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For the one who lets me lead,

trusts me deeply,

and gives me her softest yes.
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Chapter 1: What’s Left Behind

The stream had ended hours ago.

Genesis sat curled on the secondhand couch, the only sound the low hum of the ancient fridge in the kitchen. Her apartment smelled like burnt coffee and bathroom cleaner. She was still in her striped T-shirt, sleeves pushed up. It stretched tight over her chest.

Her body hurt — not sharp pain, just a dull, constant fullness. A leftover ache from everything she’d given up.

She shifted, cupping one breast idly through her shirt, feeling the heavy, stubborn warmth there.
Not enough to matter anymore. Not enough to feed anyone.

Without thinking, she pulled her shirt up, baring the soft curve of herself to the cold air.
She then ran her fingers around the areola in slow, absentminded circles.
A tiny bead of liquid gathered at the peak — stubborn, stupid, late.

A hollow laugh slipped out of her.
Still trying, huh? Even now?

Her hand moved without permission. Her palm was warm, guiding her breast up toward her mouth. She closed her lips around her own nipple, tasted the faint salt and ache of herself.

Not because it turned her on (though it did — these things — they’re complicated).

If she closed her eyes, she could pretend it was Mommy’s.

Pretend someone stronger, someone steady, someone kind was holding her there.
Feeding her, rocking her, telling her she didn’t have to be brave anymore.
Telling her she was good. Wanted. Home.

She sucked gently, not hard enough to pull much, just enough to feel the sensation ripple down her spine.
Just enough to imagine a gentle hand stroking her hair. A kiss, soft and steady, pressed to the crown of her head.

The orgasm was good but also bittersweet. Tears welled behind her eyes, stinging but unshed.

Genesis pulled away with a wet sound, wiping her mouth roughly on her wrist, shame flooding in before she could stop it.

She dropped her shirt, the hem falling like a curtain over the shame burning in her chest.

Buried her face in her hands.

Whispered to the empty room, a bitter little laugh cracking in her throat:

“No wonder no one wants you.”

She rubbed her palms hard against her eyes, trying to scrub the thought away, but it clung stubbornly, soaking into the silence.

***

The bell above the café door jingled sharp against the hiss of steaming milk.

Genesis plastered on a smile without thinking, juggling a half-full pitcher of foam in one hand and scribbling an order onto the cup with the other.

“Double shot oat milk latte for Dana!” she called, voice bright enough to pass for happy.

Behind the counter, it smelled like espresso and vanilla syrup.
The ancient machine groaned like it hated its life almost as much as Genesis hated mornings.

“Hey, Gen,” one of the other baristas, Kendra, said, nudging her with an elbow as she passed.

“You streaming tonight?”

Genesis flashed a quick grin, sidestepping around her.

“Maybe,” she said, leaning in just enough to hiss, “Gotta make rent somehow.”

Kendra guffawed, “True.”

Genesis poured the milk carefully, tilting her wrist just right to draw a small, lopsided heart into the latte foam.

She sprinkled a light dusting of cocoa over the top, holding her breath as she slid the cup across the counter.

The man on the other side picked it up, eyes widening.

“Wow,” he said warmly. “That's really impressive.”

“Thanks,” she squeaked.

Genesis ducked her head, heat rushing up her neck.

It was easy here.

Easier, anyway.

Loud enough and always busy.

No one noticed when your smile didn’t quite reach your eyes — if you just kept moving.

The line kept surging, customers with laptops and tired eyes stacking up.

Genesis poured shot after shot, steamed jug after steamed jug, keeping her hands busy. Keeping her mind from drifting.

From thinking about the cold little apartment waiting for her.

She barely noticed the couples at first — bent over shared laptops, brushing knees under tables, stealing quiet kisses between sips of coffee.

It wasn’t rare in Portland to see lesbian couples.

A girl in a beanie, sitting close to a femme in a leather jacket, laughing too loud at nothing at all.

But some days — like today — it felt sharper.

By the time her shift ended, and the café lights flickered to closing mode, Genesis was raw and restless under her skin.

She slumped into the driver’s seat of her beat-up Corolla, tossing her apron onto the passenger side, the night's silence settling heavy on her shoulders.

Without thinking, she pulled out her phone.

Glow was still installed — she hadn’t quite managed to delete it after the last time.

Last time hadn’t been a disaster, exactly. Just... a disappointment.

A switch who wanted to be taken care of more than they wanted to take care of her.
Nothing wrong with that. Everyone had preferences.

Genesis did too.

She needed something else.

Someone else.

Her thumb hovered over the app icon for a long moment, stomach twisting.

Then she sighed and tapped it open.

One more try.

Just one.

***

Genesis balanced the takeout bag on the passenger seat, the car humming under her.

She hadn't planned on it (okay maybe she did) but somehow her route home had curved through her old neighborhood, the streets narrower, the houses smaller than she remembered.

Her dad was out front, mowing crooked stripes across the hilly lawn.

He looked up as she passed.

Genesis slowed just enough to push her sunglasses down and toss him a lazy peace sign out the window.

He grinned, wiped his forehead with the back of his wrist, and returned the sign without missing a step.

The house looked the same. The front porch still leaning a little to the left. A pink tricycle tipped over in the yard.

Genesis felt the usual pinch in her chest — something between nostalgia and relief.

She hadn’t lived there since she was eighteen.

Long enough to miss it.

Long enough to know better.

Her stepmom would be inside, probably coaxing the little ones through dinner, maybe reading her devotionals in the corner chair.

Soft-spoken, gentle — and somehow stubborn enough to nudge Genesis into carrying a pregnancy she hadn't been sure she could survive.

Genesis didn’t regret it. Not exactly.

But the debate still lived somewhere inside her, restless and quiet as a stray wind.

She hit the gas a little harder, heading back toward the lonely lights of her apartment.

***

Genesis shoved open her apartment door with her hip, balancing the takeout in one hand and her bag slung awkwardly off the other.

She flipped on the light, casting a soft glow over the tiny studio she called home.

The place was semi-clean: The DVD collection lined up a little too perfectly under the TV stand, her curved computer monitors humming quietly on the desk, a couple of coffee table books stacked with fake casualness.

Coasters, too. The floral kind her stepmom had insisted on buying her. As if a few coasters could trick anyone into thinking this wasn’t just a very expensive walk-in closet with a microwave.

Still, laundry was everywhere. A sweater over the lamp. A pile of jeans slouched against the couch. Socks that had clearly given up all hope of finding their matches.

Genesis kicked her Adidas high-tops, collapsed onto the battered couch, and dug into her Thai food with the urgency of someone who hadn’t eaten a real meal all day.

Streaming could wait. Tonight, she just wanted to shoot things and pretend the world was smaller than it was.

Genesis booted up her console, the familiar startup chime cracking the heavy silence in the

“Finally, she hath cometh. Or she hath riseth?” Bobby crowed dramatically — chaotic as ever, her mic crackling from too much energy.

Genesis sneered and got ready to battle.

“Another day, another measly dollar seventy-five.”

“Same, dude,” Todd said, his voice calm and low, the unofficial chill one of the group. “People tipping with coins like it's medieval times. This delivery game sucks.”

“Genesis, why don’t you tell everyone what you told me?” Sherry teased, her voice sharper but warm — the one Genesis actually kept up with outside of gaming.

Silence.

Genesis searched her mind for everything she and Sherry had texted about that day.

“Tell them what exactly?” she hedged.

“She already told us,” Bobby broke in. “You’re doing the online dating thing again. Found your dreamy dommy mommy yet, or what?”

“Hey Gen,” Larissa's voice purred — low, a little too warm — through the chat. “You on cam tonight or just gonna make me beg for it?”

Genesis blinked rapidly, toggling the mute button to hide her laugh.

“Pfft. I haven’t even had time to look through the app. No, I won’t be streaming tonight, Larissa.”

She sniped a player across the cartoon battlefield, her screen flashing Victory.

“C’mon,” Bobby said. “There’s gotta be some fine milk jugs on there somewhere. It's almost Pride Month. Manifest it.”

Genesis cackled.

“At least I’m not out here trying to turn straight girls, Bobby.”

“All these women are gay, they just haven’t met me yet.”

The squad chat exploded into messy, chaotic laughter.

“Yeah, okay,” Sherry muttered. “I’ve met you and I’m fine… THANKS!”

Genesis leaned back on the couch, smiling wider than she had all day.

There were only five of them.

None of them perfect.

None of them exactly “home.”

But it was enough.

For now.


Chapter 2: Glow & Giddy

Genesis yawned, stretching until her spine popped.

The apartment lights were low, just the soft blue glow of the monitors reflecting off the cluttered walls.

She threw away some trash from the coffee table which was today’s takeaway with yesterdays.

She sucked on a chocolate truffle and closed her laptop. Then she fished out a half-finished bottle of water from within the blanket pile.

She was out of her day clothes — the slouchy tee and ripped black jeans— and into something softer: threadbare sleep shorts and an old hoodie that smelled like her dad’s favorite laundry detergent.

Phone in hand. No more excuses.

She tapped open Glow.

Her profile still felt half-finished: a snap from a summer day downtown, black hair loose and curling a little in the salt air, oversized shirt slipping off one shoulder, ripped jeans torn at the knees. Commercial Street and a gray slice of ocean blurred in the background. Below the image: She/Her, Lesbian, Seeking Women. The bio was simple: Recovering caffeine addict. Definitely a gremlin. Probably shouldn’t be trusted near power tools.

No big declarations. No deep confessions.

She flicked through the notifications.

A few people hearted her. One was a bleach-blonde girl with hair falling midway to her shoulders, her profile simply reading: I WILL NOT BE YOUR UNICORN. Here to find someone. I don't care about gender. Then another was a muscular woman with a baseball cap and t-shirt with a pin-up girl on it. Her profile stated, Looking for the baby girl of my dreams.

Genesis wrinkled her nose, thumb hesitating.

Not... quite what she was looking for.
She wasn’t hunting for a Daddy. She didn’t want rough hands and rules barked at her. She wanted... warmth. Patience.

Someone she could melt against.

Her thumb wavered. She almost locked the phone again.

Then —

Another notification blinked onto the screen.

New like.

Genesis clicked it instinctively and nearly dropped the phone onto her face.

The woman staring back at her wasn’t like anyone else she’d seen on the app.

Dark brown curly hair, long and kissed with shimmery highlights. A tailored coat, simple jewelry. She had elegance without effort. In the photo she was turned half-away from the camera, one hand slipping through her hair as if caught mid-laugh, but her mouth was soft, her posture poised.

Understated. Graceful.

Enchanting.

Genesis blinked hard.

Checked again to make sure it wasn’t a stock photo.

The name read simply: Aurora.

Genesis said it out loud, tasting the name on her tongue.

“Oh-ror-ah. Whoa.”

Early 30s. Lesbian.

Mother of one.

Genesis stared at the screen, curiosity prickling under her skin.
What’s the story there?

Her profile stated, Kindness and good humor are the currencies I value most. Looking for something intentional, slow, and real.

No mention of her career but clearly driven. Had money. No obvious red flags.

No half-naked selfies or declarations of being “chill but wild lol.”

Genesis’ heart thudded hard in her chest.

The woman could have liked a bunch of profiles at once. She could have accidentally swiped right when she meant to swipe left. It could mean anything.

Still.

Still.

Her fingers hovered over the “like” button for a full minute, brain screaming at her in every direction.

If you like her she’ll think you’re desperate.

If you don’t she’ll disappear forever.

Who are you kidding anyway? She’s out of your league.

Genesis screwed her eyes shut, thumb jabbing the button before she could overthink it.

Like sent.

The message box opened automatically, taunting her.

Say something.

Anything.

Genesis stared at the blinking cursor like it was a loaded gun.

Then, in a burst of panic, she typed:

Hey. You seem... really cool. And also slightly intimidating. Which is probably good for me.

Send.

The second it disappeared, horror flooded her.

She slammed the phone facedown into the laundry pile like it might explode, then buried her face in the nearest pillow.

A high-pitched laugh-scream tore out of her throat, muffled by the bedding.

She kicked her legs like a toddler, breathless with nerves, embarrassment, and the tiny, impossible hope curling in her chest.

Maybe...

Maybe this time...

She drifted off suddenly, imagining the woman’s hair spilling over her, a phantom kiss on her cheek, and the echo of soft humming in her ear.

Morning came brutally fast.

Genesis woke up just minutes before her alarm went off at 7:30 a.m., her body somehow already braced for it.

When the buzzing finally started, she stumbled over and slapped the alarm off on instinct, ready to crawl back into the warm nest of blankets.

But something blinked at her from the nightstand.

A blurred icon on her phone.

Genesis shoved her glasses onto her face, heart lurching as the night before came flooding back.

“Nonononono,” she hissed.

Even so, her fingers tapped open Glow.

New message.

From Aurora.

Genesis sucked in a breath, staring at the sleek little notification, the profile picture too elegant, too unreal to belong to her.

“Okay. Just do it. You’ll be fine. She wouldn’t message you if it was a rejection.”

Her thumb trembled slightly as she clicked it open.

Hi Genesis, I love your picture. Portland is one of my favorite places to visit in the summer. Are you from there originally?

Just a normal message. Safe. Friendly.

Genesis exhaled hard, shoulders sagging.

She could do this.

She talked all day at work.

She was a normal person.

Thumbs flying, she typed:

Yes, I’m from Portland! Where are you from?

Short. Nice.

Safe.

The message was read within seconds.

Genesis barely had time to spiral before Aurora’s reply popped up:

I live near Sebago lake.

Genesis stared at the screen, a smile tugging at her lips.

Her profile said Maine. Raymond.

Close enough to visit.

Close enough to dream.

Aurora. Messaged her.

Actually messaged her.

She scrambled out of the blankets, the cold air slapping her bare legs as she hopped toward the bathroom.

Shower first.

Makeup second.

Food third — if there was time.

She peeled off her hoodie and shorts, flipped the water on scalding hot, and jumped under the spray, hissing as it hit her skin.

No time for a luxurious cry-shower today.

Work. Life. Responsibility.

She scrubbed shampoo through her hair like it owed her money, then fumbled with the conditioner, nearly dropping the bottle twice.

Out of the shower, she yanked a towel around herself and darted into the main room, dripping everywhere.

Her phone blinked on the bed.

A devil on her shoulder whispered: Check it. Just in case she said something else.

Genesis resisted.

Barely.

Instead, she snagged some jeggings, a T-shirt, and her café hoodie from the semi-clean pile, yanked them on, and dragged a comb through her wet hair like she was being… punished. Her mind drifted.

Mascara. Tinted moisturizer. Lip balm.

Good enough.

She shoved her glasses on, grabbed the closest semi-edible thing — a granola bar she found hiding under a takeout menu — and chomped it aggressively.

Her hand twitched toward her phone again.

This time she gave in.

Quickly, she opened a text to Sherry:

Genesis: DUDE. GUESS WHO MESSAGED ME.

A second later:

Genesis: The mommy dom of my dreams. I’m gonna die.

Sherry’s response was instant:

Sherry: SEND SCREENSHOTS YOU COWARD.

Genesis laughed so hard she almost choked on granola.

She screen-snapped a quick photo of Aurora’s profile (carefully cropped to hide anything too personal) and shot it over.

Her phone buzzed as she shoved her feet into her sneakers:

Sherry: HOT DAMN BITCH!!! SHE LOOKS LIKE SHE DRINKS HER COFFEE OUT OF BONE CHINA AND READS EMILY DICKENSON FOR FUNSIEZZ.

Genesis was still wheezing when she grabbed her bag, snatched her keys off the hook, and bolted for the door. She was feeling very proud of herself.

The elevator reeked of someone’s bad vape cloud. She didn't even care.

Today was already a thousand times better than yesterday.

***

The day passed in a blur of espresso and aching nerves.

Genesis clocked in at 8:27 a.m., her café hoodie still damp around the cuffs from rushing out the door.

The ancient espresso machine groaned, the steamer hissed, and she went through the motions: scribbling orders, pulling shots, latte art, pretending not to check her phone every five minutes.

She kept it tucked deep in her apron pocket. Out of sight. Out of mind.

In theory.

Every time she slipped her hand in to adjust it —

Not checking.

Just moving it.

Totally normal.

Her heart thudded like a trapped bird.

At one point, Kendra bumped her at the register and whispered, “You made a drink out of order. I got you boo.”

“Sorry,” Genesis muttered, pushing a hand through her hair. “Drank too much coffee.”

She made it through a sea of tired commuters and moms with stroller gangs, smiling and nodding like her life wasn’t hanging by a single glowing notification.

Around 11:30 a.m., she finally escaped for a break, slumping onto the cracked back porch with a croissant squashed halfway to oblivion.

This was it.

Her chance.

She opened her phone.

Aurora: It’s funny — I was just in Portland a few weekends ago. I’m already wishing I was back. There’s something about the ocean there that feels different than anywhere else.

Genesis stared at the message, croissant forgotten.

She sounded so smart. So sophisticated.

People who had it figured out took weekends away.

They drove down the coast, had time and money for road trips.

Genesis hadn’t been anywhere, really — except for that one failed college attempt she didn’t like to think about.

She chewed her lip, panic prickling at the edges of her brain.

Oh no. This conversation is going to die. I’m going to bore her.

Her thumbs hesitated, then typed:

Genesis: That’s awesome. Portland’s definitely unique. What do you do for fun?

She stared at the sent message, stomach twisting.

Nothing.

No little “typing” bubble.

No instant reply.

Genesis tucked the phone back into her apron and wiped croissant crumbs off her hoodie with both hands.

Break was over.

She made it through lunch rush without pouring steamed milk directly into someone’s handbag.

Made it through her manager’s passive-aggressive checklist and the end-of-day wipe down. All while pretending she wasn’t mentally drafting fifty different ways to respond to Aurora’s next message… even if no more came.

By the time her shift ended, her muscles ached, her apron smelled like burnt caramel syrup, and her phone buzzed once in her pocket. Just an innocent little nudge that nearly sent her into cardiac arrest.

She didn’t check it. Not yet.

Not until she was safe.

Home.


Chapter 3: Baby Steps

The apartment looked the same as always Genesis finally kicked open the door. Another day and no burglary was a good day in her book.

She dropped her bag somewhere near the couch, peeled out of her hoodie, and ignored her hunger. Instead she grabbed her phone from her back pocket, thumb trembling a little as she tapped open Glow.

New message.

Aurora: For fun? Honestly... reading, mostly. I like the quiet. Hiking when I can. Cooking experiments that usually end in disaster. You?

Genesis smiled so wide it hurt.

It wasn’t flashy, it was real.

She moved to the bathroom and soaked her sore feet in the tub.

Genesis: I game a lot. Stream sometimes, but mostly it’s just me and my friends yelling into the void. I like painting too but I’m terrible at it lol.

Send.

The week had been long and the weekend felt well earned. Her body was feeling all the running around and endless indie music. Her ears were ringing. This moment felt like a decadent dessert. Exquisite. Perfect.

Another message blinked onto the screen.

Aurora: I’m jealous. I can't even draw a straight line. What do you paint?

Genesis tucked her hair behind her ears, thinking.

Genesis: Random stuff. Skulls. Oceans. Birds. It’s messy but it’s fun. What about you? Like... what kind of books?

The conversation slipped into an easy rhythm after that.

No pressure.

No awkward silences.

Aurora liked history books, but also weird old mysteries and cookbooks she never followed.

Genesis confessed that she mostly read fanfiction and bad horror novels.

They swapped stories about their worst vacations, weird hobbies, favorite coffee orders.

The world outside the apartment dissolved.

Genesis: How’s online dating been treating you?

Aurora: Fine. Well, I got stood up the other night. Not a lot of people want to meet up, which I understand. It can be scary.

Genesis freaked a little bit knowing full well she might never have the courage to go on an actual date.

But couldn’t she?

Genesis: I’m so sorry, that sounds awful.

Aurora: That’s okay. All-in-all it wasn’t meant to be. I’m still waiting for that special someone.

For the first time the chat went silent. So many thoughts ran through her head. What were Aurora thoughts on her so far? Was she just talking to her for something to do? What was all this for?

Genesis decided to be bold.

“You are stunning and way too smart, I know you will have no problem.”

At some point, her phone buzzed — a text from Sherry:

Sherry: Yo! You hopping on tonight or is mommy dommy taking priority? 😈

Genesis didn’t answer. She couldn’t tear herself away.

Genesis stared at the screen, her last message hanging there like a kite caught in a tree.

She cringed a little, fighting the urge to chuck her phone across the room.

Too much? Too soon?

But a few heart-stopping seconds later, Aurora replied.

Aurora: You're sweet. Seriously. Thank you. I don't think I'm as put-together as I look, though. I’m just good at pretending.

Genesis hugged her knees tighter to her chest, heart twisting.

Genesis: Same tbh. I look like a functioning adult until you see my laundry situation.

A beat.

Aurora: Laundry is a scam anyway. You’re doing great.

Genesis laughed, soft and a little shaky.

The way Aurora talked to her — it wasn’t like she was being humored.

It wasn’t pity.

It felt like... understanding.

Another buzz.

Aurora: Can I be honest? Talking to you has been the best part of my week.

Genesis froze, phone clutched so tight it might crack.

Another message came a second later:

Aurora: Would you ever want to... do something off the app? No pressure. Just something easy. Like a phone call? Or maybe gaming together? Only if you want to.

Genesis’s heart galloped in her chest. It wasn’t a demand. It wasn’t a “let’s meet up at a bar” threat like some other matches had thrown out without thinking.

It was gentle. Respectful.

Safe.

She swallowed, staring at the screen until the words blurred.

Aurora wasn’t just passing time. She wasn’t just being polite. She wanted to know her.

The warmth that bloomed in Genesis’s chest was so fierce it nearly hurt.

She chewed her lip, her fingers hovering.

Genesis: I’d like that. The phone call part, I mean. Baby steps lol.

Send.

There it was.

Floating out into the world.

Aurora’s reply came almost immediately:

Aurora: Perfect. Whenever you’re ready. No rush.

Genesis tucked the phone against her chest and closed her eyes, grinning like an idiot into the darkness of her apartment.

She had tomorrow off.

Nothing urgent.

Nowhere she had to be.

For the first time in a long time, the future — tomorrow, the day after that, and maybe even the week after that — didn’t feel like something to survive.

It felt like something she could want.

***

It took all week to muster up the courage for the phone call. Even then, Genesis still couldn’t imagine it. It went like this:

Day One

Genesis stayed up too late, phone lighting her face in the dark.

They texted about everything and nothing: favorite pizzas, worst haircuts, dream pets.

Aurora sent a photo of a battered copy of Rebecca by Daphne du Maurier, open on her nightstand, a cup of chamomile tea balanced beside it.

Aurora: Big spooky lesbian energy. Highly recommend.

Genesis hugged her pillow and giggled until she couldn't breathe.

Day Two

A rainy Tuesday.

Genesis sat curled at the café’s back table during her break, sneakers dripping a puddle onto the tile.

She sent Aurora a blurry photo of a crooked latte heart she made.

Genesis: Masterpiece.

Aurora: I’m commissioning you for my next birthday cake. No notes.

Genesis grinned so hard her coworker asked if she won the lottery.

Day Three

A slow afternoon.

Genesis sent a dumb meme of a frog wearing a crown, captioned:

Me after texting you once and thinking about it for three hours.

Aurora texted back:

Same.

No emojis. No extra words. But somehow, it made Genesis’s whole chest ache sweetly.

Day Four

Sherry cornered Genesis in Discord:

Sherry: You look like you're floating, dude. Float your ass onto Fortnite later.

Genesis laughed but didn’t sign on.

Her phone buzzed with a new message from Aurora.

Aurora: Do you ever just want to get in a car and drive until you find somewhere that feels like home?

Genesis stared at the message.

Genesis: Yeah. I think about it all the time.

Day Five

Genesis was grocery shopping when the voice note came in.

Her thumb slipped, and the message played out loud in the middle of the cereal aisle.

Aurora’s voice — low, steady, a little shy — filled the space between the shelves:

“I was thinking about you today. Hope work wasn’t too brutal. Get something sweet for yourself, okay? You deserve it.”

Genesis almost cried right there in front of the Froot Loops.

She tossed a pack of Oreos into her basket without thinking, blinking hard against the sting in her eyes.

The voice was too much.

It was everything.

Warm and real and somehow meant just for her.

She listened to it three more times before even leaving the parking lot, phone clutched tight in her hand.

As she drove home, she caught herself daydreaming — imagining what it would sound like if Aurora said her name.

Day Six

Aurora sent a sleepy selfie — golden hair messy with a mug in hand — no makeup, just soft.

Aurora:

Morning face. Proceed with caution.

Genesis saved it to her favorites before she could stop herself.

Day Seven

Saturday night.

The week had stretched and folded in on itself, a slow, sweet ache growing bigger every day.

Genesis sat cross-legged on her bed, phone in hand.

A single new message blinked:

Aurora: Still up for that call? No pressure if you’re not ready. I’d just really love to hear your voice.

Genesis's heart thundered.

Her fingers shook slightly as she typed:

Genesis: Yes. Call me.

She tucked the phone against her chest, squeezing her eyes shut like she was diving off a cliff.

A second later, it buzzed.

Incoming call: Aurora.

***

The phone buzzed once in Genesis's hand.

She stared at the screen — Aurora calling — her stomach flipping so hard she thought she might pass out.

Okay. Okay. Just a normal call. You talk to people every day.

She hit accept with a shaky thumb.

“Hey,” Genesis said, too loud, voice cracking like a teenager's.

Aurora laughed softly on the other end.

“Hey, you,” she said, voice low and warm.

Silence stretched between them, nervous and electric.

Genesis scrambled for something to say.

“Sooo... how’s your night?”

“Quiet,” Aurora said. “Yours?”

“Oh, you know. Just talking to a hot stranger on the internet like a completely normal person.”

Aurora laughed again — a real laugh, not just a polite one — and something inside Genesis relaxed just a little.

They talked about nothing at first: favorite colors, weird food combos, how Genesis once set off the fire alarm trying to make microwave popcorn.

“It's a talent,” Genesis said proudly. “I'm basically a fire hazard with legs.”

“I'll make a note of that,” Aurora teased.

They fell into a rhythm — slower, steadier — but Genesis could feel herself clenching inside, holding something back, as usual.

After about twenty minutes, Aurora’s voice softened even more.

“Would it be easier if we switched to video? No pressure — I just thought, since you stream, maybe... it would feel less weird?”

Genesis hesitated, twisting the hem of her T-shirt.

Every alarm bell in her brain screamed NO!

But her heart whispered yes.

“Yeah,” she said, before she could chicken out. “Let's do it.”

There was a fumbling moment of switching apps, adjusting lighting, Genesis slapping a pillow out of view with her foot.

Then — there she was.

Aurora's face, framed in warm lamplight, hair a little messy, a cozy sweater slipping off one shoulder.

Beautiful.

Real.

Aurora smiled at her, slow and genuine.

“Hi again.”

“Hi,” Genesis squeaked, immediately wanting to bury her face in the mattress — preferably beneath this very woman. She blushed. And then blushed harder because she was blushing.

They talked a little more — trading favorite bad movies, arguing playfully over pineapple on pizza — the glow of the screen making the night feel smaller, softer.

Then, somewhere around the 45-minute mark, it happened.

A soft, muffled cry sounded from Aurora's side of the call. Just a faint, broken little sound.

Aurora’s face shifted instantly, tender and focused.

“One second,” she said, muting herself and slipping out of frame.

Genesis sat frozen, heart hammering.

The silence stretched.

The muted screen felt unbearably loud.

When Aurora came back, she settled into her chair with an apologetic smile.

“Sorry about that. Midnight fuss.”

Genesis hesitated.

Then blurted:

“Can I... can I ask something?”

Aurora nodded, open.

“Are you with... the baby's father?”

Aurora shook her head gently.

“No. It's just me.”

She glanced away for a second, choosing her words.

“I turned thirty, and... I realized I didn’t want to wait for the perfect person to come along. I wanted to be a mom. Perhaps a part of me had given up. So I went through a donor program. Medical everything. I know it sounds wild.”

“No,” Genesis said quickly. “It doesn’t. It’s... brave.”

Aurora smiled, soft and sad at the edges.

“Maybe a little desperate too,” she said lightly. “All my friends were settling down, having babies. I just... didn’t want to miss my chance.”

The honesty of it cracked something loose inside Genesis.

She swallowed hard, looked down.

Maybe Aurora saw it, because she hesitated — then said, voice careful:

“I probably should've mentioned I had a child before now. I have it on my profile, but some people don’t notice it.”

Her hand fluttered at the edge of the screen, a small nervous gesture.

“I just... I didn’t want you to feel like I was hiding anything. I know it's a lot, and I get it if that’s not something you want.”

Genesis shook her head quickly, almost knocking her glasses askew.

“No, no, it’s not that,” she said, heart pounding. “I don't care about that. I mean, not like that. You having a baby doesn’t scare me.”

Aurora's face relaxed a little, the tightness around her mouth easing.

“Okay,” she said softly. “Good. I just… I guess I wished we’d talked about it sooner. I don't like surprises either.”

Genesis hesitated.

Her fingers tightened around the edge of her blanket.

There was a question in Aurora's eyes — patient, waiting — but no pressure.

And suddenly Genesis didn’t want to carry it anymore. She wanted it to be known.

She drew a shaky breath.

“It’s not you,” Genesis said. “I just... I had something happen to me, pretty recent actually.”

Aurora went very still, her expression open but alert.

Genesis swallowed hard.

“I didn’t tell you because...” she faltered, “because I thought you’d think badly of me. Or wouldn’t want to talk anymore.”

A hint of confusion crossed Aurora’s face. She remained silent, her attention steady.

Genesis laughed, breathless and bitter.

“God, okay, here it is,” she said, voice cracking. “I had a baby. Four weeks ago.”

Aurora’s eyes widened, but she didn’t interrupt, didn’t move.

Genesis powered through it, words tripping over themselves.

“And I gave him up. For adoption. It was the best decision for me, but... it, it was a mess.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, embarrassed, expecting silence. Expecting the judgment she knew she deserved.

Instead, Aurora’s voice came through the speaker, low and steady:

“Thank you for telling me.”

Genesis blinked.

Aurora’s mouth softened into a smile that was almost painfully kind.

“I’m so glad you trusted me enough to share that.”

Genesis opened her mouth, but no sound came out.

Aurora continued, voice wrapping around her like a blanket:

“Were your family there for you?”

Genesis nodded, wiping her sleeve across her face.

“Yeah. They were great, actually. I was lucky. My stepmom, well, she's the reason I made it through, honestly. We were never close before this.”

Aurora’s whole posture shifted and she leaned closer to the camera, like she could reach through the screen if Genesis needed her.

“I'm proud of you,” she said simply, “you’re strong, I can see that.”

Genesis laughed again, softer this time, shaking her head.

“You barely know me. I’m a very scared person, all the time.”

Aurora smiled back, warm and sure.

“I know enough.”

They sat there for a moment, the line between them buzzing not with tension, but with something gentler.

Something that might have been hope.

Genesis smoothed her hair, heart pounding for a different reason now.

Aurora’s voice softened even more:

“I'm really glad we're doing this. Talking. You... you make me smile more than I have in a long time.”

Genesis bit her lip to keep from grinning like an idiot.

“Me too,” she said, cheeks pink.

Aurora smiled at her through the screen — soft, a little sleepy, like they were already somewhere safer together.

There was a pause, easy now, not heavy.

Then Aurora said, voice thoughtful:

“I might actually have a trip coming up.”

Genesis blinked, startled.

“Really?”

“Work-related,” Aurora added quickly, a little shy. “Possibly to Portland. Nothing set in stone yet… but if it happens, maybe we…”

She trailed off, like she didn’t want to push.

Genesis’s heart was beating so loud she was surprised Aurora couldn't hear it.

“You could let me know,” Genesis said, trying to sound casual and utterly failing.

Aurora’s smile widened just a little.

“I will,” she said warmly. “If you’re free, maybe we could grab a coffee. Or, you know… something less terrifying than a first date.”

Genesis laughed, the sound light and real.

“Coffee sounds perfect.”

Neither of them said anything for a second — just sitting there, smiling into the distance between them.

Finally, Aurora’s voice softened.

“I should let you get some sleep. But... thank you again. For tonight.”

“No,” Genesis said quickly. “Thank you.”

They said their goodnights — soft, a little reluctant — and Genesis ended the call.

She sat there for a long moment, just staring at the empty screen, heart thudding in her chest.

Finally, she shoved herself off the bed, tossing on her headset and booting up her console.

Her friends were already in the lobby, voices crashing over each other in the usual joyful mess.

“Well, well, well,” Sherry said, voice sharp with mischief, “if it isn’t our little heartthrob.”

Genesis snorted, collapsing onto the couch and flipping the mic down on her headset.

“You guys,” she said, trying and failing to keep the smile out of her voice, “I think I met my soulmate.”

The lobby exploded — fake gagging, laughter, and cheering all at once.

“Finally domesticating the feral beast!” Bobby yelled, her voice as chaotic as ever.

“Details! We demand details!” Sherry crowed — relentless, but always playful.

“Yeah, who’s the lucky lady?” Todd asked, his tone calm and low, like always — the voice of reason amid the madness.

Genesis just laughed, shaking her head.

“Nuh-uh. Not spilling everything. It’s... still new.”

A beat.

“But we might meet up soon. Maybe.”

The teasing kicked up again — Bobby making obnoxious kissy noises into her mic, someone queuing fake wedding bells in the background.

Genesis leaned back, grinning so wide her cheeks hurt, letting it all wash over her — the noise, the affection, the comfort of people who never asked for more than exactly who she was.

For the first time in weeks — maybe longer — she felt lighter.

A little more like herself.

And for once, the future didn’t feel like a cliff edge.

It felt like a door she might actually want to walk through.


Chapter 4: IRL

Sunday morning broke soft and gray, the sky hanging low over Portland.

Genesis didn’t really consider herself religious (at least not in the way her dad and stepmom were) but sometimes, she went along anyway.

For the ritual. For the way the hymns swelled and filled the air like something you could almost believe in.

But mostly to spend time with her family.

She dressed up a little: A soft floral dress she forgot she owned, clean Converse, a denim jacket. Her hair pulled into a messy braid.

The old house on the narrow street had some recent renovations. New vinyl wooden flooring and a more modern kitchen with fancy backsplash and soft blue cabinets. The little ones, Nathan and Lila, launched themselves at her the moment she stepped inside.

“GenGen! Look!”

Lila shoved a crayon drawing into her hands.

Nathan was already clambering up her side like a hyperactive koala.

“Okay, okay, I'm officially under attack,” Genesis laughed, catching Nathan before he faceplanted onto the floor.

Her stepmom appeared from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a towel, smiling warmly.

“Glad you could make it, Gen.”

Genesis smiled back — genuine, a little misty.

“Finally had a Sunday off.”

Aurora had texted her first thing that morning, the notification buzzing against her pillow.
Genesis had slept straight through her alarm, bolting awake with just enough time to throw herself together and rush to her dad’s house.

Aurora: How are you doing this morning?

Still brushing sleep from her eyes, Genesis had shot back a quick reply:

Genesis: I'm good. Spending some time with family. What about you?

There had been no time to linger over the phone. As soon as she got to the house, her dad appeared at the top of the stairs, clapping his hands like a coach on game day.

Shoes on. Jackets zipped. Herd in motion.

They all piled into her stepmom’s SUV — a tangle of booster seats, tote bags, and crumpled coloring pages scattered like confetti.

Genesis squeezed into the backseat next to Lila, who immediately launched into a breathless story about a rainbow slide race she had invented, complete with flying kittens and secret trapdoors.

The day was already in motion: fast, noisy, and full. For once, Genesis was happy to let it carry her.

***

The service was long but familiar — a mix of old hymns and readings, the pastor’s voice a steady, comforting drone.

Genesis sat between her dad and the kids, Nathan curled against her side, his small hand warm in hers.

Afterward, the congregation lingered in the vestibule — chatting, laughing, balancing toddlers and paper coffee cups on opposite hips.

Genesis made easy small talk. She asked about someone’s new puppy, complimented a tween’s honor roll pin. It was the kind of casual kindness she only ever really felt here.

It didn’t fix everything.

It didn’t erase what she’d been through.

But it softened things.

She remembered coming here when she was pregnant — rounding out under loose sweaters, trying not to meet too many eyes.

People had been kind. Respectful. They didn’t ask too many questions. They looked, of course. She didn’t blame them.

She remembered standing there, alone — no ring, no partner — just her father’s hand steady on her shoulder, her stepmom’s soft smile in the corner of her vision.

It hadn’t been perfect.

But it had been enough.

Sometimes, that was all she needed to remember.

***

They had reservations at a retro diner always packed to bursting with tourists and locals.

Genesis loved it. The neon signs, the vintage cereal boxes lining the shelves, the way the waitstaff wore funky aprons and ran around like mad taking orders.

They squeezed into a booth, menu pages stuck together with syrup fingerprints.

Nathan immediately demanded pancakes the size of his face, and Lila wanted a “milkshake with all the colors.”

Genesis ordered a chicken sandwich and pretended not to notice her dad sneaking extra bacon onto her plate.

The food came fast, chaotic, delicious.

Genesis laughed so hard at one of Nathan’s knock-knock jokes she snorted coffee up her nose — which of course led to her stepmom laughing so hard she had to hide behind a napkin.

She wished it could always be this easy.

***

Genesis got home mid-afternoon, the smell of maple syrup still clinging to her clothes.

She dumped her keys into the bowl by the door, kicked off her sneakers, and booted up her console with a satisfying beep.

The glow of the monitors filled the darkening apartment, washing over the messy sprawl of coffee cups and laundry piles.

She quickly peeled out of the dress and put on some comfy clothes.

Tonight, she wasn’t gaming with friends.

She was live.

She texted out Streaming to her group chat and saw a new text from Aurora.

Aurora: Spent the day outdoors, I can’t wait for summer. What are you doing this week? Would you wanna meet up? No pressure.

Genesis stared wide eyed and clicked her phone off.

Talking on the phone was one thing, even video chatting, but meeting up. That was terrifying.

She set up her lights and camera, then got ready to stream.

Connected.

The chat window ticked upward as familiar usernames piled in, sending little waves and emojis.

Chat:

GENESISSSSSSSS

New game night??

Finally not Fortnite LMAO

“Yeah, yeah,” Genesis said aloud, laughing under her breath.

“I’m dusting off Legends of Everest. Let's see how rusty I am.”

She created a new character on-stream — a rogue with fire-red hair and way too much eyeliner — narrating every bad decision with cheerful disaster energy.
She made a mental note when her friends popped into the live, their usernames scrolling past in the flood of comments.

In the back of her mind, though, she couldn’t stop thinking about the potential meetup.
What if she tripped on bricks, spilled coffee all over herself, or had something stuck between her teeth the whole time?

She pictured Aurora: floating down the sidewalk, immaculate, latest iPhone in hand, probably the kind of person who wore an Apple Watch all day and sent texts by voice command.

Genesis was doing terribly in the game, and her viewers were starting to notice.

She snapped out of it, dragging herself back into character.

“This is fine,” she said, deadpan, as her rogue accidentally stole a guard’s helmet and triggered a town-wide brawl within ten minutes.

“Nothing to see here. I’m a professional.”

The chat roared with laughing emojis and a flood of “F”s for respect.

Between chaotic gameplay, she dipped into the comments — answering questions about her loadout, telling dumb stories about her worst stream fails, skillfully avoiding any mention of Aurora.

It was easy.

Fun.

Normal.

She was good at this — talking without saying too much.

For a while, it almost worked.

Until the match ended.

Until her hands slowed on the controls.

Until the chaos dulled and the only sound was the low hum of the fans.

She clicked the “End Stream” button, her mind already drifting back to Aurora — and to the little tremor of fear she couldn’t quite shake.

You don’t have to do this.

Her phone buzzed on the desk. She was getting messages in the group text chat.

Sherry: you seemed kind of spaced out during the live, are you okay??

Larissa: I thought you looked hot.

Genesis laughed under her breath and switched to texting Sherry directly.

Genesis: MD asked me to go on a date. Like, an actual meetup. We had that great conversation yesterday but I don’t know.

Sherry: That’s crazy! What don’t you know??

Genesis: I feel like I don’t know her. And she doesn’t know me.

Sherry: That’s literally what a date is for. Getting to know each other.

Genesis: I don’t even know what she does for work.

Sherry: Maybe she’s a cop.

Genesis snorted.

Genesis: Or a white-collar criminal.

Sherry: Why don’t you look her up?

Genesis: I don’t know her last name.

Sherry: Use her phone number?

Genesis hesitated, gnawing her lip — then pulled her laptop into her lap.

A few keystrokes. A few clicks.

And there it was.

More information than she expected — where Aurora lived, her birthdate, even names of family members.

Genesis felt a wave of guilt, like a stalker rifling through someone’s diary.

But there, finally, was her full name: Aurora Loch.

Heart pounding, Genesis googled it — Aurora Loch Maine.

The first result popped up instantly.

A professional website.

Profile photo and all.

Dr. Aurora Loch, Psychiatrist.

Genesis sat back in her chair, staring at the screen.

“Oh,” she whispered, half-dazed.

Not just gorgeous.

Not just funny.

Not just kind.

Smart. Professional. Clean cut.

Way, way out of her league.

And yet...

Aurora had picked her.

***

Out of pure necessity, Genesis finally did her laundry.

She had work all week — and not a single pair of clean underwear left.

While the washing machine churned, she cooked herself some spicy noodles and sat back on the couch, phone balanced on her knee.

She opened Aurora’s message again — not the actual chat (she didn’t want it to show as read), just the notification.

She stared at it for a long time.

That was it.

She needed to find someone else.

Genesis crafted a message in her head — something about how she didn’t think it would work, about how her life was too messy, too chaotic, too not-put-together-enough for someone like Aurora.

She pictured sending it.

Explaining — kindly, maturely — that Aurora needed someone different.

Someone more stable.

Someone who wasn’t still struggling to make rent and fighting to keep their head above water.

But then again, hadn’t she always wanted someone older?

Someone who had their life figured out?

Wasn’t that the catch?

Someone more experienced would always seem more put-together.

Aurora would understand.

Genesis was sure of it.

If she just told her the truth — that she wasn’t ready for this — Aurora would be gracious.

Kind.

Genesis missed her, though.

Missed talking to her.

And she didn’t know how to say any of it.

She almost did it.

She almost sent the goodbye message.

I'm not ready. Or I'm sorry.

But instead, she opened Glow.

She searched and scrolled and searched again — for nearly an hour — looking for someone, anyone, who felt close to what she had with Aurora.

She even broadened her filters.

Widened her search to the whole country.

Nothing.

No spark.

No connection.

Nothing but a hollow ache under her ribs.

By the time her clothes were done drying, it was 10 p.m., and Genesis was exhausted.

She dragged herself off the couch to fold laundry, phone buzzing against the cushions as she moved.

A new text.

Aurora: I hope I didn’t freak you out with that last text. If you’d like to meet up this week, just let me know. I might be coming to town.

Genesis sank back onto the bed, heart pounding.

The second-guessing gnawed at her still.
But she closed her eyes, letting the exhaustion pull her under, and whispered a silent prayer into the dark:

Please.

Just let me figure it out by morning.

***

The café buzzed with its usual late-morning chaos.
Milk steamed, grinders roared, indie music hummed low over the din.

Genesis was wiped, halfway through a double shift, her canvas apron dusted with coffee grounds.
Still, she moved through the motions easily.

Wipe counter.
Grind beans. Tamp them down. Pull shot. Pour milk. Froth it. Pour shots in cup. Pour milk.
Smile.

“Hey Gen,” Kendra called, balancing a tray of pastries.
“Can you hop on register? I’m gonna take my break.”

Genesis nodded, brushing off her shirt and apron.
She glanced up—and froze.

Aurora.

Standing near the door, scanning the menu chalkboard.
Simple navy sweater, dark jeans, Chelsea boots.
Calm. Composed. Her eyes found Genesis like she had known exactly where to look.

Genesis’s heart jumped so hard she almost dropped the full to-go cup in her hands.

Aurora caught her gaze and smiled.
Small. Warm. Private.

“Hello,” Aurora said, stepping up to the counter.

Genesis scrambled for her voice.
She handed the cup to a waiting customer without even glancing at them.

“Have a good one,” she said hastily.

“Thanks,” the customer replied, stepping aside.

Genesis turned back to Aurora, cheeks burning.

“Hi,” she said, clearing her throat. “What can I get for you?”

“Just a light roast, please. Medium.”

“Room for cream?”

“Yes, please.”

Genesis punched in the order, trying not to visibly tremble. She flipped the tablet around for payment.

“That’ll be $3.50 whenever you're ready.”

She grabbed a paper cup and crossed to the drip coffee. Poured carefully. Filled it almost to the top. Dumped a little out. Topped it off again.

Smooth.

Fine.

She could do this.

She walked back to the counter, the cup warm between her hands.

Aurora was watching her. Soft. Almost shy, through her lashes.

Genesis took a breath.

Be bold.

“It’s great to see you,” Genesis said, her voice lower and steadier than she felt. “We’ll talk later, alright?”

She handed over the cup, their fingers brushing—just briefly—but enough.

Aurora’s cheeks flushed the faintest pink.

She smiled, beautiful and real, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

Her gaze flickered down and then back up to meet Genesis’s eyes.

“Thank you. It was great to see you too,” Aurora said quietly.

Genesis watched her move to the condiment station as the line pressed forward behind her.

Aurora tore open a sugar packet, stirring slowly, casually.

Then she glanced back over her shoulder, just once.

Soft. Lingering.

Longer than she needed to.

Genesis caught the look in her side vision, even as she helped the next customer.

By the time she handed off two lattes and a macchiato, Aurora was gone. The doorbell chimed softly in her wake.

It had been so quick. Almost dreamlike.

When the rush finally slowed and Kendra returned from break, Genesis slipped away to the restroom, heart hammering.

She pulled out her phone and opened her chat with Sherry.

Genesis: BRAH. THAT WENT SURPRISINGLY WELL.

She didn’t text Aurora. Not yet.

She needed a little more time.


Chapter 5: Afterglow

Genesis got home still dazed, floating somewhere several feet above her body.

She dropped her bag by the door and sank onto the couch, replaying the scene at the café over and over.

She hadn’t been weird.

She hadn’t been awkward.

She’d been—smooth?

She grinned into her hands.

Maybe this job had helped after all — taught her how to talk to strangers, how to be normal.
How to be someone people actually wanted to talk to.

Her mind spun through the details:

The way Aurora had looked — the navy sweater, dark jeans, the sophisticated mess of her loose bun.

The strong line of her jaw.

The curve of her full mouth, soft and pink.

Genesis blushed just thinking about it.

Aurora was curvier than she’d expected too — strong shoulders, full breasts, hips that filled her jeans just right.

She checked every single box.

Was it too good to be true?

And that blush —

God — how could someone so beautiful blush like that?

Genesis pressed the heels of her hands into her eyes and groaned.

Okay. Text. It’s time.

She stared at their thread, thumbs hesitating.

Maybe I should call.

No, she could be with a client or at a conference. What do psychiatrists even do during the day?

Finally, she typed:

Genesis: I'm sorry if I was weird today at the café. Even so, I'm really glad we met. Are you in town much longer?

She read it over three times, paced the living room twice, and then —
before she could second-guess herself into oblivion —
she hit send.

“I can't,” she muttered, tossing the phone onto the couch like it was cursed.

She sat down hard, heart pounding.

Yesterday she had been convinced she should move on — find someone more like herself — but this...

This had felt effortless.

She had spoken like an adult.

She had stood there and talked to her without combusting.

Maybe, she thought, maybe I could be the right person after all.

The phone buzzed.

Genesis lunged for it.

Aurora: I am still in town. Would you like to meet? What time are you off work?

Oh my God.

Genesis jumped back into the chat with Sherry, who had texted hours ago:

Sherry: What went well??? What is it.

Genesis typed furiously:

Genesis: no time. She came to the café. It went well. She wants to meet up. do I say yes???

Sherry's response was immediate:

Sherry: GEN IT'S TIME. MEET HER!!!

Genesis's heart was thudding against her ribs as she flipped back to Aurora's thread.

Genesis: I'm off work now. Do you want to meet someplace?

Genisis thought, Should I ask where she’s staying? No, too forward. She’ll think I’m weird.

The typing bubble appeared almost immediately.

Aurora: Why don’t we go for a walk? We could meet at Deering Oaks park? Or the Back Cove trail?

Genesis smiled at the screen, heart lifting.

Genesis: Let’s do the Back Cove.

She showered quickly, scrubbing off the smell of coffee and steamed milk, and changed into something simple:

Dark pants, a soft sweater, boots.

Nothing too much. Just herself.

They agreed to meet halfway along the path by the boat landing — neutral ground, sunny and public.

It was a bright May afternoon, the spring air just warm enough to leave her jacket in the car.

Genesis parked, checked her reflection in the rearview mirror, and got out, shielding her eyes against the sun.

Across the path, by a weathered bench, she spotted Aurora — waving once, casually.

Genesis's chest tightened and then eased.

She crossed the path slowly.

Aurora smiled, soft and open, as she approached.

“Is it okay if I hug you?” Aurora asked, voice a little shy.

Genesis nodded, heart in her throat.

Aurora stepped in, arms wrapping around her in a brief, careful hug —
not lingering too long, but long enough to ground her, to say I'm here. I'm real.

They pulled apart, smiling.

They started walking along the path, the water glittering beside them, the faint scent of seaweed and lilacs in the air.

After a few quiet moments, Aurora glanced over at her.

“So,” she said, a teasing lilt in her voice, “how long have you been a barista?”

Genesis smiled, stuffing her hands into her pockets.

“About a year. Maybe nine or ten months. I got the job after leaving school. I used to go there to study all the time — figured it would be a good place to land for a while.”

Aurora nodded.

“They really do have the best coffee in Portland.”

Genesis grinned.

“I think so too.”

The conversation slid into easy rhythm after that — two people finding each other's pace, one step, one heartbeat at a time.

***

The walk had been easy — so easy that Genesis forgot to be nervous. Until an intrusive thought crashed into her brain: Aurora straddling her, pushing her down into the mattress, that sharp jaw tilting with a slow, knowing smile—

Genesis stumbled slightly, blinking hard.

Aurora noticed.

She pointed toward a weathered bench overlooking the ocean.

“We've been walking for a while,” she said gently. “Do you want to sit for a bit?”

Genesis nodded, grateful for the excuse to breathe.

They sat side by side, close enough that Genesis could feel the heat radiating from Aurora's body.

There was a pause, soft and warm, before Genesis blurted out:

“I, um... I googled you. I found the psychiatry site.”

Aurora turned toward her, one brow arching in gentle amusement.

“You did?”

Genesis winced, covering her face with both hands.

“I'm sorry, that’s creepy, I know. I just... I didn’t understand why someone like you would even talk to someone like me.”

Aurora laughed, low and throaty, and Genesis's stomach twisted in mortification.

“It’s not creepy,” Aurora said, her voice rich with humor. “It's adorable. And yes, I'm a psychiatrist, but I try not to lead with that. For... a lot of reasons.”

Genesis let out a shaky breath, feeling some of the tension ease from her shoulders.

Aurora shifted slightly, turning more fully toward her.

“Well,” she said, smiling wider, “since we’re confessing things, I looked you up too.”

Genesis’s eyes widened.

“Wait, what?”

Aurora nodded, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

“That first night we talked, after you went quiet... I couldn’t help myself. I found your YouTube channel.”

Genesis groaned, sinking a little lower on the bench.

Aurora laughed again — lighter, fond.

“I was surprised you had so many subscribers. And then I realized...” She tilted her head, smiling. “I’d seen you before. You popped up on my recommended feed a few times. I remember thinking you were so pretty.”

Genesis's mouth went dry.

“I don't really do YouTube anymore,” she mumbled, fiddling with the sleeve of her sweater. “Streaming is more fun. More chaotic.”

Aurora smiled, unbothered.

“You’re good at it,” she said simply.

Genesis swallowed against the lump forming in her throat, heart hammering.

“Have you... always dated women?” she asked, voice quieter now.

Aurora tilted her head thoughtfully.

“I had a few boyfriends in school,” she said. “It was fine. But it never felt right. In college, I had my first girlfriend — and that's when I realized I wasn’t just 'open.' I was only interested in women.”

She smiled — a little wistful, a little proud.

“What about you?”

Genesis tucked her hands between her knees, thinking.

“I guess I thought guys were... okay to look at growing up. But I never thought about them... sexually. Honestly, it kind of clicked through porn.”

Aurora nodded, her expression open, utterly nonjudgmental.

“I don't really watch it anymore,” Genesis added, cheeks warming. “But... it helped me figure things out. Before...”

Her voice caught and then she said “Before what happened to me.”

Genesis glanced down, the words heavy. She dared not look at Aurora.

“Before what led to... you know. My pregnancy.”

A beat of silence stretched between them.

Genesis stumbled over the next words:

“My friends used to joke I was a 'gold star' lesbian. Which, um — you probably know that means—”

Before she could finish, Aurora reached out and gently took her hand.

“Hey,” she said, voice low and steady. “You don’t have to tell me anything you’re not ready to share. I mean that.”

Genesis blinked down at their joined hands —
Aurora’s thumb brushing softly over her knuckles, then stroking along each finger, squeezing lightly between the joints.

The touch was tender — careful — but there was heat behind it too.

A slow, simmering energy that bloomed low in Genesis’s belly, making her thighs tense.

She felt herself grow wet between her legs, the sensation sharp and dizzying.

“Thank you,” she whispered, barely breathing.

They sat like that — quiet, the water lapping in the background — as Aurora continued to trace slow circles along her fingers.

Soft.

Intentional.

“Is this okay?” Aurora asked, voice almost a whisper.

“Yes,” Genesis breathed, pulse hammering in her ears.

People walked past them on the path, but Genesis barely noticed.

Aurora only had eyes for her — biting her lip slightly, like she was holding herself back.

Finally, Aurora squeezed her hand one last time and released her.

Genesis closed her eyes briefly, overwhelmed.

She was an absolute mess —
but a mess Aurora wanted to touch.

“Should we head back?” Aurora asked, voice softer now.

Genesis nodded, blinking hard to clear her head, and they stood, walking slowly toward the parking lot.

As they neared the cluster of cars, Aurora glanced sideways at her.

“Would you want to grab dinner somewhere?”

Genesis hesitated.

“I’d love to,” she said, “but I can’t stay out too late. I have work early tomorrow.”

Aurora smiled — a private little curve of her lips.

“Would you want to get takeout instead? You could follow me to my Airbnb — we could eat there. You could leave before the sun sets.”

Genesis hesitated, heart racing.

Was it too soon?

Too risky?

But then she remembered the warmth of Aurora’s hand around hers.
The safety of it.
The patience in her eyes.

“Yeah,” Genesis said, smiling back. “Let’s get dinner.”

Aurora’s answering smile lit up the path between them — bright, hopeful, unmistakably for her.

***

They ended up ordering tacos, taquitos, and cheesecake for dessert.

Genesis followed Aurora through Portland’s late afternoon traffic, heart pounding.

At one point, a car cut between them, but luckily Aurora stayed visible, her blinker flashing left at just the right moment.

They wound into the West End, the bougie part of town, lined with historic brownstones and art galleries.

Genesis barely breathed until they parked.

Aurora led her into a sleek, compact building.

An entire one-bedroom Airbnb, cozy, tastefully decorated, and clean. “It’s not bad,” Aurora said, tossing her keys onto the counter. “My mom is at home taking care of Sammy and my dog.”

Genesis smiled, peeling off her jacket.

“May I ask why you’re in town?”

“Oh,” Aurora said, kicking off her boots, “I gave a talk at the university. I’ll be leaving tomorrow.”

They set the food out on the coffee table and sat cross-legged on the rug, the TV buzzing quietly in the background.

Turns out they both loved the same show — a cheesy cooking competition with way too much drama and not enough cooking.

Genesis laughed so hard she snorted soda through her nose; Aurora teased her without mercy, handing over a napkin.

It felt easy.

It felt right.

***

After they were done eating, Aurora turned toward her, setting her empty plate aside.

“You really liked it,” she said quietly, “when I touched your hands.”

Genesis swallowed, cheeks flushing.

“I did.”

Silence settled between them — not awkward, but heavy — charged.

Genesis glanced at Aurora’s lips.

“Are you hoping for something serious?” she asked bravely. “Or is this... just casual for you?”

She needed to know.

Before she fell any deeper.

Aurora’s eyes softened.

“I’m looking for my one true love,” she said, voice low. “Is that corny? Naive?”

Genesis shook her head quickly.

Aurora smiled gently.

“I want to find someone to love. Someone to take care of — and someone who loves me back. What about you?”

Genesis twisted a napkin in her hands.

“I guess... I want someone I can be myself with. Someone I could bring home to my dad and stepmom.”

“Good,” Aurora said, smile deepening. “I'm happy to hear that.”

She shifted closer, voice dropping.

“And what are you thinking about me?”

Genesis’s heart hammered against her ribs.

“I think you might be perfect for me,” Aurora whispered.

Aurora moved — deliberate, slow — and kissed her.

Soft.

Certain.

Genesis kissed her back, melting under the sure pressure of her mouth.

Halfway through, she broke away, panting:

“Wait — I have taquito breath.”

Aurora laughed, low and sweet.

“No,” she said, brushing Genesis’s cheek.

“You actually taste like blueberry cheesecake.”

They kissed again — deeper — a few more times, lingering.

Aurora’s hand slid up to cradle the back of Genesis’s head.

After a long, heady moment, Aurora pulled back just enough to whisper:

“I want to say... if you want to take it slow, that's okay. I'll wait. You don't owe me anything. Please tell me if you want to stop.”

Genesis bit her lip, heart thrumming.

“Do you... have any kinks?” she blurted. “I know it's weird to ask, but it seems like a good time.”

Aurora smiled, amused and a little shy.

“Maybe. Do you?”

Genesis hesitated — then forced herself to be brave.

“I'm... very submissive,” she admitted, cheeks blazing. “I mean, I want to be whatever’s needed, but... I really want to be... taken care of. Controlled. Is that bad?”

She peeked up at Aurora —
and saw her pupils blown wide, breathing a little harder.

Aurora bit her lip.

“I knew you were a bottom,” she said playfully.

Genesis laughed breathlessly.

“I guess tops know where the bottoms are, huh?”

Aurora leaned closer, whispering:

“Any particular kinks?”

Genesis’s whole body felt like it might combust.

“I have a pretty bad mommy kink,” she whispered. “Like... it’s bad. I've never explored it with anyone.”

Aurora’s breath hitched.

Without a word, she slid the coffee table back, clearing space.

She loomed over Genesis, gently, a slow, dominant presence.

She placed a pillow down and guided Genesis back onto it with a steady hand.

Aurora kissed her — slow, deep — and slid Genesis's glasses off, setting them carefully on the table.

Genesis flushed, her face and neck burning, her entire body trembling with anticipation.

Aurora broke the kiss, cupping her cheek.

“You can touch me,” she whispered. “Anywhere you want. Would you like that?”

Genesis nodded, breathless.

Aurora leaned back slightly and placed Genesis’s hand on her stomach, keeping her own hand lightly over it — not controlling, just there — grounding her.

By now, Aurora had taken off her sweater, left only in a simple t-shirt and jeans.

Genesis sat up slightly, letting her hand explore — over Aurora’s stomach, her hip, her thigh.

Her fingers traced upward, brushing gently between the curves of her breasts, careful not to touch them yet.

She stroked Aurora’s face — her cheekbones, her lips, the fine flutter of her eyelashes.

When her hand paused, trembling, between Aurora’s breasts, Aurora smiled.

“You want to touch them, don't you?”

Genesis nodded, unable to form words.

Aurora guided her hand gently over one breast —
and Genesis forgot to breathe.

She caught herself, gasping softly as she kneaded.

Aurora placed her hand over Genesis’s, urging her to squeeze a little harder.

Aurora’s eyes fluttered closed, mouth parting.

The sound she made — soft, breathy — sparked something feral inside Genesis.

She leaned forward, kissing Aurora again, while her other hand explored the other breast, feeling the firm, heavy weight of it.

Aurora moaned faintly against her mouth.

“It’s almost 6:30,” Aurora murmured, glancing at the clock.
“I don't want to keep you too late.”

She kissed Genesis again, slow and lingering.

“I can stay until 7,” Genesis whispered back.

She hesitated — cheeks flaming — then said:

“Would it make you uncomfortable if I... saw them?”

Aurora’s breath caught.

She smiled, slow and sweet.

“I want you to,” she said.

Aurora stood and held out her hand.

Genesis took it without hesitation.

They sat on the bed together, hearts racing.

Aurora peeled off her t-shirt, revealing a simple nude bra — visibly lined with breast pads, faintly damp.

“I might be wet,” she said, laughing nervously. “I mean, from... breastfeeding. There might be milk.”

“I figured there would be,” Genesis said, voice husky. “It’s more than fine. Honestly... I think it’s very hot.”

Aurora’s cheeks flushed.

“Really?”

Genesis nodded eagerly.

Aurora unlatched her bra and let it fall away.

Her breasts were full and heavy, her nipples dark and swollen from nursing.

Genesis’s throat tightened with want.

Aurora tipped Genesis’s chin up, smiling.

“You're safe,” she whispered. “Explore. Do whatever you want. You have my permission.”

Genesis placed her hands on Aurora’s stomach, then up — tracing reverent circles around the full weight of her breasts.

Aurora laid back against the pillows, watching her with soft, hooded eyes.

Genesis squeezed, kneaded, watching the way Aurora’s breath caught —
the way her body arched slightly toward her.

Finally, Genesis bowed her head and kissed one nipple —
softly at first, then with more confidence.

Aurora sighed, hand sliding into Genesis’s hair.

When Genesis squeezed harder, a thin bead of milk leaked out —
she licked it away hungrily, heart hammering.

Aurora stroked her hair, murmuring soft encouragements.

Genesis shifted, suckling gently from one breast, her cheeks burning, her whole body throbbing.

Aurora’s hand caressed her back, soothing, tender.

Milk spilled freely, dripping down Genesis’s chin.

She didn't care.

She drank greedily, needing it — needing her.

Aurora’s voice dropped, a low, worshipful murmur:

“You’re a hungry little girl, aren’t you?”

Genesis whimpered softly against her.

“Shhh,” Aurora soothed, rubbing her back.

“It’s okay. Take as much as you need. You’re safe.”

The warmth, the permission, the overwhelming tenderness —
it all crashed over Genesis at once.

She came. Sudden and desperate. She was clutching onto Aurora with a soft, broken sound.

Aurora held her tight, kissing her forehead, whispering against her hair:

“Good girl. I've got you. You're safe.”

***

The sun was just beginning to set by the time Genesis made her way toward the door.

Aurora followed her, hands tucked into the pockets of her jeans, her face soft in the fading light.

Neither of them seemed eager to move.

Aurora brushed a stray hair from Genesis’s cheek — slow, careful — like she couldn’t help herself.

“Drive safe, okay?” Aurora murmured, her voice dipping into something almost private.

Genesis nodded, heart tightening painfully.

Aurora leaned in and kissed her —
a sweet, lingering kiss that tasted like cheesecake, salt, and everything Genesis didn’t know how to ask for.

When they finally pulled apart, Aurora stayed at the door, watching her.

Genesis crossed the lot to her car, feeling Aurora’s eyes on her the whole way.

She slid behind the wheel, started the engine —
and when she glanced back, Aurora was still standing there, one hand lifted in a soft wave.

Genesis waved back.

Then she pulled away, the small parking lot shrinking behind her —
and Aurora with it.

***

The moment Genesis shut her apartment door, it all crashed down on her.

She was utterly devastated —
wrecked in a way she couldn’t even name.

She had never had an orgasm like that before —
not just physical, but emotional, shattering. Complete.

She dropped her keys onto the counter, kicked off her shoes, and collapsed onto the couch.

Closing her eyes, she let herself remember —
not just the climax — but everything that had come after.

How Aurora had wrapped her up in strong, careful arms.

Kissed her hair, her forehead, her fingers.

How she whispered soft nonsense against her skin — good girl, you did so well.

How she massaged her back, slow and steady, working out the tremors still clinging to her bones.

How she helped her clean the spilled milk from her shirt — no hesitation, no awkwardness — just kindness, and realness, and care.

Genesis remembered lying there dazed while Aurora smiled at her, tucking a blanket up to her shoulders.

“I wish you lived here,” Genesis had whispered, almost without meaning to.

Aurora had kissed her temple and said:

“Maybe you’ll visit me sometime. Out on Sebago Lake. Quiet. Peaceful.”

“The city’s too loud for me,” Aurora had added with a soft smile. “But I love to visit.”

The memory stung —
sweet and sharp all at once.

Genesis pulled out her phone with clumsy fingers.

Genesis: Home safe. Just like you asked.

She set the phone down and stared out the window at the deepening sky.

Thinking about Aurora.

About the weight of her hand.

The warmth of her breath.

The taste of her — the milk was sweeter than anything Genesis had ever tasted. It tasted far better than her own did.

She hugged her knees to her chest, aching, dazed.

Finally, after a long moment, she pushed herself up, tying her hair into a messy bun before gathering the scattered takeout containers from the coffee table.

The loneliness ached like a bruise.

But underneath it, quiet and stubborn, there was hope.
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Genesis bit her lip, standing in the center of the room, fingers twitching at her sides.

Aurora circled her slowly, eyes steady, thoughtful. The air between them buzzed — warm, waiting.

“You look so sweet like this,” Aurora murmured. “All shy. All mine.”

Genesis flushed, tugging at the hem of the oversized T-shirt Aurora had told her to wear.

It fell to the tops of her thighs and did nothing to calm the heat in her face.

“You want me to take care of you, don’t you?”

Genesis nodded.

Aurora’s voice softened. “Words, baby girl.”

“Y-yes, Mommy.”

Aurora smiled, reaching into her cardigan pocket and pulling out a neatly coiled length of soft satin rope.

“Hands behind your back.”

Genesis hesitated, heart thudding.

Aurora stepped closer. “You’re safe. I’ve got you. Just breathe.”

Genesis swallowed, then slowly obeyed.

The rope was warm in Aurora’s hands as she worked, binding her wrists with quiet skill. Not too tight. Not too loose. Just enough to make Genesis feel it — the surrender, the stillness.

When it was done, Aurora brushed a slow hand down her back, anchoring her.

“Good girl,” she said.

Genesis let out a shaky breath. Her cheeks were hot, her whole body alive.

Aurora stepped around in front of her and sat down in the armchair, legs crossed.

Then she patted her lap.

“Come here.”

Genesis stared at her, wide-eyed.

Aurora’s gaze softened, but her tone stayed firm.

“You’ve been brave for me. Let me hold you now.”

Slowly, Genesis stepped forward.

She let Aurora guide her down, across her lap, into the warmth of waiting arms.

Her breath hitched — not in fear, but in relief.

She hadn’t known how much she needed this.
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