striving to find their other half. You’re my other half, Becky. You’re the only one for mine.”

		It was George’s most moving speech. The look on Becky’s face should have been one of bright recognition and deep longing. He’d named their shared desire. But why was her brow furrowed in confusion and...disgust? She was drawing way from him. This wasn’t what was supposed to happen. Maybe he’d explained it wrong. He shouldn’t have been so philosophical.

		“George, you’re drunk,” she said, and opened her mouth to say something else but he stepped in to change her mind.

		“I am drunk.” May as well acknowledge the obvious so they could move on to the deeper truth. “But it’s only given me the courage to say what I really wanted to say. I’ve been in love with you for years.”

		“Stop,” she said, looking away. “George, you...no—” she raised her finger cutting his protests off. “Listen to me. We’re friends. That’s all. I’m not romantically attracted to you. I’m here at this party with my girlfriend for fuck’s sake. In case you’ve forgotten, you’re also married to my best friend.”

		She cowed him, furious, her eyes blazing as she continued: “I don’t know what kind of fantasy you’ve built up in your head but we’re just friends. Or we were, anyway. How could you even do this to me?”

		“I thought—” George said, confused at how this got so out of hand so quickly.

		“I don’t care what you thought. Go upstairs and sleep it off before you embarrass yourself some more.”

		“Please don’t tell Kristin,” George said as she pushed past him.

		She glared at him. “I can’t keep a secret like this from my best friend.”

		She flung open the bathroom door and swept out, leaving only the faint scent of her vanilla perfume in her wake. George followed her, vaguely aware that he’d startled another guest who hadn’t expected a second person to be in the bathroom. He watched from the living room, surrounded by guests, as Becky found Cara in the dining room and whispered something in her ear before they both disappeared out of George’s sight down the hallway to the front door.

		George pushed through the crowd, mumbling apologies as he tried to intercept Becky before she could disappear out of his life. He almost made it when Kristin came around the corner and ran into him. Her drink splashed across his chest and she covered her mouth in surprise.

		“Oh my god, I’m sorry.”

		“It’s nothing,” George said, trying to step around her.

		“Let’s get you changed,” she said, reaching out for his arm.

		“I said leave it,” George barked, taking a sullen joy in watching Kristin’s surprise snap to anger.

		The hubbub of conversation filling the room died immediately. For a second, the only sound in the room was Frank Sinatra singing for everyone to have a holly jolly Christmas.

		“What the hell is wrong with you?” Kristin snapped. Apparently, George hadn’t been the only one drinking too much. “You forget about the party. You come home drunk. Where did you disappear to this afternoon?”

		“Now is not the time for this,” George, said aware of the eyes on him. Of Becky’s eyes on him.

		“Maybe we should do it the same time you tell me where the fuck our money went? Our card was declined at the store. I had to borrow money from Becky.”

		Fine. She wanted to do this now.

		“I lost our money, is that what you wanted to hear?” George exploded. “I got scammed. I thought I could make our lives so much easier but I fucked everything up.”

		“Jesus Christ, why are you always falling for that shit? How much did you lose?”

		“Everything,” he said quietly.

		There was a brief pause as Kristin digested this. Then she growled: “Get the fuck out.”

		“What?”

		“I said get. The. Fuck. Out.” She punctuated each word with a shove that only sent him off balance because of his drunken state.

		The world was already revolving and George tripped over his feet and began falling, reaching out for anything to steady himself. His flailing hand caught something soft and fleshy and he grabbed it, only to hear the rip of fabric and a gasp as he fell to the floor. He looked up from his prone position to see Becky standing above him. Her spaghetti straps had torn and her dress had fallen to her hips, revealing a brief flash of her bare breasts before she covered herself up with Cara’s help.

		He struggled up, blubbering apologies as Becky and Cara drew back and everyone else looked on in absolute silence.

		“You’re a loser and you’ve always been a loser,” Kristin said.

		“I almost went to the Olympics,” George burst. “What did you do?”

		“Almost. You almost went. If you hadn’t been such an overconfident prick maybe you would have actually gone. Get out of my house.”

		What really stung was the word ‘my’. It was Kristin’s house. George never belonged here. He never would. It had been foolish to try.

		“Becky,” George said, appealing to her.

		She was livid. Her face almost red with rage. George snapped his mouth shut. Glanced at the assembled audience, then stalked out the door, slamming it behind him.

		“Help him, dear god,” someone in the living room gasped in the silence he left behind.
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		The wind bit bitterly into George’s skin beneath his soaking wet shirt. He limped through the night as snow began to pick up and blow in his face. His leg hurt worse than ever. It was like a barometer of stress.

		The icy chill sobered him up. Made him ashamed of what he’d said and done. He’d just blown up his life. Kristin was right. He was a loser. Couldn’t appreciate what he had until it was gone. He’d let his own hubris chase away the people who loved him. Hell, even the people who liked him were gone.

		George found himself half frozen on the bridge leading out of town. He crossed the street just as a truck roared out of the darkness, swerving to a stop inches from his face.

		“Watch where you’re going!” The driver  yelled.

		George waved him off and walked on. The street lamps lit the desolate empty night. He was the only person crazy enough to be out here. And he wouldn’t be here for much longer.

		George stepped up onto the bottom ledge of the bridge railing and looked down at the rushing waters below. Just one step and this would all be over. He steadied himself, focusing on the rushing current.

		Suddenly, something dropped into the river beneath him with a loud splash. A woman’s voice called out from below.

		“Help! Help!”

		She thrashed in the freeing waters just beneath him. George’s eyes widened and he plunged in without a second thought.

		He hit the icy water with a splash and the cold made the air rush from his lungs. He pushed up with legs and arms, the pain in his leg dulled by the cold, until his head broke the water. He gasped in a deep breath and looked around for the woman. She cried out again and he swam towards her with powerful strokes. She was fully dressed, her clothes sopping wet and weighing her down.

		George wrapped an arm under her armpit from behind. “I’ve got you,” he yelled.

		His lifeguard training was rusty but he was strong enough to sidestroke towards the shore with her in tow. She floated on her back, grabbing his arm and kicking along to help propel them to safety.

		George dragged her up onto the muddy shore and collapsed, shivering in the mud.

		“Get up,” she said. “We need to get you warm. My house is close by.”

		She helped him up and he staggered on her as they made their way to a house by the bridge, fighting their way through the night as the snow blew in their faces and the icy cold promised to take him away to sweet oblivion.

		They practically fell inside her house and the warmth embraced them. A fire roared in the fireplace. He barely registered the strangely old fashioned décor, complete with grandfather clock near the center of one wall. Clara dragged him towards the fire and set him down on the floor. The place must have had heated floors because his back was warm and the roaring fire soon toasted his front. After a few minutes he stopped shivering and went from frigidly cold to merely wet.

		The woman must have left because she returned in clean clothes, drying her long white-blonde hair with a towel. She had a slender frame and strange, graceful way about her as she moved towards him. She was dressed oddly old-fashioned, with a long white coat and white pants that almost matched her hair. Ruby red lips stood out beneath icy blue eyes. The face of an angel.

		“Feeling better, George?” She asked, in a voice soft and sweet.

		“How do you know my name?” He asked, sitting up as one final shiver shook him.

		“Oh, I know all about you,” she said, as if it was nothing.

		A stalker? But who the hell would want to stalk him?

		“What do you mean?” He asked.

		“I’ve been briefed on you. I know you were a promising athlete but you made a mistake. I know you’ve been in love with your best friend, Becky, since you first set eyes on her. I know you’re a good man pushed into a difficult situation. Maybe a little prideful but even the best of us have sins.” She smiled beatifically and offered him a mug of steaming coffee that he didn’t even see her pick up.

		He took it and sipped. It warmed his bones and made him fractionally calmer.

		“Someone briefed you?”

		She laughed, a sound as tingly as Christmas bells. “I’m not explaining myself very well. You see, I’m Clara. I’m your guardian angel. I’m here to help you.”

		“Uh huh,” George said evenly.

		“That’s why I saved you.”

		“I think I saved you,” George said, quirking an eyebrow. Despite Clara’s oddity there was something disarming about her. She radiated a sort of harmless enthusiasm.

		She shook her head and smiled gently as she took a seat on the couch. “You were going to kill yourself but I knew if I jumped in you’d forget about yourself to save me.”

		“That’s kind of...convoluted.” George said.

		“You think I’m crazy. I promise you I’m not,” Clara insisted calmly. “I only want to help you. What is the one thing you want most in the world?”

		He’d already revealed it to his wife and all his friends. May as well reveal it to this stranger.

		“Becky,” he said sorrowfully.

		“But she’s gay,” Clara shook her head sadly. “Incidentally, God doesn’t care either way and I only mention it because it’s a major obstacle for the two of you getting together.”

		“I mean...that’s one way of putting it.”

		This strange woman, Clara, looked like she was trying to puzzle something out. She worried her bottom lip for a second. “Well, I can’t change Becky because she’s not my ward. But I can change you.”

		George set his mug down and stood up slowly. He was still sopping wet but he was prepared to run if Clara suddenly turned dangerous.

		“What do you mean ‘change me’?” He asked.

		She stood, her eyes bright. They were a dazzling shade of pale blue and she blinked slowly at him.

		“Why don’t we see what your life would have been like if you’d been born...different.”

		Before George could respond she raised a hand and pointed a delicate finger at him. A tremor passed through him. Tendrils of white light shot out from Clara’s hand and enveloped him in gentle warmth, circling around his body. A warm white ball of energy that cocooned him gently, making it too bright to look at himself. He closed his eyes, a strange calm smothering his terror, keeping him centered as the light played out across his body.

		There was a huge boom, more felt than heard, and then the light disappeared, along with the pressure that had been keeping him aloft. He staggered and fell to his knees, bracing himself with both hands on the floor as something dark and silky tickled its way over his face and obscured his vision.

		George stood and grasped for the stuff on his head, giving it a quick yank that brought sharp pain to his scalp and made him yelp.

		“Ow!” He cried. Only, the voice that escaped his lips was not his own. It was higher pitched. A different timbre. Lighter. Almost feminine.

		In his hand he held hair. Long hair connected to his scalp. Now his eyes were drawn down his body. His top and pants were still soaked, but the wet clothes now clung to a body that was shapely and feminine. Two breasts hung from his chest, the wet see-through shirt allowing his nipples to poke up. His stomach tapered down to his hips before flaring out again to firm, supple buttocks. His legs were powerful and lean and perfectly sculpted. His whole body seemed powerful yet delicate.

		“What—?” He began and stopped at the sound of his voice, his hands coming up to his face to cover his mouth.

		His stubble was gone and his fingers met smooth skin. He shuffled his fingers along his face, feeling the smoothness go all the way up. His face felt different. Narrower. His features softer. Eyebrows slender and more defined.

		Pulling his hands away from his face he gaped at his fingers. They, too, had changed. The fingers were slender, almost petite. The hair on his knuckles was gone and the fingernails were longer, ending in gently rounded points. A slim golden wedding ring hung round one finger.

		Clara was looking at him with a look of beatific kindness and he staggered back, turning to the fireplace. A small mirror stood above it and in the reflection George saw a woman where he should have been. George didn’t have a sister but if he did she would have looked like this. Dark features. Coal black hair. Shapely nose. Mouth open in an ‘o’ of astonishment that mirrored George’s own.

		“I can’t—I—I—” He gasped, staggered backwards. Then his eyes rolled up and he fainted.
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		He awoke on the couch in the same room, Clara’s face looming over him.

		“I really am so sorry about that. I should have warned you. But this is my first time as a guardian angel, you know,” she apologized.

		She helped him sit up. He still had breasts hanging from his chest. His fingers were still dainty. His hair was still long. He was...a woman.

		“You did this?” He said, a stranger’s voice escaping his lips.

		He reached up to touch his face again, feeling the strange soft contours. With each touch it was as if a memory returned. In seconds it didn’t feel like the face of a stranger. Here was that tiny little mole just beneath his chin. There was the small beauty mark above one eye. It was his and not his, the two memories sitting equally in his head.

		Dragging his hand down his body, passing his breasts awkwardly as his fingers whispered down to the swell of an ass that definitely was not his. This was cuter. More pinchable. And within seconds it was as if he’d had this butt his entire life. He worked hard to maintain it and was proud of it.

		“I wanted to show you how different your life would have been if you’d been born a woman,” Clara said. “You know, so you’ll realize the error of wishing you were someone different. Your whole life has changed, Georgia.”

		“Georgia?”

		“That’s your name,” she nodded.

		“Georgia,” he repeated it.

		Just like his face, the name seemed familiar after a few seconds. Comforting. He still knew that he used to be George. But he also knew that he’d always been Georgia.

		“Now I’ll leave you to change,” Georgia said.

		“Change into what?” George asked, still unused to the soft voice from his lips.

		“Into that.”

		Clara gestured to the couch beside George, where an outfit now sat folded. White snow pants and a matching white sweater with a white sweater vest and a white ski cap. She was really into white.

		Clara left him alone by the fire. George stood slowly, adjusting to his new body. He stripped off the wet shirt and the pants and tossed them aside before looking down at his naked form. Familiarity and novelty sat side by side in his head. He could hardly believe that this body belonged to him. It was gorgeous. Taut and toned.

		George reached up to cup his breasts, fingers wrapping around the soft skin. He gazed down at them. They were firm but with a little bounce, the nipples already beginning to rise beneath his attention. He was attracted to this body. Attracted to himself, and as he touched himself he felt an ache awaken within his core.

		He squeezed his breasts gently, his male desire playing out in this feminine body. His breasts felt wonderful and he circled them gently, stroking the warm skin, watching them bounce gently as he shook his chest. He laughed, a tiny giggle that was disarming and sexy. Heat sparked between his legs, joining the ache to create a wonderful tension that was more diffuse than as a man. This desire played out through his whole body, making him want to touch everywhere. So he did, whispering his hands along his curves, down his belly, over his peach of an ass. He turned and looked down at his butt, proud of it, lustful for it. He gripped it and gave a jiggle, hypnotized by the motions and the feelings of this new body.

		His fingers dragged around his wider hips until they landed between his thighs. Strange to feel the absence between his legs, to be excited to watch this woman’s hands touch herself. To watch him touch himself. And to know exactly how to touch himself, as though he’d done it his whole life.

		He slowly traced the line of his womanhood with two fingers, shivering once as the warmth reverberated through him. Lying back down on the couch, George spread his legs and gazed down at his new pussy. The dark hair was neatly trimmed but didn’t quite hide the flash of his pink lips as he stroked. Waves of heat washed through him as he touched himself some more, delicate fingers stroking up and down the length of his sex. When he dipped inside himself for the first time he gasped, a light, delicate sound with undertones of lust.

		His other hand came up to caress his breasts, fingers splayed to grab as much as he could. The heat inside made him wiggly and now he could feel himself growing wet, a curious, sexy feeling that just made him hornier. George’s fingers found his slick heat and he dragged it up the line of his pussy, spreading his dew until he was slippery and aching for more. When his two fingers found his clit he bit his bottom lip and moaned. That was the spot.

		George rubbed himself in tight circles, which made the heat crackle within him. He shifted his butt, tensed his legs as the heat sought an outlet for escape, building up hotter and hotter within him. George gazed down at his beautiful new body as he fingered himself, the sight of this gorgeous body joining with the feelings to double his pleasure. His head hummed and his mouth dropped open. His sighs turned to moans as his fingers circled faster, stroking to the rhythm of his body harder. The lewd sounds of his sex filled his ears and the deep scent of himself filled his nose.

		The heat rose within him as he stroked and fingered and caressed himself, voice rising in pitch until with a shaky, broken cry he came. His body tensed and then quivered, hips thrusting up involuntarily as his eyes clamped shut. It was a glorious, full body release, lasting a blissful eternity as he slid in and out of himself until he was too sensitive to continue and then stopped to enjoy the explosion. His toes curled and he gasped, biting his fingers and savoring the pleasure as it slowly ebbed.

		When it was finished, George opened his eyes. He’d lost control of himself. And it had felt so damn good. Still, he figured he should get dressed before Clara came back and caught him in the act of exploring his new life a little too thoroughly.

		He slipped into the outfit she’d magicked up for him. It fit him perfectly, making him look like something out of a designer catalogue. White pants that clung to his powerful legs. A fuzzy sweater beneath a white puffy vest. A matching white hat to cover his dainty ears. Even snow white boots to finish it all off.

		Clara came in as he was finishing up. “I hope you’ve gotten a little more used to your new body now.”

		“Slowly,” George said, blushing.

		Did she know what he’d done? Her timing was pretty coincidental if not.

		Clara took his arm and guided him to the door. “Now go on and see how your life would have been different and I’ll come get you when you’ve realized that there’s no place like home.”

		“I think you’re mixing your movies here,” George—Georgia—said.

		“Like I said. First time as a guardian angel. I’d really appreciate any feedback after this if you have some time.”

		“Sure. Sure.” Georgia replied, stunned, letting herself be led to the front door.

		Clara patted her on the back, opened the door, and let her step out into the night. Georgia’s clothes kept her warm from the chill wind whipping through the streets. There were no other houses on the other side of the road and, in fact, when Georgia turned back to Clara to ask her what she should do now, there were no houses on this side of the road, either.

		Georgia looked around at the dark, empty road, feeling a strange chill that wasn’t the weather. It was a sense of some undefined danger. She jammed her hands into her pockets and walked back across the bridge, making sure to stay in the circles of light from the streetlamps and keeping a wary eye out for strangers. She’d never been this alert on her own before. But, then, she’d never been a woman before, and the sudden knowledge just slotted into her head. She shouldn’t be out here alone in the dark.

		But where was she supposed to go? Clara had given her a new life but not any memories that went with it. Maybe this was some sort of psychotic break. After all, Georgia could remember being George. She remembered everything right up until, well, now. But alongside that were other memories. Not of Georgia’s life but of her lifestyle. Vague memories of keeping fit and eating right to maintain an athlete’s body. And...her leg didn’t hurt. She hadn’t realized until just now but she had no pain.

		She hopped tentatively a few times. Then jumped, feeling the strength in her limber body. An astonished smile crept across her face.

		But still the question: where should she go? It was frustrating that the memories of this new life seemed to only snap into place after the fact. She should have asked her novice guardian angel to fix that but she’d been so caught up in the transformation. For now, the only place she could think of was home. To Kristin.

		She set out quickly through the darkened streets, wary of any strangers, until she reached Kristin’s house. Searching through her pockets, she found neither keys nor cell phone. The keys were down the gutter. The cell phone was probably lost in the river. At least, in George’s reality they were. How they tracked in this reality, Georgia wasn’t sure.

		She knocked on Kristin’s door. Any doubt that Kristin wouldn’t know her was erased when Kristin opened the door and beamed.

		“Oh, Georgia. Hi! This is a surprise. Come in, you must be freezing.”

		Kristin welcomed her in with open arms, pulling her in for a hug. The scent of Kristin’s floral perfume brought back twin memories. Of George storming out of the party while guests looked on, aghast. And of the two of them—Georgia and Kristin—when they were young in her dorm room preparing to go out dancing, the scent of perfume and hairspray and blow-drying hair thick in the air.

		A man poked his head out of one of the hallway doors. He was dark-haired and solidly built. A more muscular version of the old George.

		“Oh, hey Georgia,” he said, giving a friendly smile before disappearing back into the room.

		So many memories snapped into place it made Georgia dizzy. The man’s name was Jeff. Georgia had been a bridesmaid at their wedding, smiling beside them in the pink taffeta dress as they said their vows. The bachelorette party with the moody stripper. The time they snuck, drunk, into the football stadium after hours so that Georgia could run on a real field. The tears and laughter and joys and minutiae of their friendship. But more than that, the feeling of knowing Kristin. Of loving her like a friend instead of a wife.

		Georgia staggered and Kristin reach out to steady her, brow furrowing in that way she knew so well.

		“Are you okay?”

		Georgia rubbed her forehead with her still-cold fingers. She was ashamed at losing their money but also not, because that hadn’t happened in this life. The two identities of George and Georgia clashed in her head, at one moment making Kristin her wife, at the next one of her closest of friends.

		“Just a little dizzy,” Georgia assured her.

		“Come on, let’s get you warmed up,” Kristin said, leading her down the hallway to the living room.

		The layout of the house was the same but the décor was slightly different from when Georgia was George. Different pictures on the walls. A black leather couch replacing the fabric one. Different books on the shelves.

		They sat next to each other on the couch and Kristin wrapped a blanket around her. She disappeared into the kitchen and returned a moment later with a mug of hot tea, which Georgia sipped gratefully.

		“Becky texted me. She was worried about you. You weren’t answering your phone,” Kristin said.

		“I lost it,” Georgia said. It was probably true in both realities.

		“Oh no!” She said, sympathetically. “I can’t believe you went out walking so far in this weather. I still think you should get a treadmill or something so you can stick to your workouts even in this winter.”

		More memories slitted into place. Georgia kept herself fit. Kept to a diet. More than just being healthy, she was...something. It was still too blurry.

		“I know, but it’s not the same as getting outdoors. It’s hard to motivate myself with podcasts,” Georgia replied.

		“You’re a ridiculous woman,” Kristin said, rolling her eyes with a smile.

		“You’re welcome to come with me on my next run.”

		“Ha. No thanks.”

		The conversation was like walking through a pitch black cave and only being able to see one step ahead. Georgia followed the feelings that became illuminated, unable yet to see the whole picture of who she was and only able to reflect on what she’d done so far in her scant existence as Georgia. Her life was hidden away in her head, revealed step by step and guided by her intuition.

		Her conversation with Kristin was as easy as when George had first met her. Easier than it had been in a long time with all the stresses and fractures of their marriage. They talked for a little while and then Kristin offered to drive her home to keep her out of the worsening weather. Georgia accepted gratefully, no idea where home was.
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		Home turned out to be about a twenty minute drive away. A small weatherboard cottage on a tidy street. The house sharpened into familiarity as Georgia made her way to the front stoop. She didn’t have any keys but there were lights on inside. Maybe that meant someone was home. Georgia’s husband, perhaps? Who would this mystery man be?

		She knocked and waited. Footsteps grew louder. The latch turned and the door opened. Becky stood in the doorway, haloed by the lights inside. She was more beautiful than ever, even in a shapeless white tee and long pajama pants.

		“Lost your keys, too?” Becky chided Georgia playfully, shaking her head with that tiny smile on her pretty lips. “I guess I’ll let you in, then.”

		“Becky?” Georgia asked in bewilderment.

		“Get in here, it’s freezing,” Becky said, pulling Georgia inside and giving her a quick kiss on the lips.

		Her dizzying vanilla scent made Georgia ache with longing. George’s sadness and regret was swallowed by Georgia’s love for...her wife?

		“We’re married?” Georgia blurted as the memories slotted into place. Wedding. Honeymoon.

		“Last I checked. Unless you need to tell me anything?”

		She quirked an eyebrow. Becky was gorgeous and here and looking at Georgia with a deep sparkle in her wonderful eyes. Overcome with love and joy at her new situation, Georgia kissed Becky. Her lips were warm and she tasted faintly of wine. Georgia stroked Becky’s cheek, exploring the contours of her lover’s face with a gentle thumb as Becky kissed her back. Georgia ached to devour her, make up for all the lost time she’d missed even as that same time blossomed in her mind.

		They’d met in gym class. Been fast friends as they’d outshone all the boys. Had their teenage fights but always made up. Becky had come out as gay in college, several years before Georgia admitted it to herself, even though all their friends thought they were an item because they were so inseparable. It was only jealousy at Becky’s last girlfriend that had forced Georgia to confront what she really wanted. Becky.

		They kissed long and deep as Georgia savored her before Becky pulled away and squeezed Georgia’s hand. “What was that for?”

		Georgia shrugged, drunk with happiness. “Being you. Being here.”

		“Aw,” Becky said, squeezing her hand again and turning to go down the hallway. “You hungry after your long walk?”

		“Yeah. Hungry for you,” Georgia growled.

		She grabbed Becky from behind. Becky squealed with a quick laugh as Georgia pressed herself close and buried her head in Becky’s blonde hair to kiss the top of her shoulder. Becky was warm in her arms and her sweet scent filled her nose as Georgia nudged her hair aside to kiss her way up the nape of Becky’s neck. Georgia kept her arms clasped lightly around Becky and felt her sink into her gentle kisses.

		Becky leaned her neck away so Georgia could kiss up to her ear and nibble on her earlobe. “Mmmm,” Becky sighed softly. “You came back frisky.”

		“You do this to me,” Georgia whispered into Becky’s ear before resuming her delicate nibbles up and down Becky’s neck.

		Becky sighed softly and reached around to run her hand through Georgia’s silky black hair. Her sigh radiated up and down Georgia’s spine, growing the yearning in her core. She knew what Becky liked from many hours of pleasing her. Knew where she liked to be touched. How fast and how hard.

		The George part of her mind was still astonished at this change in circumstances, and reeling from the way her body reacted to lust. The urgent want that had usually concentrated at the base of her former manhood still existed but now filled her whole body. She wanted to be touched everywhere. Longed for more closeness as she wrapped herself around Becky.

		Becky leaned her head back and they kissed, hot breath mingling as Georgia’s hands wandered up and down Becky’s body, exploring her hidden curves. Becky slid her tongue into Georgia’s mouth and Georgia opened wide for her, tasting her lover. She was soft and beautiful and perfect and Georgia’s desire churned, the need concentrating in her core, becoming a desperate addiction that could only be satisfied with Becky’s body.

		Becky turned around in Georgia’s arms and they resumed kissing as they clung to each other before heading to the bedroom in a whirlwind of kissing and groping, leaving a trail of clothes in their mad, passionate procession. Georgia fell onto Becky in their bed, naked, skin to skin, touching from the tips of their toes to their lips. Georgia pushed herself up on one arm and brushed her long hair back out of her eyes in a novel yet practiced maneuver. Her breasts swayed gently from her chest as she gazed down at her lover.

		Becky looked up at her with a warm smile. Her blonde hair mussed on the pillow. Slight breasts rising and falling at each breath. Beautiful pale skin and solid yet supple body. So overcome with want and need and lust Georgia could hardly breathe.

		Naked below her was her secret crush. Her wife. Her friend. The woman she’d lusted after for years but could never have. All these things were true at once and the novelty of Becky’s naked body drove Georgia on.

		She dove onto Becky, kissing, groping, squeezing, needing all of her body right now. Becky clutched her, laughing at her lover’s enthusiasm. Her laughs turned to sighs as Georgia stroked her breasts, kissed her way up and down her body. Her hands were greedy for Becky, fingers hefting up her breasts, whispering across her nipples and down her sides.

		Georgia knew how to please Becky, and the remnants of her male enthusiasm doubled her own pleasure. She kissed her way across Becky’s breasts, her lips tracing a path down Becky’s belly, over her mound to land on the rich heat between Becky’s legs. George kissed her way across Becky’s sex, inhaling the delicious musky scent of her. Becky’s soft sighs made Georgia’s body reverberate with need, drove her on as she licked long and slow, teasing Becky’s folds apart with her tongue and dipping inside to taste her slick desire.

		Becky’s sighs turned to moans as Georgia licked her, bringing in two fingers, gliding in through Becky’s wet entrance. She stroked in small circles, fingers dancing across the nub of Becky’s inner pleasure while her tongue flicked sharp patterns across Becky’s pleasure button. She was tangy and sweet, and she rocked back and forth beneath Georgia’s tongue and fingers, the tension rising within her and echoing inside Georgia.

		Georgia wiggled her ass in the air, closing her eyes to savor Becky’s taste as her fingers continued to spread apart her hot, wet canal. Becky gripped the covers and raised her hips and Georgia drove on, attuned to Becky’s needs, matching her tongue and fingers to the rhythm of Becky’s body. Up, up, she pushed Becky, desire building in her own body, growing slick and loose.

		Now the lewd sounds of Becky’s pussy were loud in Georgia’s ears, matched by her moans as she twisted and turned, her body wound ever tighter with tension. Georgia licked and flicked and gently fingered until Becky’s pleasure burst and she came with a long, low moan. She shivered and Georgia continued licking her, up, up, only stopping when she crested and then pulling away to let Becky slowly sink back down.

		Becky insisted on reciprocating and Georgia lay back, looking down her new/old body as Becky positioned herself between Georgia’s thighs. Georgia’s taut breasts hung down across each side of her chest, pink nipples sharp with arousal. Dark hair tickled down her cheeks and rested on her chest. Her body was long and lean and powerful. And then all thought of herself was blown away as Becky bent and kissed her womanhood.

		Georgia was already warm and ready when Becky began tracing her clit with her tongue. She released a breathy moan as Becky pleasured her, sliding two fingers inside her for the first time in this reality. She shuddered as she felt herself be entered, be filled. It was so wonderful. So right. Becky was attuned to her body and licked and fingered her gently, growing faster as Georgia wiggled, begged for more in a lust soaked voice. The sight of Becky between her legs, eyes closed in ecstasy, doubled Georgia’s pleasure. The pressure in her core built, built, and then exploded in a gasping, roaring, moaning surge of orgasm.

		Georgia twisted as pleasure ripped through her, a full body orgasm that echoed from head to toe. So different from when she was a man and the desire was concentrated at the base of her manhood and dissipated quickly. This orgasm was slow to release, leaving her pulse pounding, heart thudding. Her body was warm and still wet as Becky climbed up her and they held each other, Georgia shivering in the afterglow.
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		Georgia woke to an unfamiliar alarm the next morning. Unfamiliar until her eyes snapped open and she saw a phone on the bedside table. The old backup phone she used when she lost hers, which happened more often than it should.

		God, the memories were coming fast this morning. She wasn’t great with holding on to things. Phones. Clothes. Money. Fortunately, Becky took care of their finances.

		“Gotta get up, sleepy,” Becky said, throwing an arm around Georgia. “Don’t want to miss it.”

		Georgia didn’t want to miss it. But it was still hazy what ‘it’ was. She really needed to have a word with Clara if she ever saw her again.

		Georgia struggled out of bed and, yawning, went to the bathroom. She was still naked from last night and it was the first time she’d got a good look at herself since the change. Her eyes played down her naked body in the mirror, the George part of her mind contrasting her former body with her current one and giving her a strange shiver of electric pleasure at watching herself, a sort of masturbatory narcissism.

		She was toned, with a gentle hourglass figure and an ass to die for. Long, powerful legs. Arms etched with muscle. Soft face with pouty lips and big brown eyes. She ran a hand down her body, tracing her curves, gliding down over the swell of her ass. The male part of her mind grew excited at the touch but she was interrupted by a knock on the door.

		Becky came in and they got ready together, reaching out occasionally to give each other love gropes. Their physical attraction to each other was still fresh after seven years of marriage.

		Georgia found that she couldn’t leave the bathroom without putting on makeup. They weren’t planning on seeing anyone but she kept hesitating, looking back and forth at the makeup on the counter until she gave in to her new instincts. She was just that kind of girl.

		She dabbed on some light makeup, her motions effortless, the memories sparking to life in her mind as she picked each bottle or tube up. She remembered applying the concealer as she did it. The same with the blush and the eyeliner. It was all very...normal.

		It was the same with her clothes. The dresses and tops and skirts and shorts that would have excited George to see on her body were just everyday wear, though a little more expensive than George was used to. She slipped into some comfy jeans and a knit sweater before joining Becky in the kitchen.

		It was a cozy kitchen. The old house had been nicely refurbished with a large extension out the back to create a bigger dining room area. Kristin handed her a mug of coffee and kissed her on the lips.

		“Nervous?”

		“Yeah,” Georgia admitted, though she still didn’t know why.

		As Becky went to fiddle with the television in the living room, Georgia wandered through the rest of the house to take stock of her life. Memories unfurled as she walked through, turning the novelty of the décor into the everyday. On the wall hung pictures of her wedding to Becky, both of them gorgeous in white dresses, Kristin beside them as their bridesmaid.

		There was the same antique bar she’d had as George so it was good to know that some things were consistent. But instead of the pictures of George in the pool raising his arm in triumph at the qualifying trials, there was a photo of Georgia on the Olympic podium, a gold medal around her neck. And next to the picture, the gold medal itself, framed beautifully.

		Georgia grinned as the memories of that day flooded back to her. She remembered the excitement. The thrill. The chase. The final victory in the women’s 100 meter freestyle.

		In this life she’d never broken her leg. Never fucked up. Never become a failure. In fact she was...her eyes widened as the memory slotted into place. She was the head women’s swim coach at the university.

		She nearly spilled her coffee as the realization hit her, and she had to sit down for a second as George’s excitement surged within her. She was lauded for improving the swimming team and bringing them up to international standards. She’d used her money and fame to advance swim programs for disadvantaged children at the community pool in town. And...

		“Georgia, it’s on!” Becky called from the other room.

		Georgia hurried to join her and Becky made room on the couch so she could sit beside her. Onscreen were the Olympic swim qualifying trials live from the other side of the world. Sally Thomas was in lane 5 and when they showed a close up of Sally’s face it jogged more of Georgia’s memories.

		Georgia had been Sally’s mentor at university, pushing her towards this goal. Sally getting into the Olympics would be a culmination of Georgia’s career trajectory at the university. The program she’d been nurturing for years, the talent she’d been surrounding herself with, finally showing results. Along with these memories came a tremendous pressure. A wave of stress that she’d been under for the past several days as this competition drew near.

		Georgia slipped her hand into Becky’s as the swimmers mounted the platforms. Steadied themselves. The bell rang and they dove in, Sally slicing cleanly through the water. Georgia found her body unconsciously mimicking Sally’s underwater dolphin kicks, as if she could power on her young protegee from half a world away.

		Sally broke water just a hair behind the swimmer in lane four, who was leading the pack. Georgia gripped Becky’s hand tighter. Becky rubbed her shoulder as both of them concentrated on the screen, where Sally was slowly gaining on the winner. They reached the wall, flipped, pushed off and swam back. The water churned white as Sally swam neck and neck with the swimmer in lane four, her powerful legs splashing. Sally gained incrementally, putting on a burst of speed right at the finish line that let her touch the wall milliseconds before her competitor.

		Georgia and Becky burst into wild cheers and hugged each other. Georgia was surprised to find her face running with tears as she laughed, all the pressure that had been on her shoulders dissipating suddenly. Her career was assured. Her pupil was going to the Olympics! She couldn’t have been more proud. Her phone was flooded with congratulatory texts even as she sent one of her own to Sally.

		Georgia kissed Becky, brushing her hand across her lover’s cheeks, breathing in her scent, holding her tight. She was relieved and excited and the George part of her was again getting a rise from kissing Becky.

		The doorbell rang and when Georgia opened it she found Clara standing on the porch. Georgia stepped out into the crisp winter air and shut the door quietly behind her.

		“There you have it,” Clara said. “That’s what your life would have been like if you’d been born a woman.”

		“It’s amazing, thank you,” Georgia gushed.

		“Uh,” Clara hesitated for a second. “Ok. Great. So, let’s get you back to your old life.”

		Clara raised her hand but Georgia stopped her. “Hold on, hold on. I don’t want to go back. I like it here. It’s so much better than when I was George. I want to stay.”

		Clara paused. “You want to...okay. Uh. Hmmm.”

		Georgia clasped Clara’s hand. “This is where I was meant to be. This is my miracle. Everyone in this reality is happier. Kristin. Becky. You wanted to do good, well you have. Putting me back would undo all the good you put into this world.”

		“That is...not how this was supposed to go,” Clara said. “My boss is going to be upset.”

		“How can he be upset—”

		“They. My boss is gender neutral.”

		“Well, how can they be upset when you’ve done so much good and made so many people happy?”

		“Well...” Clara mused, pursing her lips. “I guess that makes sense. Can you fill out a feedback form?”

		“Absolutely,” Georgia said, brimming with happiness.

		Clara pulled an electronic tablet out of thin air and handed it to Georgia, who clicked through to give Clara a stellar grade. When she came to suggestions, she looked up at the angel.

		“Actually, there is something that could be improved. My memories of being Georgia are only coming back when I’m encountering things in her life. I want all of her memories.”

		“Oh, right. That makes sense. Well, since you’re going to be Georgia, here you go.”

		Clara waved her hand and the world changed. Nothing physical, but Georgia was suddenly more comfortable with her place in it. George’s sorrow vanished, replaced with a brimming optimism. She knew who she was and what she wanted. Most importantly, she could make it happen. Had already made it happen by getting one of her young charges to the Olympics. The future was bright, and Georgia waved goodbye to Clara, who disappeared in a jingle and a puff of the purest snow.

		Georgia returned inside to finish her celebration with her wife, her life as George already beginning to fade, until it was nothing more than the remnants of an old dream.
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		I hope you enjoyed reading this twisted little tale as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you liked it, please leave a review. They really help. Also, be sure to check out some of my other stories below.

		Yes, I do commissions! You can always email me at bodyswapstories@gmail.com or visit my bodyswapstories.com for more stories.

		Thanks!

		M

		

	
		Also by M. Wills

		 

		Visit http://bodyswapstories.com/ for all my latest stories, including:

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			Exile of the Mind: Ghosts of Triton 1
		

		In the penultimate book of the Exile of the Mind series, young nurse and soldier Jack Thomson is made to swap bodies with the sensual, older General Carver so that she can escape from a surprise rebel attack. But when her escape pod crashes, Jack is forced to venture out into the chaos of the colony to try to find her before the rebels do.

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			Friends with Benefits 1
		

		Two adult outcasts find a mysterious skull that lets them possess people while making their target think that every action is of their own volition. And whatever they do while inside can change their target's mind when they leave.
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			Unresolved Tension
		

		My college crush wants to meet up with me after years apart, and I can't resist possessing her body and enjoying myself.

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			Jailbroken 2
		

		The wife of James's estranged friend moves in and threatens to derail James's new life in Emily's body. Only...she's got a secret of her own.

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			Eighteen Again
		

		A father unexpectedly swaps bodies with his eighteen year old daughter and has to go to school in her place until they can swap back.

		
			And many more stories of body thefts, swaps, possessions and transformations on my site
		

		

	
		Don't miss out!

		 

		Click the button below and you can sign up to receive emails whenever M Wills publishes a new book. There's no charge and no obligation.

		 

		
			https://books2read.com/r/B-I-NGZFD-DLPLI
		

		
			[image: Sign Me Up]
		

		 

		
			https://books2read.com/r/B-I-NGZFD-DLPLI
		

		 

		
			[image: books2read]
		

		 

		Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

		

	
		 

		About the Author

		 

		There's something alluring about body swaps, sexual and freeing at the same time. I love to explore all sides of the phenomenon: the kinky, the dirty, the loving, the degrading, the amazing. I hope you enjoy them as much as I do.

		I also do commissions! For more stories and my commission rates and contact info visit my website bodyswapstories.com.

		Read more at M Wills’s site.
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