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Make Me Curious




I met Morgan for the first time in the astronomy lab on a Tuesday afternoon, and I knew almost immediately that this project was going to be a problem.

Not because of the work. I wasn’t worried about that. I’d already read through the assignment twice, highlighted the important sections, and bookmarked the observation guidelines. I knew what we were supposed to do before I even walked in.

The problem was her.

She was leaning back against one of the lab tables when I got there, like she’d been waiting but wasn’t in any hurry about it. One foot hooked loosely around the leg of a stool, arms folded, head tilted slightly as she glanced up when the door clicked shut behind me.

“You’re Zoe, right?” she said.

Her voice was calm. Easy. Like we already knew each other.

“Yeah,” I said, shifting my bag higher on my shoulder even though it didn’t need it. “You’re Morgan.”

She smiled a little, like that answer entertained her.

“Good. Would’ve been awkward if I had the wrong person.”

I let out a small breath that wasn’t quite a laugh and stepped further into the room. The lab was quiet and filled with the smell of metal and dust. Our gear was already laid out on the table between us, untouched.

Safe. Neutral. Something I understood.

“So,” I said, setting my bag down and pulling out my notebook. “I read through the project outline. We’re supposed to log at least three nights of observations and⁠—”

“Whoa,” Morgan cut in lightly, pushing off the table and stepping closer. “We just met.”

I blinked at her.

“I know. I just meant⁠—”

“I’m kidding,” she said, her mouth curving again. “Mostly.”

Heat crept up my neck before I could stop it.

“I just like to be prepared.”

“I can tell.”

She moved around to the other side of the table, closer now, and picked up one of the lens caps, turning it over in her fingers like she was inspecting it without really thinking about it. I tried not to watch her hands, but I did anyway. They were steady. Relaxed. Like nothing about this mattered too much.

I wished I felt like that.

“We don’t actually have to do anything yet, right?” she asked. “Today’s just orientation?”

“Yeah,” I said quickly, grateful for the shift back to facts. “We’re just supposed to get familiar with the equipment and make sure we know how to use everything before we go out tonight or later this week.”

“Good,” she said. “Less pressure.”

“There’s still pressure,” I said automatically. “It’s a big part of our grade.”

She glanced at me, eyebrow lifting.

“You always this intense?”

“I’m not intense.”

“You walked in here ready to start a full lecture.”

“I was just explaining the assignment.”

“You were about to,” she corrected.

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. She wasn’t wrong.

“I like knowing what I’m doing,” I said, a little more quietly.

“Nothing wrong with that,” she said.

She set the lens cap down and leaned forward slightly to look at the telescope base, even though we weren’t actually setting it up yet. As she did, she stepped closer without really thinking about it, and suddenly she was right next to me.

Closer than she needed to be.

I felt it immediately. The shift in space, the subtle warmth of her body near mine. My shoulders tightened before I could stop them.

This was stupid. She wasn’t touching me. She was just… there.

“You okay?” she asked.

I realized I’d gone still. “Yeah,” I said quickly. “I’m fine.”

“You look like you’re about to bolt.”

“I’m not.”

“Mm.” She didn’t sound convinced, but she didn’t move away either.

I forced myself to stay where I was, even though every instinct was telling me to step back, to put space between us. I didn’t want to make it weird.

It wasn’t weird. She was just a girl. A normal girl. A girl who was definitely not supposed to make my stomach feel tight like this for no reason.

I’d liked guys. That was… established. Even if nothing had really happened yet, that didn’t mean anything. I just hadn’t gotten around to it. I’d been busy.

This—whatever this feeling was—was just nerves. A new partner and a new situation. That was all.

Morgan reached for one of the adjustment knobs, then paused like she remembered something.

“We’re not actually supposed to mess with this yet, are we?”

“Not really,” I said. “Just… get familiar.”

“Right.”

She let her hand fall away, but not before her fingers brushed lightly against the back of mine where it rested on the table.

It was quick. Accidental.

But it sent this sharp, unexpected awareness through me, like my body reacted before my brain could catch up. My hand jerked slightly, and I pulled it back, curling my fingers in.

“Sorry,” I said immediately.

Morgan looked at me, her expression shifting into something more focused.

“For what?”

“I just—” I shook my head. “Nothing.”

She held my gaze for a second longer than felt normal.

“You sure?”

“Yeah.”

My voice came out steadier than I expected, which felt like a small win.

She nodded once, like she was choosing to let it go.

“Okay.”

There was a brief pause, the kind that should’ve felt awkward but didn’t. Not exactly. Just… charged in a way I couldn’t quite explain.

I looked down at the equipment again, even though I wasn’t really seeing it.

“So, we should probably check out the sign-out sheet,” I said. “For when we actually take this outside.”

“Lead the way,” she said.

I turned a little too quickly, reaching for the clipboard at the end of the table. She followed right behind me, close enough that I was aware of every step she took, every shift in movement.

I filled in my name, my handwriting a little tighter than usual, and handed the pen to her.

She took it from me, her fingers brushing mine again, slower this time. It didn’t feel like an accident, but I couldn’t tell.

I looked up at her without meaning to. She was already looking at me.

There was something in her expression I couldn’t quite read. My chest felt tight. This didn’t make sense. None of this made sense.

“All set?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, a little breathless.

“Cool.”

She clipped the pen back onto the board and nodded toward the door.

“Let’s get out of here, then. We can do our assignment tonight…if you’re free that is.”

“Yeah, okay. I am.” God, I sounded so nervous. Why was I nervous?

I grabbed my bag, slinging it over my shoulder, and followed her toward the door. She pushed it open, holding it just long enough for me to step through first.

I felt her behind me as we walked out into the hallway, close enough that I couldn’t ignore it. And for some reason, I didn’t want to.

Which was the part that stayed with me the most as we headed out, side by side, into the fading
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The hike started off easier than I expected, but that didn’t last.

By the time we hit the incline leading up to the ridge, my calves were already burning, and my breathing had turned uneven in a way I hated. I tried to keep it controlled, quiet, like it wasn’t affecting me as much as it clearly was. The last thing I wanted was for Morgan to notice.

Which was stupid, because of course she noticed everything.

She was a few steps ahead of me on the trail, moving like this was nothing. Like the steep grade, the loose gravel, the weight of the equipment strapped across her back didn’t register as a problem. Her pace was steady, unhurried, but she didn’t slow down either.

I found myself watching her more than I should’ve.

Not in a weird way. Just… observational.

She’d tied her hair up before we left the lab, and now the back of her neck was exposed, slightly damp from exertion. The fabric of her shirt clung a little to her shoulders, outlining the movement there as she climbed. There was a kind of strength in it that I couldn’t ignore, the way her muscles shifted under her skin when she adjusted her footing or shifted the weight of the telescope gear.

I swallowed and forced my eyes back to the trail.

“Still with me?” she called over her shoulder.

“Yeah,” I said quickly, even though my voice came out a little tighter than I wanted. “I’m fine.”

She glanced back anyway, just enough to check. “You sure? We can slow down.”

“I don’t need to slow down.”

Her mouth curved slightly, like she didn’t quite believe me but wasn’t going to argue.

“Alright,” she said. “Just don’t pass out on me. I don’t feel like carrying you and the equipment.”

“I’m not going to pass out.”

“Good.”

She turned back forward, but she did ease her pace a little. Not enough to make a big deal of it, just enough that I noticed.

Which, for some reason, made my chest feel tight in a different way.

I adjusted the strap of my bag across my shoulder, trying to ignore the warmth building under my skin.

This was normal. I was just tired. Out of breath. Overthinking things because I wasn’t in my usual environment.

That was all.

We kept climbing, the trail narrowing as it wound upward. The trees thinned out gradually, the air cooler, thinner. My legs ached, but I kept going, focusing on each step, each breath.

And still, I was aware of her.

It wasn’t just that she was in front of me. It was the way my attention kept drifting back, like it had its own gravity. The line of her back, the way her hips shifted slightly with each step, grounded and balanced. The quiet confidence in how she moved, like she trusted her body to be capable of anything.

I didn’t trust my body at all right now. Not with the way it kept reacting to things that didn’t make sense. At one point, she paused to adjust the strap of the equipment, and I almost walked right into her.

I stopped short, closer than I meant to be.

“Sorry,” I said automatically.

She glanced back at me, one hand still gripping the strap across her chest.

“You’re good,” she said. “Just taking a second.”

“Yeah. Me too.”

I wasn’t. I was catching my breath, but that wasn’t why I felt off balance.

Standing that close, I became hyper-aware of everything again. The faint heat coming off her, the subtle scent of her skin mixed with something clean and familiar. The way her chest rose and fell with her breathing, slower than mine, more controlled.

I looked away quickly, focusing on a patch of dirt by my shoes. “You hike a lot?” I asked, mostly to fill the space.

“Sometimes,” she said. “It’s better than sitting in a lab all day.”

“I don’t mind the lab.”

“I figured.”

I glanced up at her. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She shrugged one shoulder, casual. “You seem like you like things… predictable.”

“I do,” I said. “There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“Didn’t say there was.” Her tone wasn’t teasing this time. Just matter-of-fact. Still, something about it made me feel seen in a way I wasn’t sure I liked.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

She started moving again, and I followed, keeping closer this time without really deciding to. The trail narrowed even more, forcing us into a tighter line, and at one point she reached back without looking, her hand brushing lightly against my arm as she pointed out a loose section of ground.

“Watch your step here,” she said.

Her fingers lingered for a second longer than necessary.

Or maybe I just imagined that.

Either way, the contact sent a small, sharp awareness up my arm, like a line of heat tracing where she’d touched me. My breath caught slightly, and I stepped carefully over the uneven ground, more focused on that than the actual footing.

“I’m fine,” I said, even though she hadn’t asked.

“Okay,” she said, glancing back briefly.

Her eyes flicked over my face, like she was checking something, and for a second I felt exposed in a way I couldn’t explain.

Then she turned forward again.

We walked in silence for a while after that, the only sounds our footsteps and our breathing and the occasional rustle of wind through the trees. The ridge came into view gradually, the sky opening up ahead of us, streaked with the early hints of evening.

I should’ve been focused on that.

On the project. The observations. The reason we were here.

Instead, I was focused on the strange, steady pull in my chest that hadn’t gone away since the lab.

It wasn’t just nerves anymore. It didn’t feel like nerves.

It felt… magnetic.

Like something in me was being drawn forward, not just up the trail, but toward her. Toward the space she occupied, the way she moved through it so easily.

I didn’t understand it. I didn’t want to understand it. But I couldn’t ignore it either.

By the time we reached the top of the ridge, my legs were shaking slightly from the climb, my breathing still uneven. Morgan stepped onto the flat stretch first, setting her pack down with an easy motion and straightening up as she looked out over the view.

I came up beside her a second later, dropping my bag more carefully, trying to regain some sense of control.

The sky was wide and open above us, the first stars just starting to appear.

“This’ll work,” she said.

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was barely looking at the sky.

I was looking at her.

At the way the fading light caught along her jaw, the curve of her mouth as she took in the view. At how completely at ease she looked, like she belonged up here in a way I didn’t.

Something in my chest tightened again, deeper this time. Not panic. Just that same quiet, insistent feeling I couldn’t figure out. I tore my gaze away, forcing myself to look up at the sky instead.

This was what I was here for. Not her. Definitely not her.

And yet, standing there beside her, close enough that I could feel the presence of her body even without touching it, I couldn’t shake the sense that something had shifted.

That I’d stepped into something I didn’t fully understand.

And that part of me, no matter how much I tried to ignore it, didn’t want to step back out.

After a few minutes, there was a subtle shift in the air, the kind you don’t notice right away but feel somewhere under your skin. The temperature dropped just enough that the sweat on my neck turned cool, and the breeze picked up, brushing against my arms in uneven gusts.

Morgan noticed first.

She’d just set her pack down, straightening up and looking out over the horizon, when her posture changed. Not dramatically. Just a slight stillness, like something had caught her attention.

“What?” I asked, following her gaze. The sky.

It had been clear when we started the hike, soft streaks of evening light fading into blue. Now, off in the distance, a dark mass was rolling in fast. Not slow, drifting clouds. This was dense. Heavy. The kind that swallowed light.

“That wasn’t in the forecast,” I said, my voice tightening despite myself.

Morgan didn’t answer right away. She was already scanning the ridge, her eyes moving quickly, assessing.

“How far out do you think that is?” I asked.

“Closer than I like,” she said.

The wind picked up again, stronger this time, tugging at my shirt, lifting loose strands of my hair. The air felt electric in a way that made the back of my neck prickle.

“We should probably pack up,” I said.

“We didn’t even set up,” she replied, already moving toward her bag.

“Then that makes it easier.”

A low rumble rolled across the sky, distant but unmistakable.

Thunder.

I felt it in my chest more than I heard it.

“Yeah,” Morgan said. “We’re not staying up here.”

She slung her pack over her shoulders in one smooth motion and glanced around again, more urgently this time.

“There,” she said, pointing off to the side.

I followed her line of sight.

The observatory.

I’d seen it in passing on the course materials, mentioned as an old, decommissioned structure on the ridge. I hadn’t really thought about it beyond that. Now it stood out sharply against the darkening sky, the copper dome dull and weathered, the building itself low and solid.

“Think it’s open?” I asked.

“Only one way to find out,” she said.

The wind surged again, harder this time, and the first drop of rain hit my arm.

Cold.

Then another.

And another.

“Go,” Morgan said, already moving.

I grabbed my bag, barely securing the strap before I followed her.

The ground that had felt manageable minutes ago suddenly seemed uneven, unpredictable. The wind pushed against us, sharp and insistent, and the sky darkened fast, like someone had pulled a curtain across it.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath.

Rain started coming down in scattered bursts, fat drops that soaked through my shirt almost instantly where they landed. My heart was pounding, adrenaline kicking in, my focus narrowing to the path in front of me and the figure just ahead.

Morgan moved fast but controlled, adjusting her pace just enough that I could keep up. Every few steps, she glanced back, checking.

“You good?” she called.

“Yeah,” I said, even though my breath was coming harder now for reasons that had nothing to do with the hike.

Thunder cracked again, louder this time, closer.

The sky opened.

It wasn’t gradual. One second it was rain, the next it was a full downpour, sheets of water slamming down so hard it blurred everything in front of me. Within seconds, my clothes were soaked through, clinging to my skin, heavy and cold.

“Morgan—”

“I see it,” she said, raising her voice over the sound of the rain.

The observatory loomed closer now, the metal of the dome slick and dark under the storm. Water ran in rivulets down the sides of the building, pooling at the base.

We sprinted the last stretch.

My shoes slipped slightly on the wet ground, and I stumbled, catching myself just before I went down.

“Careful,” Morgan said sharply, her hand shooting back to grab my forearm.

Her grip was firm, steady, anchoring.

For a second, everything narrowed to that contact. The pressure of her fingers around my arm, the heat of her skin even through the cold rain, the way my body reacted to it before I could think.

“I’m fine,” I said, but my voice came out thinner than I wanted.

“Come on.”

She didn’t let go right away. She kept hold of me as we reached the steps, pulling me forward with her, her body close enough that I could feel the solid line of her beside me.

By the time we reached the door, I was breathless. Morgan grabbed the handle and shoved.

For a second, nothing happened. Then the door gave with a heavy, metallic groan, swinging inward just enough.

“Inside,” she said.

We pushed through together, the door slamming shut behind us with a loud, echoing bang that cut off the worst of the storm.

The difference was immediate.

The sound of the rain dulled to a heavy drumming against the roof and walls, the wind reduced to a low howl outside. Inside, it was dim, the air cool and dry compared to the chaos we’d just come from.

I stood there for a second, catching my breath.

Water dripped from my hair, down my face, soaking into the collar of my shirt. My clothes clung to me, outlining everything in a way that made me suddenly, painfully aware of my own body. The fabric pressed against my chest, my stomach, my thighs, heavy and damp.

Morgan was right in front of me.

Just as soaked.

Her shirt was plastered to her skin, darkened with water, tracing the shape of her breasts and the peaks of her nipples. Her hair had come loose, strands sticking to her face and neck. Drops of water slid down along the curve of her jaw, catching briefly at her throat before disappearing into the fabric of her shirt.

I shouldn’t have been looking. I knew that. But I couldn’t seem to stop.

“You okay?” she asked, her voice lower now, closer in the enclosed space.

“Yeah,” I said, though it came out a little breathless.

She stepped closer, reaching out without hesitation to brush a strand of wet hair away from my face.

Her fingers grazed my cheek, light, barely there. But my body reacted like it mattered. My breath hitched slightly, my skin warming under her touch despite the cold.

“You’re shivering,” she said.

“I’m just cold.”

“Yeah,” she murmured, her hand lingering for a second before dropping. The space between us felt smaller now. Or maybe I was just more aware of it.

The storm pounded against the observatory, loud and relentless, but inside it felt… contained. Quiet in a different way. Like everything had narrowed down to just this moment, this space, her standing too close in front of me.

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry despite everything.

This was nothing. Just adrenaline. The storm. The run. That was all.

Except it didn’t feel that simple.

It felt like something had shifted again, the same way it had on the hike, only stronger now. Sharper. Harder to ignore.

I wrapped my arms loosely around myself, trying to ground the feeling, to contain it.

“We should… figure out how long this is going to last,” I said, gesturing vaguely toward the door.

“Yeah,” Morgan said, but she didn’t move right away.

Neither did I.

For a second, we just stood there, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her through the damp air, the steady rhythm of her breathing.

And underneath everything else, that same quiet, undeniable pull. Stronger now and harder to pretend it wasn’t there.

The inside of the observatory was darker than I’d expected. Not just dim—dark.

The kind of dark that swallowed the edges of everything until it felt like the space had shrunk around us. The only light came from the narrow, high windows built into the dome, and even that was weak, filtered through heavy storm clouds and streaks of rain.

“Great,” I muttered, pushing damp hair back from my face. “Of course there’s no power.”

Morgan tried the switch on the wall anyway. Nothing.

“Guess that answers that,” she said.

Thunder cracked overhead, so loud it felt like it split the air open. The sound echoed through the metal dome, reverberating in a way that made my chest tighten. I flinched before I could stop myself.

“Hey,” Morgan said, softer now. “It’s just the storm.”

“I know,” I said quickly, even though my body hadn’t gotten the message yet. My heart was still beating too fast, my shoulders tense.

Another rumble rolled through, lower this time but just as heavy.

“We should probably sit,” she added. “No point standing around in the dark.”

“Yeah.”

We moved carefully through the space, our footsteps echoing faintly against the concrete floor. My eyes adjusted slowly, shapes coming into focus—the outline of old equipment, a rusted control panel, a stack of wooden crates pushed against the wall.

Morgan reached one first, testing it with her hand.

“This should hold.”

I nodded, even though she probably couldn’t see it clearly, and stepped closer. We both sat at the same time, the crate solid beneath us, close enough that our thighs brushed immediately.

I stilled. She didn’t move away and neither did I.

The contact was small, but in the dark, with everything else stripped away—the lab, the hike, the open sky—it felt more pronounced. My damp jeans clung to my skin, and I could feel the warmth of her leg through the fabric, steady and real.

Thunder cracked again, louder, closer, and I sucked in a breath. “Okay, that one was… a lot,” I admitted.

Morgan let out a quiet huff of a laugh. “You’re not a fan of storms?”

“I am,” I said. “From inside. With, like, walls that don’t feel like they might collapse.”

“This place is sturdier than it looks.”

“You don’t know that.”

“Hm, I suppose that’s true,” she said.

There was a pause, filled with the steady drumming of rain against the dome. It was relentless now, a constant roar that made everything else feel smaller, more contained.

I shifted slightly on the crate, trying to get comfortable, but it only made me more aware of how close we were. Our legs pressed a little more firmly together, the side of her hip brushing mine.

I could feel the shape of her through the damp fabric.

That shouldn’t have mattered, but it did.

I exhaled slowly, trying to ignore the way my body reacted to something so minor. This wasn’t… anything. It was just proximity. Circumstance.

“You’re still shaking,” Morgan said quietly.

“I told you, I’m cold.”

“Hm,” she murmured.

There was a brief hesitation, and then her hand settled lightly on my upper arm. Warm.

Even through my soaked sleeve, I felt it immediately. Her palm, her fingers curling just slightly, not gripping, just… there. Grounding.

I went still again, but this time it wasn’t from the thunder.

“I’m fine,” I said, softer now.

“I know,” she said. “Just making sure.”

Her thumb moved once, a small, absent motion against my arm. It shouldn’t have felt like anything, but it did.

A slow, spreading warmth that had nothing to do with temperature, starting where she touched me and moving outward in a way that made my chest feel tight. My breath hitched slightly, and I hoped she didn’t notice.

This was ridiculous. She was just being nice. That was it. I forced a small laugh, trying to shake off the tension building under my skin.

“If the roof caves in,” I said, my voice a little uneven but steady enough, “my obituary is going to be so sad.”

Morgan huffed softly. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. It’ll be like, ‘Zoe died for a class project she probably would’ve gotten an A on anyway.’”

“That’s rough.”

“I don’t want to die for a grade,” I added, glancing at her even though it was hard to make out her expression clearly. “And I definitely don’t want to die a virgin.”

The words came out before I could overthink them. For a second, there was just the sound of the rain.

Then Morgan let out a low, surprised laugh. “Wow,” she said. “That escalated.”

Heat rushed up my neck immediately.

“I’m just saying,” I said, trying to sound casual, like I hadn’t just admitted something way too personal. “If I’m going to go out, I’d like it to be… less tragic.”

“Right,” she said, amusement still in her voice. “Noted.”

I crossed my arms loosely, more to contain the sudden awareness in my body than anything else.

“That’s not weird,” I added quickly.

“I didn’t say it was.”

“You were thinking it.”

“I was thinking it was honest,” she said.

I glanced at her again. There was something different in her tone now. Not teasing. Not exactly. Something quieter.

“Yeah, well,” I said, my voice dropping a little, “it’s not like it’s… a big deal.” It sounded like a lie the second it left my mouth.

Morgan didn’t call me on it. She just shifted slightly beside me, her leg pressing a little more firmly against mine as she adjusted her position on the crate.

The contact deepened, more deliberate this time. My breath caught, but I didn’t move. I didn’t know why I didn’t move.

“You’ve really never…?” she asked, trailing off just enough to leave the question open.

“No,” I said, before I could stop myself. Then, quieter, “I just haven’t.”

“With anyone?”

I hesitated.

“That’s what that means,” I said.

She huffed a soft laugh at that, but it faded quickly. “Okay.”

Another crack of thunder rolled overhead, shaking the structure slightly. Instinctively, I leaned a fraction closer to her, my shoulder brushing against hers.

She didn’t pull away.

If anything, she shifted just enough that our arms pressed together more fully, her hand still resting lightly on my arm, steady and warm.

In the dark, with the storm raging outside and everything else stripped away, it felt like the space between us had narrowed to nothing.

I could feel her breathing now, slow and even compared to mine. The heat of her body through damp fabric. The solid presence of her beside me, grounding and distracting all at once.

My stomach tightened again, but it wasn’t fear.

Not entirely.

It was that same pull I’d felt on the hike, in the lab, only stronger now. Harder to ignore. Sitting there with her, pressed close in the dark, it felt like something was quietly unraveling inside me, piece by piece.

And I didn’t know what to do with that. I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry.

This was just the storm. Just the situation. But even as I told myself that, I couldn’t ignore the way my body stayed tuned to her. The way every small shift, every point of contact, felt magnified.

Or the way part of me—quiet, persistent—didn’t want her to move away.
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The storm didn’t let up. If anything, it got worse.

The rain hammered against the dome in relentless waves, and every few minutes thunder cracked so loud it felt like it was splitting the sky open right above us. The sound echoed through the structure, vibrating through the crate beneath us, through my ribs, through everything.

I told myself that was why my body felt so on edge. Not her. Just the storm.

Morgan’s hand was still on my arm.

At some point, it had shifted slightly, her fingers resting more naturally along my sleeve, her thumb occasionally brushing in small, absent movements like she wasn’t even thinking about it. I should’ve moved. I knew I should’ve. But I couldn’t.

I stayed right where I was, pressed close to her side, my thigh still touching hers, my shoulder leaning just slightly into hers like I needed the contact more than I wanted to admit.

“You’re really a virgin?” she asked after a minute, her voice quieter now, almost thoughtful.

I let out a small breath. “Yeah.”

“No almost, no technicalities?”

“No,” I said, a little defensive. “Just… no.”

She was quiet for a second. Then, softly, “I’m surprised.”

Something in my chest tightened. “Why?” I asked, even though part of me wasn’t sure I wanted to hear the answer.

There was a slight shift beside me, like she’d turned her head to look at me more directly. “You’re so pretty, Zoe.”

The words landed heavier than they should have. Not loud or dramatic. But they settled somewhere deep, like they’d found a place in me I didn’t have a defense for.

My breath caught before I could stop it.

“Oh,” I said, because I didn’t know what else to say.

Heat spread through me, starting low in my stomach and moving outward in a slow, unfamiliar way. It didn’t feel like embarrassment exactly. It wasn’t the sharp, fleeting kind of heat I was used to.

This was different. It was slower, heavier, lingering.

I shifted slightly on the crate, but it only made everything worse. The movement pressed our legs together more firmly, her hip brushing mine, her hand tightening just slightly on my arm like she’d felt it too.

“Sorry,” I said quickly, even though I wasn’t sure what I was apologizing for.

“For what?”

“I don’t know. I just—” I exhaled, shaking my head. “Being nervous.”

“By being called pretty?”

“By you,” I said before I could filter it.

The silence that followed felt thicker than the storm. Morgan’s thumb stilled against my arm. “Why does that make a difference?” she asked.

I swallowed. “I don’t know,” I said, quieter now. “It just does.”

Another crack of thunder rolled overhead, but it felt farther away this time, like the real tension had shifted somewhere closer. Smaller. More contained.

Right here. “You know I’m a lesbian, right?” she said.

The words were casual. Almost offhand. But they hit me like a jolt, like being struck by the lightning outside.

That same heat in my stomach flared sharper this time, spreading faster, curling into something that made my breath feel uneven again. My skin felt too tight, too aware, every point where we touched suddenly amplified.

“I—” I stopped, my voice catching. “I didn’t know that.”

“Well,” she said, not moving away, “now you do.”

I stared down at my hands, resting uselessly in my lap.

That explained things. Didn’t it? It should have.

It should’ve made everything make sense. The way she looked at me sometimes. The way her touch lingered just a little longer than necessary. The way this didn’t feel entirely one-sided.

It should’ve made it easier to pull away, but it didn’t.

“I’ve always thought I was straight,” I said, the words coming out slower now, more careful. “Like… that’s just been a given.”

“Okay.”

“I mean, I am,” I added quickly. “I think.” That sounded less certain than I wanted it to.

Morgan didn’t respond right away. She just let the silence sit, her presence steady beside me, her hand still resting on my arm like she had no intention of moving it.

“That’s fine,” she said finally.

“Yeah,” I said, but my voice felt distant, like I wasn’t fully inside it.

Another roll of thunder echoed, but I barely registered it. Because now I was too aware of everything else.

Of her. Of the warmth of her leg against mine, the solid line of her body beside me. Of her hand on my arm, her fingers still, but not withdrawn. Of the way my own body was reacting in ways I didn’t recognize, didn’t understand.

That pull was still there, stronger now. It wasn’t just curiosity.

Something deeper. Something that sat low in my stomach and spread outward, making my skin feel sensitive, making my breathing uneven. It wasn’t just in my head. I could feel it, physically, in a way that made it impossible to ignore.

Even in the dim light, I could make out the shape of her face, the way her eyes were on me, focused and unreadable in a way that made my chest tighten again.

I let out a slow breath, my shoulders dropping slightly as I leaned back just enough to feel the crate beneath me, grounding myself.

But I couldn’t pull away from her. Not when my body felt like it had already made some kind of decision I hadn’t caught up to yet.

And that was the part that unsettled me the most.

The storm didn’t quiet down, but it stopped feeling like the loudest thing in the room. That shifted somewhere between her words and the silence that followed.

You know I’m a lesbian, right?

I kept replaying that in my head, like it was supposed to help. Like it was supposed to settle something. Instead, it just left me sitting there, hyper-aware of everything I wasn’t understanding.

Of her hand still resting on my arm. Of the steady pressure of her leg against mine. Of the way my body felt… awake. Not just alert, not just tense. Something deeper than that. Something that made it hard to sit still, hard to think in straight lines.

I exhaled slowly, staring down at my hands. “This is stupid,” I murmured.

“What is?” she asked.

“I um, well…I’ve never been with anyone. So how do I know…for sure?”

“That you’re straight? It’s not stupid to wonder,” Morgan said.

“It kind of is,” I said, letting out a quiet, uneasy laugh. “I mean… I know what I like. I’ve always known what I like.”

“Have you?” she asked.

The question wasn’t sharp. It wasn’t challenging. If anything, it was too calm. I looked up at her.

“Yes,” I said, but it didn’t land with the certainty I wanted.

Her eyes stayed on mine, steady and patient in a way that made it hard to look away. “Okay,” she said.

Another pause settled between us, but it didn’t feel empty. It felt full. Heavy with everything I wasn’t saying, everything I wasn’t ready to name.

My heart was beating too fast again. Not from the storm. Not from the cold.

From this. From her. From the way she was looking at me like she saw something I hadn’t caught up to yet.

“You know,” she said after a second, her voice quieter now, “if you want to kiss me and find out… you could.”

The words landed gently. Too gently for how hard they hit. My breath caught.

For a second, I didn’t move. I didn’t think. My brain just… stalled out, like it didn’t know what to do with that suggestion, with how simple she’d made it sound.

Kiss her. Just… do it. My gaze dropped to her mouth before I could stop myself.

That was new. That had never happened before. I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry.

“I don’t—” I started, then stopped.

Because I didn’t actually know what I was about to say. I don’t do that? I don’t want that? Neither of those felt entirely true.

“I’ve never…” I tried again, but the sentence didn’t finish.

“I know,” she said. Her voice softened, just a little. “We don’t have to.”

That should’ve been the end of it. That should’ve given me an easy out, something to retreat into, something safe.

Instead, it did the opposite, because now the choice was mine, and I couldn’t ignore the way my body reacted to that.

The way my stomach tightened, low and warm. The way my skin felt too sensitive, too aware of every inch of space between us. The way that pull—quiet and constant since the lab—had sharpened into something I couldn’t pretend wasn’t there anymore.

I looked at her again. Really looked this time.

At the shape of her face in the dim light, the way her eyes stayed steady on mine, not pushing, not rushing. At the way her lips parted slightly, like she was just breathing, just existing, not trying to convince me of anything.

It didn’t feel like pressure. It felt like an opening.

My chest rose and fell slowly. This didn’t make sense. None of this made sense.

But I couldn’t stop wondering.

What would it feel like? That question settled into me, heavy and undeniable.

I leaned in before I could talk myself out of it, the motion more of a desperate gravity than a conscious choice.

It was small at first, just a tentative brush of my lips against hers that felt like testing the edge of a cliff I wasn’t sure I actually wanted to jump off. Her lips were impossibly soft, and that first contact sent a sharp, electric awareness through me that lit up every nerve ending I possessed.

My breath caught in my throat, my chest tightening as a heavy, unfamiliar heat settled low in my stomach, making my knees feel dangerously weak against the crate.

I should’ve pulled back while I still had a shred of my old identity intact, but I didn't. Instead, I leaned in further, my mouth searching for more of that softness until the hesitation cracked completely.

The kiss deepened, turning from a question into a demand as I pressed my lips firmly against hers, feeling the slick, hot slide of her tongue as she responded. The sensation was a physical jolt, a landslide of "oh my god" that I couldn't rationalize away.

My hand moved on its own, my fingers tangling in the damp hair at her neck and gripping her shoulder through the wet fabric of her shirt, needing to feel the solid, warm line of her body against mine.

This didn’t feel anything like the awkward, mechanical fumblings I was used to. It felt like something had finally clicked into place.

The kiss shifted again, turning hungrier as I tilted my head to get closer, my other hand sliding down to her side where my fingers dug into her waist as if I needed an anchor.

She responded instantly, her hand moving from my arm to the small of my back, pulling me flush against her so I could feel the soft weight of her breasts pressing into mine. That contact made my breath hitch against her mouth, a jagged sound of pure, unadulterated want that I’d never voiced before.

I wasn’t thinking anymore because I couldn't, my brain drowned out by the sheer, overwhelming reality of her—the taste of her mouth, the heat radiating off her skin, and the way my body was reacting like it had been waiting for this exact frequency my entire life.

The realization hit me in the middle of it, sudden and undeniable. I had never felt this before. Not with any guy I’d tried to like, not with any of the safe, predictable choices I’d made. This was different—stronger, more visceral, and so much more real than anything I’d ever imagined.

The thought was so jarring that I eventually pulled back just an inch, my chest rising and falling too fast as I tried to process the tectonic shift in my world. I stayed close enough that I could still feel the warmth of her breath on my lips, my eyes searching hers in the dim light of the observatory.

A soft, breathless "oh" slipped out of me because I didn't have anything else—no explanation, no neat way to package the fact that I wasn't who I thought I was.

All I knew was the quiet, overwhelming truth that the map I’d been following for twenty-one years was officially useless.

The "oh" was still vibrating in the small space between our mouths, a tiny sound that felt like it carried the weight of every lie I’d ever told myself. My heart was hammering against my ribs, so loud I could hear it over the rhythmic drumming of the rain against the copper dome.

I should’ve been terrified, or at the very least, I should’ve been pulling back to explain that this was all just a massive misunderstanding brought on by adrenaline and low oxygen.

Instead, my fingers tightened in the damp fabric of Morgan’s shirt, pulling her back toward me because the inch of space between us felt like a physical ache.

The shift from tentative to frantic happened in the space of a single breath. It wasn’t just a kiss anymore; it was a collision.

Morgan’s hands, which had been so steady and grounding on my waist, suddenly turned hungry. She pulled me flush against her, and the sensation of her breasts pressing into mine through our soaked layers sent a shock of heat straight to my core.

My brain was still trying to scream that I was straight, but my body was already halfway through an eviction notice for that particular identity.

"These clothes have to go," Morgan murmured against my lips, her voice a low, raspy vibration that made my knees go weak.

I didn't argue. I couldn't have even if I wanted to. I reached for the hem of her shirt with trembling fingers, my movements clumsy as I gripped the wet fabric. She was faster, her hands moving to the hem of my shirt and tugging it upward, the cool air of the observatory hitting my damp skin and making my nipples tighten instantly.

We fumbled in the dark, a mess of tangled limbs and the wet slap of denim hitting the dusty concrete floor, until there was nothing left between us but the static-charged air.

When I finally looked at her, really looked at her in the faint, silvery light filtering through the dome, I felt like I was seeing the stars for the first time without a telescope.

Morgan was beautiful in a way that felt dangerous to my peace of mind. The curve of her shoulders was strong and graceful, and the soft, heavy weight of her breasts looked perfect in the shadows.

I’d spent my whole life looking at my own body in the mirror and seeing only flaws, but looking at her, all I saw was a map I desperately wanted to follow. It was a realization that made my stomach flip—a deep, visceral appreciation for the female form that I couldn’t just blame on the storm anymore.

Morgan didn't give me time to overthink it. She stepped back into my space, her hands sliding up my arms to my neck, her thumbs tracing the line of my jaw before she leaned down to press her lips to the sensitive spot just below my ear.

I let out a jagged exhale, my head falling back as she began to worship my skin with a terrifying kind of focus. Her mouth moved slowly, tasting the salt and rain on my neck, her tongue darting out to graze my collarbone in a way that made a low moan hitch in my throat.

She trailed her path downward, her hands cupping the undersides of my breasts and lifting them toward her.

I watched, mesmerized and breathless, as she leaned in to take one aching peak into her mouth. The sensation was electric—the heat of her tongue contrasting with the cool air, the slight tug of her teeth sending a direct line of fire down to the knot of tension between my thighs.

I tangled my hands in her damp hair, arching my back to give her more, my straight-girl defenses completely shattered by the sheer, undeniable reality of how much I wanted this. By the time she moved to the other side, lingering and swirling her tongue until I was shaking, the only thing I knew for sure was that I never wanted her to stop.

Morgan didn't give me a chance to steady my breathing before she was guiding me backward, her hands firm on my hips as she steered me toward a stack of thick gear blankets they must have kept for emergencies.

I’d joked about not wanting my obituary to say I died a virgin in a dusty telescope shed, but I hadn't actually pictured this—the scratchy wool beneath my back, the deafening roar of the rain against the copper dome, and the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen kneeling between my legs.

My brain was still trying to maintain some pathetic grip on the idea that I was straight, but as Morgan’s hands slid up my inner thighs, pushing them wide, that logic felt like it was being washed away by the storm outside.

She didn't rush. She looked up at me for a heartbeat, her dark eyes intense and focused in the dim, silvery light, and I felt a fresh jolt of that magnetic pull that had been tugging at me since the lab.

When she leaned forward, the heat of her breath against my sensitive skin made my entire body shutter. There was a skillfulness to the way her fingers brushed against my folds, a softness I hadn't expected that made my breath hitch in a jagged, desperate rhythm.

Then she lowered her head, and I completely forgot how to speak. The first touch of her tongue was electric—a sharp, focused point of heat that sent a direct line of fire to the pit of my stomach.

I gripped the edges of the blankets, my knuckles turning white as I arched my back, my head falling back into the wool. She was relentless, her mouth moving with a rhythmic, swirling pressure that was so much more targeted than anything I’d ever experienced.

I could feel the wetness of her, the flick of her tongue against my clit, and the way she used her fingers to keep me open so she could reach every single nerve ending. It was overwhelming, a sensory overload that made me realize I hadn't been "waiting for the right guy" all these years; I’d just been waiting for this.

The tension in my muscles coiled tighter and tighter until I was shaking, my breath coming in short, needy gasps. Morgan didn't let up for a second, her hands shifting to my glutes to pull me even closer to her mouth, ensuring I couldn't escape the intensity of what she was doing.

I felt the climax building like the thunder rolling overhead—heavy, inevitable, and earth-shaking. When it finally hit, it wasn't the polite, fleeting sensation I was used to. It was an absolute white-out.

My vision blurred as my internal muscles clamped down in a rhythmic, pulsing release that felt like it was rewriting my entire nervous system. I let out a loud, uninhibited cry that was swallowed by the roar of the rain, my body finally going limp against the blankets as the aftershocks continued to roll through me.

I lay there for a long moment, my chest heaving, the cool air of the observatory hitting my sweat-slicked skin.

Morgan stayed right where she was for a second, her forehead resting against my thigh, before she looked up with a small, knowing smile that told me she knew exactly what she’d just done to my worldview. I reached down, my fingers trembling as I touched her shoulder, the "in-denial" part of me finally falling silent.

I was still shaking, my skin buzzing with a sensitivity that made the cool air of the observatory feel like a physical weight against my sweat-slicked body.

A strange heat settled in my chest, a need to reclaim the control I’d just completely surrendered. I looked down at Morgan, her face flushed and her breathing as jagged as mine, and I realized I didn't just want to be the one receiving this.

I reached out, my fingers digging into the firm muscle of her shoulders as I pulled her upward, rolling us over the scratchy wool blankets until I was the one hovering over her.

The "straight" girl in me should have been hesitating, but she was currently buried under a landslide of new, undeniable instincts. I watched the way Morgan’s hair fanned out against the dark fabric, her dark eyes tracking me with an intensity that made my stomach flip all over again.

I started with my hands, tracing the line from her throat down to her breasts, my thumbs grazing her nipples until they were as hard and sensitive as mine had been. When I slid my hand further down, I found she was already slick, her own arousal a hot, velvet invitation that I didn't need a map to follow.

I parted her outer labia with my fingers, exposing the hooded peak of her clit, and felt a surge of triumph when she let out a low, shaky breath at my touch.

I didn't wait for her to ask; I followed my hands with my mouth, lowering myself between her thighs. The scent of her was intoxicating—musk and salt and the lingering ozone from the storm outside.

I used my tongue to explore the soft folds of her first, tasting her fully before focusing my attention on that small, hard bud at the top. The first flick of my tongue against her clit made her hips buck off the blankets, her hands instantly tangling in my hair to hold me there. I discovered a rhythm I hadn’t known I possessed, a combination of firm, swirling pressure with my tongue and the slow, deep slide of two fingers into her entrance.

She was tight and scorching hot, her internal walls pulsing around my knuckles as I moved them in a relentless "come-hither" motion.

Morgan wasn't the composed, cool student from the lab anymore; she was arching her back, her breath coming in desperate, high-pitched hitches that spurred me on. I stayed focused, my jaw starting to ache but my need to see her break far outweighing the discomfort.

I increased the speed of my tongue, my fingers mimicking the frantic pace until she finally shattered. Her body went rigid, her internal muscles clamping down on my hand in a rhythmic, crushing grip as she cried out into the empty dome, her own earth-shaking peak finally meeting mine.

The roar of the rain had finally subsided, fading into a rhythmic, melodic patter against the copper dome that felt almost peaceful compared to the chaos of a few minutes ago. I lay there on the scratchy wool blankets, my chest still rising and falling in heavy, uneven bursts as the adrenaline slowly began to recede.

The air in the observatory had grown cool again, but the heat radiating from Morgan’s body, pressed firmly against my side, was enough to keep the chill at bay. My skin felt sensitized and humming, still buzzing from the contact of her mouth and fingers, and every time I shifted, I was reminded of the slick, heavy ache between my thighs that I hadn't even known was possible.

Morgan’s head was resting in the crook of my shoulder, her damp hair splayed across my collarbone like a dark, silk curtain. I reached down, my fingers still trembling slightly as I traced the line of her arm, feeling the solid muscle and the softness of her skin.

The "straight" girl I’d spent twenty-one years pretending to be was nowhere to be found, replaced by someone who felt terrifyingly awake and raw. I’d spent my whole life looking at maps and charts, trying to find my place in a universe that felt vast and indifferent, but sitting here in the dark with her, I realized I’d been looking at the wrong set of stars the entire time.

I looked up through the narrow shutter gap in the dome, watching as a single, bright star finally peeked through the dissipating clouds. It was probably Vega or Capella, something I should have been able to identify instantly for our project, but the name didn't matter anymore. The stars hadn't changed, but the person looking at them had.

Everything about my identity—the expectations I’d carried, the way I thought my life was supposed to go—felt like a faded photograph compared to the vivid, electric reality of the woman lying in my arms.

"You okay?" Morgan murmured, her voice a low, sleep-heavy rasp against my neck.

I didn't answer right away, mostly because I didn't have the words to describe the tectonic shift happening in my chest. Instead, I just tightened my hold on her, pulling her closer until there wasn't a single inch of space left between us.

"Yeah," I finally whispered, a small, honest smile tugging at my lips as I closed my eyes. "I think I’m finally exactly where I’m supposed to be."

We stayed like that for a long time, tangled together in the dark, until the exhaustion from the climb and the storm finally pulled us under, the astronomy project completely forgotten in favor of the much more important discovery we’d made right there on the floor.
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