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Start the Series from the Beginning

If you haven’t met Genesis and Aurora yet, their story begins in Craving Care—a tender introduction to the My Good Girl series.

Read Craving Care on Amazon

Each book follows their journey of trust, healing, and love, best enjoyed in order.


For the one who anchors me,
meets my strength with softness,
and lets me find my way back, again and again.
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A Note to the Reader:

This story explores intimacy, healing, and trust between consenting adults.
It contains themes of sensual power exchange, erotic lactation, and a D/s dynamic, as well as depictions of a homophobic incident and past sexual assault.

While these experiences are handled with care and focus on recovery and love, they may be triggering for some readers. Please take care of yourself and skip this book if those themes might be difficult for you.

For those who choose to stay—welcome back.
You’re in good hands.

Mature readers only.


Chapter One

Portland, Maine – May, the day after

“Hey. Gen. I just wanted to apologize.”

Pause.

It was the voice of Brittany Savoy, out of nowhere, on speaker. Genesis stared at the phone like it was a live grenade. She sat hunched on her thrift-store couch, still in the dark hoodie she’d worn to work that morning — its sleeves damp from the drizzle that never seemed to quit this time of year. Her dark hair was pulled into a messy ponytail, loose strands clinging to her temples. From the cracked window drifted the faint, cold smell of rain-wet concrete.

Since when did Brittany—or any of them—do phone calls?

“I was wrong about… everything. If we could just meet up, that would probably be best. Call me. Please.”

Click. The voicemail was over.

Genesis sat in her tiny studio apartment feeling like she’d been cracked open again, her ribs tight, breath shallow. The hum of the mini-fridge filled the silence, broken only by the drip of the faucet in the sink.

It seemed as if her old life was bleeding through the cracks of the new one.

Brittany, who had taken his side. Who had made it impossible for Genesis to go back to school, to group projects, to grocery stores without someone staring too long.

And now she wanted to “meet up.”

Sure. Maybe next lifetime.

Genesis tossed her phone onto the couch and immediately picked it back up again. Because the person she wanted to tell about this was Aurora.

But that thought alone made her stomach drop.

They had only met in person once, yesterday, but it had felt… more than real. Aurora’s voice still echoed in her mind, low and warm, the kind that smoothed the edges of things. Everything it touched. The texts since then were warm, grounding—tiny lifelines she reread when her anxiety clawed up throughout her workday. She could still see Aurora’s hands from their last night together, steady and sure, smelling faintly of some expensive lotion.

Talking to Aurora at that moment was what Genesis wanted most. But how did someone even start that conversation?

Hey, the girl who defended my rapist called, what do I do?

No. Too much. Too soon.

So instead, Genesis opened Snapchat and tapped Sherry’s name.

Her friend’s face appeared mid–chip crunch. “Gen! Oh my god, you look pale. What happened?”

Genesis let out a dry laugh and sniffled. “I need some advice?”

Sherry froze, narrowing her eyes. “On Aurora?”

“No.” Genesis rubbed her neck. “One of my old friends reached out.”

Sherry’s expression darkened. “Who?”

“Brittany,” Genesis said finally.

Sherry swore so loudly Genesis had to pull the phone back from her ear.

“She wants to meet up,” Genesis added, almost whispering.

Sherry scoffed. “For what? To apologize? Fuck her, you don’t need to meet up if you don’t want to. Ghost her.”

“I don’t know…” Genesis trailed off, walking aimlessly across her apartment. Her bare feet stuck slightly to the hardwood floor; the room smelled faintly of burnt toast from that morning. She picked up a chipped mug from the counter and started scraping off the ring of dried coffee with her thumbnail, the tiny sound sharp in the quiet. “It feels like if I don’t see her, it’ll just hang there forever.”

“Or,” Sherry said, “you could just block her number. You owe her nothing.”

Genesis huffed out a quiet laugh.

They talked for a while after that—about Sherry’s kids and how her husband had burned dinner again, about maybe playing a game with the group later if Genesis was up for it. The kind of talk that kept her from thinking too much.

Silence settled for a second, and then Genesis blurted, “Oh, by the way… I met up with her.”

Sherry’s head snapped up. “What? Today?”

“No, last night.” Genesis rubbed her sleeve over the counter, suddenly fascinated by a crumb that didn’t exist. “It was… well, kind of intense.” She squinted up at the ceiling, a faint smile tugging at her mouth. “But in a good way.”

“Oh, so you had sex?”

Genesis barked a laugh. “No. Not really.”

Sherry raised an eyebrow. “Not really?”

“I mean…” Genesis grinned, cheeks going pink. “We didn’t do much. Just—God, I’m bashful, like, actually bashful right now. Don’t tell the others about that. But I did something I’ve literally pictured a hundred times in my head, and it was better in real life.”

Sherry smirked. “That’s suspiciously vague. Did you eat her out?”

“No.”

“Did she eat you out?”

“No.”

“Did you 69?”

“NO!” Genesis covered her face with both hands, laughing into her palms. “It wasn’t even that wild! She just had her shirt off, I’ll say that. She brushed my hair back and rubbed my back. And it might sound dumb when I say it out loud, but it felt like—like my whole body exhaled.”

“Oh, that thing. You played with her boobs.”

“Played with?!” Genesis groaned, half-laughing, half-horrified. “You make it sound like I’m a teenage boy.”

“You can be sometimes, though.”

“Stoooooopp.”

They both burst out laughing.

When it finally quieted, Genesis smiled helplessly at the floor, swatting at the air. “Okay, I’ve said too much. Please tell me to shut up.”

Sherry’s grin softened. “No, you sound happy. That’s allowed.”

They lingered a few more minutes, their talk winding down into comfortable nonsense—food, shows, and small plans for later. It was the kind of easy chatter that left Genesis lighter than she’d realized.

When they hung up, she stayed by the window, the phone still warm in her hand. Between the buildings, a thin strip of ocean caught the light—pink and glassy, the kind that made everything look softer than it really was. In truth, the water was probably rough and frigid, the kind of cold that bit straight through you.

Thinking about Aurora had a calming effect on Genesis—like someone had turned the static in her head down. The whole day felt less jagged when she replayed that moment in her mind: Aurora’s hand on her shoulder, the quiet between them that hadn’t felt empty.

Maybe Sherry was right. The Brittany thing could wait. She didn’t owe anyone explanations, not today anyway.

Though it always felt like she did. That weight never really left—just shifted, softer now, sitting somewhere in her chest.

She rubbed at her arm and glanced down at her outfit: it was time to change into something else. She still smelled faintly of espresso, the scent clinging like habit. The clock edged toward four; she should probably get dinner, maybe throw in a load of laundry—or just stand here a little longer, letting the quiet stretch. Waiting, without really admitting she was.

Her phone stayed dark. No new messages.

Genesis smiled to herself—small, tired, but genuine. She wanted Aurora to make the first move today—to call, to show she still wanted this, wanted her. She hoped what they’d shared wasn’t just a moment caught in strange timing, but something steady. Something that could maybe… last forever.

***

Genesis didn’t feel like cooking. The thought of another frozen meal in her tiny microwave made her skin itch, so she grabbed her jacket and went out. The air smelled like low tide and takeout grease, the sidewalks glowing faintly from the drizzle earlier in the evening.

She told herself she’d just walk—maybe grab a burger or tacos, something simple. She wasn’t trying to take a trip down memory lane. But her feet carried her toward her old college anyway, down the stretch of downtown where she used to stop for coffee and a chocolate croissant before night classes.

She’d almost reached the corner when a familiar silver SUV slowed beside her.

“Genesis?”

Her stomach tightened before she even turned.

The window rolled down, and her stepmom leaned over the center console, cardigan over a floral dress, her usual gentle smile lighting up her face. Genesis always thought Rena looked so young—her skin soft, her hair brushed back loosely, like someone who still believed the world could be kind. Rena sometimes looked younger than Genesis herself, though she was nearly her father’s age.

“Hi, sweetheart,” Rena said. “We’re just grabbing dinner—Thai tonight. The kids insisted.”

In the backseat, Nathan and Lila waved, all cheeks and grins. Genesis waved back automatically, warmth and ache colliding in her chest.

“Do you want to join us?” Rena asked. “We’re just getting takeout and going back to the house.”

For a moment, Genesis pictured it—the kitchen light, the smell of rice and lemongrass, Lila dropping noodles on the table. But the image was quickly replaced by the one she’d been waiting for all evening: her phone lighting up with Aurora’s name.

“Oh, no, that’s okay,” Genesis said quickly. “I’m not really in the mood for Thai.”

Rena nodded, her smile soft but uncertain. “Well, if you change your mind, we’ll have plenty. You could come by this weekend too, maybe for dinner—or church, if you feel up to it.”

Before Genesis could answer, a car behind them honked—short, impatient.

Rena flinched and fumbled for her purse. “Oh—sorry, hold on.” She dug out two folded twenties, smoothing them with her thumb before leaning across the passenger seat to hand them through the open window.

“Here, get yourself something nice, okay?”

“Rena, you don’t have to—”

“I want to,” she said firmly, though her tone stayed gentle. “You’re always welcome over. Don’t forget that.”

The car behind them honked again, longer this time.

“Go,” Genesis laughed, stepping back onto the curb.

Rena smiled, a little flustered. “Love you, sweetheart. We’ll see you soon?”

Genesis nodded. “Yeah. Love you too.”

She watched the SUV pull away, the sound of the turn signal fading down the street. The bills felt crisp and warm in her hand. She slipped them into her pocket and started walking again, not sure where she was headed now—only that she suddenly wanted something simple. Something that didn’t come with any memories.

***

By eight, the sky outside had gone that deep gray-blue that made everything feel smaller. Genesis had eaten dinner quick—an Italian sub she’d grabbed from the grocery store on her way home—and halfheartedly logged on to game with the group.

The walk back had been quiet, the kind where streetlights flicker past and leave too much room for thinking. She kept replaying the moment with Rena, that soft “Love you, sweetheart,” and how easy it had been to smile and pretend she wasn’t already somewhere else in her head.

Now, sitting in her tiny apartment, her mind kept looping back to her phone on the counter—silent, screen dark.

She told herself Aurora was probably just busy. She was a psychiatrist—people needed her. Genesis liked that about her, liked imagining her as this calm, steady presence in someone else’s chaos. It made her feel safe, even from afar.

Then her phone buzzed.

Incoming video call: Aurora.

Genesis froze. She actually froze, staring like an idiot at her screen until it stopped ringing.

“Shit!” She fumbled, nearly dropped her phone, hit redial with trembling fingers, and her heart pounded when Aurora’s face appeared—soft lighting, dewy skin, pajama top, hair loose around her shoulders. She looked too good for a video call.

“Hi,” Aurora said, smiling. “Sorry I didn’t text much today. It’s been one of those days.”

Genesis blinked, words failing. “Oh, yeah, no—it’s okay. I, uh, totally figured you were busy saving the world or… curing depression or something.”

Aurora laughed, low and warm. “Hardly. Just a full caseload. But I thought of you.”

That made Genesis’s chest tighten. “Yeah?”

“Mhm.”

Genesis laughed nervously and bit her lip, searching for the words.

Aurora laughed again. “How was your day?”

“Oh, I worked the morning rush,” Genesis said, propping her chin in her hand. “Pretty standard day. Nothing really to report.”

They talked for a while—about Aurora’s day, the lake, the way loons sounded at dusk. Aurora mentioned having yogurt and granola for breakfast, which somehow spiraled into a ten-minute tangent about how Genesis wasn’t technically lactose-intolerant—she just preferred non-dairy yogurt. Aurora’s laughter through the phone felt like sunlight through clouds.

At some point Genesis blurted, “I can’t wait to see you again.”

Aurora’s smile softened. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

“You were?”

Aurora nodded.

“Like I said, you’re welcome to come stay with me sometime. The water will be perfect in about a month. It’s a little quiet, maybe, but…”

“I like quiet,” Genesis said too fast.

“The quiet is healing, it really is. It’s so nice to get away. I think you’d love it.”

For a moment, Genesis just looked at her—the way Aurora’s eyes crinkled when she smiled, how comfortable she seemed in her own space. Noticing Genesis’s stare, Aurora laughed softly and looked away.

“Are we exclusive?” Genesis asked.

Aurora’s expression didn’t change much, just softened even more. “Yes.”

“I know we talked about it a little yesterday before we, you know—but I just wanted to make sure.”

“You’re asking me to be your girlfriend?”

“Yes.”

“I accept,” Aurora said, smiling. “Will you be mine?”

“Absolutely yes.”

Genesis couldn’t stop grinning. It was the kind of smile that made her cheeks ache—silly, breathless, too much all at once. Girlfriend almost sounded too small for what she felt, like trying to hold the ocean in a paper cup.

“You look beautiful tonight,” Genesis said, voice softer now.

Aurora’s smile warmed. “Thank you. So do you.”

Something in the way she said it—the calm certainty—made Genesis’s stomach flip. Her tone dropped without her meaning to, lower and a little rough. “You’re a really good kisser.”

Aurora laughed, a quiet, musical sound that made Genesis’s skin prickle. Her eyes lingered on Aurora’s neck, the steady rise and fall of her breathing. She could almost feel it—how Aurora might guide her in the dark, a hand over hers, calm and sure.

Genesis bit her lip, heat rising to her cheeks. “Sorry,” she murmured, laughing too. “That just slipped out.”

Aurora tilted her head, amused. “Don’t be sorry.”

For a second, neither of them spoke. The distance between them felt too wide—pixels and miles instead of air. Genesis wanted to close it, to feel the warmth of Aurora’s skin again, to fall asleep in that calm voice.

She looked around her tiny apartment, half a thought forming before she could stop it. “When’s your next day off?”

Aurora smiled. “I usually take the weekends off. Sometimes Wednesdays. Why do you ask?”

Genesis hesitated, then said, “Would you want to come to my place sometime? It’s really small, but I could cook dinner for you.”

Aurora’s eyes softened. “I’d love that. How about Friday night?”

Genesis’s heart jumped. “Friday works. I’ll, uh, figure something out with work.”

“Then it’s a date,” Aurora said.

“Yeah,” Genesis breathed, still smiling. “It’s a date.”

***

The café was louder that week—early summer tourists, clattering dishes, espresso machines hissing like angry cats. Genesis was halfway through her shift when Kendra called her over.

“Hey, can you help Jed with the register? He’s still getting used to the layout.”

Jed was tall, polite, and too confident for someone on day three. He smiled like he already belonged there.

“Did we go to school together?” he asked, squinting at her nametag. “You look familiar.”

Genesis froze for half a second, searching his face. He did look familiar—maybe one of his friends, or someone who’d been at those same crowded college parties. The air around her seemed to thicken, the sounds of the café dulling for a moment before snapping back too loud.

“Maybe,” she said, forcing a smile. “Small city.”

He laughed, oblivious. “Yeah, guess so.”

The rest of her shift passed in a blur of spilled coffee and polite laughter. When Kendra mentioned needing extra help Saturday, Genesis jumped in too fast. “Could Jed cover me?”

Kendra blinked. “Probably. You okay?”

“Yeah, just… something came up.”

“Alright, fine. We’ll ask him when he comes back from break.”

By Thursday, Genesis’s nerves had dulled into exhaustion. She’d started coming home, dropping her apron by the door, and logging on to game just long enough to unwind before Aurora called. Those calls had become her anchor.

They talked about everything and nothing—what Aurora made for dinner, a stray cat Genesis had seen outside the café, the way Aurora’s baby had finally started sleeping through the night.

Sometimes Aurora tilted the phone just enough for Genesis to glimpse the lake outside her window, moonlight moving like breath across the water. Other times, Genesis caught herself watching the way Aurora’s collarbone shifted when she laughed, or how she brushed her hair behind her ear when she was thinking.

“Did you eat anything real today?” Aurora teased at one point.

“Define real,” Genesis said, grinning. “If coffee with creamer counts, then yes. Otherwise… questionable.”

Aurora smiled softly, that half-knowing, half-indulgent look that always made Genesis’s pulse stumble. “You have to take care of yourself, Genesis.”

“I am,” Genesis said quietly. “Talking to you counts.”

Aurora’s expression softened even further, and Genesis had to look away for a second, her throat tightening.

They kept talking like that—comfortable and close, weaving between teasing and tenderness until Genesis forgot the rest of the week entirely. Sometimes she caught herself smiling at her screen, cheeks warm, heart steady in a way it hadn’t been for a long time.

She wanted to tell Aurora about Jed, about the tension that had coiled in her chest all week at work—but she didn’t. Aurora had enough on her plate, and Genesis didn’t want to trade her calm for worry.

Instead, she just listened to Aurora’s voice, letting it pull the air taut between them, sweet and electric.

Thursday night, Genesis stayed up late cleaning her apartment. She changed her sheets, wiped down the counters, even bought flowers on her way home from work.

By Friday afternoon the café was chaos—orders stacking, people talking over each other, burns on her hands from the milk steamer—but the hours blurred into adrenaline. When she finally clocked out and slid into her car, her hands ached, her body buzzing with relief.

She pulled into her parking lot just after three, sun slanting through the windshield. Her apartment was spotless, dinner ingredients waiting on the counter, flowers already opening in a vase by the window.

Aurora would be there soon.

***

The pan sizzled softly as Genesis hovered by the stove, trying not to check her phone every thirty seconds. When it finally rang, she jumped.

“Hello, beautiful.”

“Hey.” Aurora’s voice came warm, as if she were smiling through the line—steady but a little rushed. “I just got off the highway, heading toward you now. What’s your street again?”

Genesis wiped her hands on a towel, trying to sound casual. “Cumberland. It’s a brick building—street runs parallel to Congress. You can’t miss it.”

“Okay,” Aurora said, her tone softening. “Should I just park out front?”

“There’s a little lot behind the building,” Genesis said. “I’ll meet you down there.”

“Perfect. See you soon.”

The call ended, and for a second Genesis just stood there, staring at the steak in the pan, listening to the faint hiss of butter turning brown. Her pulse felt too quick for something as ordinary as dinner. She turned off the burner, grabbed her jacket, and stepped outside.

The air hit her all at once—cool, salty, and alive. It was an early June evening in Maine, the kind where the sun dipped slow and low, painting everything in diluted gold. The faint tang of the ocean carried on the breeze, mingling with the scent of wet asphalt. She tucked her hands into her pockets and started toward the parking lot.

Aurora’s car was easy to spot, headlights cutting through the long shadows. Genesis lifted a hand, and Aurora rolled her window down as she pulled in.

She rolled her window down, smiling when she saw Genesis waiting near the curb.

“This the right place?” she called, teasing just a little—because of course it was, Genesis was standing right there.

Genesis opened her mouth to answer, but the smile caught her off guard. Aurora looked radiant—magical, even. The kind of beauty that felt impossible up close. Her makeup was perfect, her hair catching what was left of the sunlight in soft, deliberate waves.

“Yeah,” Genesis said finally, pointing toward the far corner. “You can park right there—it’s open.”

Aurora nodded, still smiling, and Genesis had to glance away, her pulse flickering like static under her skin.

Aurora smiled, shifting into reverse. “Good. I was afraid I’d have to circle the block.”

“Not tonight,” Genesis said, grinning despite herself.

Aurora parked and got out, closing the car door with a soft click. She wore a cropped gray jacket over a white tee, black trousers that caught the light just enough to look expensive, and clean gray Adidas shoes. Her hair moved in the breeze, catching the last of the sun.

“Hi,” Aurora said, voice quieter now.

“Hi.” Genesis’s breath fogged faintly in the chill as she pushed her glasses up. “You found it.”

“You’re very good at directions.” Aurora smiled and reached into the back seat. “These are for you.”

A bouquet of bright pink roses, wrapped in brown paper.

Genesis’s chest went tight. “You didn’t have to.”

“I wanted to.”

Aurora stepped closer as she offered them, close enough that Genesis caught the faint trace of her perfume—clean, but with a smoky undertone that lingered like warmth after a flame. It was subtle, expensive, and dizzying.

For a breath, neither of them moved. They were standing close enough that Genesis could see the soft shimmer at Aurora’s cheekbone, the dark ring around the gray of her eyes. Aurora hesitated, her smile faltering into something unsure, like she didn’t know whether to lean in or wait for Genesis to decide.

Genesis’s pulse stuttered. She shifted the flowers in her hands, the paper crackling softly between them.

“Come on up,” she said, her voice quiet but certain. “It’s a bit of a climb—third floor, no elevator.”

Aurora laughed under her breath, the tension easing but not quite disappearing. “I like the building. Looks historic.”

“Probably is,” Genesis said, her hands moving in that unthinking, animated way she did when she was nervous.

They started toward the door together, the air between them alive with everything unsaid.


Chapter Two

Genesis unlocked the door and pushed it open, stepping aside to let Aurora in first.

“It’s small,” she said immediately, half laughing. “Like, really small. Please don't judge me too harshly.”

Aurora smiled as she stepped inside, her eyes moving slowly over the space. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

The apartment was tidy in that over-cleaned way that happens when someone’s been preparing for days. The faint scent of disinfectant cleaner lingered under the richer smells of garlic and caramelized onions. Genesis took Aurora’s coat carefully, hanging it on the single empty hook by the door. They both slipped off their shoes, the hardwood floor cool beneath their feet.

The dining table—really just a two-seater pressed against the wall—had been transformed. Genesis had set out two plates and folded napkins, soft jazz drifting from the Alexa in the corner. The red roses she’d bought earlier stood proudly in a ceramic vase at the center.

“Oh,” Aurora said, her smile widening. “You got roses too.”

“They’re yours,” Genesis said quickly. “I mean—mine for you, I guess. Yours for me? Anyway.” She laughed at herself and carried the pink ones to the kitchen. “Let me put these in water before I ruin them.”

Aurora followed a few steps, pausing near the corner where the kitchen opened into the room. Genesis could feel her eyes on her back, the sound of running water soft and steady in the small space. The flowers went on the stand by the window. Then Genesis grabbed the red roses from the table and set them beside the others, the colors mingling—hot pink and deep red.

“I love them together,” Aurora said. “They look like they were meant to be here.”

Genesis felt her face warm. “Yeah. I think so too.”

They stood there a moment, just looking at each other across the small room. The air felt heavy, thick with everything that had been sitting between them all week. Genesis could feel it in her chest—how much she'd missed Aurora, how new everything still was between them, how terrifying and perfect it all felt at once.

Aurora's gaze softened, something shifting in her expression that Genesis couldn't quite read but felt like permission. Like she was saying yes to whatever was about to happen.

She stepped closer, her heartbeat quick and uncertain, excitement and nerves winding together in her chest.

Aurora met her halfway, her hand finding Genesis's lower back, fingers pressing just enough to pull her closer until they touched—breast to breast, the soft fabric of their shirts no barrier at all. From inches away, Aurora's eyes caught the light, her lashes long enough to soften the intensity of her gaze. Genesis could feel Aurora's breath, warm and steady against her cheek, and her own eyes fluttered shut. Then Aurora's hand moved upward, fingers tangling gently in the hair at the nape of her neck, guiding her into a kiss that was slow, certain, everything Genesis had been dreaming of.

The kiss began softly—a hesitant meeting, a question—and deepened into something hungrier, surer. Aurora’s lips were warm and deliberate, moving against hers with a slow intensity that sent a shiver through her. Genesis’s hands found their way into Aurora’s hair, fingers tangling as she drew her closer, giving in to the pull she’d tried to ignore all week.

Their breaths mingled, shallow and uneven, the air between them growing thick with something that felt like both invitation and hesitation. Genesis's mind went quiet, the way it did sometimes when she watched moonlight move across the lake through Aurora's phone screen. Everything outside this small, overheated space fell away—the jazz still playing softly, the roses on the windowsill, even the lingering scent of garlic from the stove. There was only the warmth of Aurora's hand spreading against her lower back, the faint trace of perfume that had clung to Aurora's jacket now wrapping around them both. Genesis could feel her own heartbeat in her throat, fast and unsteady, and for a terrifying, wonderful moment, she thought maybe Aurora could feel it too—could feel how long she'd been waiting for this without ever quite letting herself admit it.

When they finally broke apart, Genesis smiled, breath catching in her throat, cheeks flushed. “Are you hungry?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, edged with a new, quiet confidence.

“Actually starving,” Aurora said, her smile matching hers, eyes still soft with promise. “What did you make? It smells amazing.”

“Steak. Hopefully not ruined.”

Reluctantly, Genesis stepped back and pulled out a chair for her. “Sit. I’ll plate everything.”

Aurora slipped into the chair, resting her chin on one hand as she watched Genesis move around the kitchen. “I can’t believe you made dinner after working all week.”

“It felt like a good excuse to cook something that didn’t come from a box,” Genesis said, arranging the food with careful hands.

Aurora laughed softly. “I'm sure it's amazing.”

“I’m just pretending I’m on one of those cooking shows,” Genesis said. “If it burns, I’ll fake confidence.”

“That’s very professional of you,” Aurora teased.

Genesis grinned, bringing the plates over. “Fake it till you make it, right?”

Aurora’s laughter filled the little apartment, warm and easy. Genesis brought the food over and set it on the table, then lit the candles and switched off the main lights, leaving only the soft glow above the sink.

She sat down at the table, knees almost touching Aurora’s, the candlelight flickering between them. The food wasn’t perfect—slightly overdone steak, butter pooling unevenly—but Aurora didn’t seem to care. She ate slowly, listening as Genesis talked about work, her favorite regulars, and the strange joy of learning latte art.

Aurora smiled between bites, her eyes full of something that made Genesis feel warm all over.

“What happened to the stray cat you saw at work?”

Genesis looked thoughtful. “I don’t know. When I finished my orders and went back out, it was gone. It’s strange—I never see stray cats downtown. I wish I’d brought it home with me. I’ve always wanted a cat. It was so cute.”

“I’m sure someone helped it,” Aurora said gently. “Do you want to go to the shelter sometime? There’s one near my house.”

Genesis’s heart skipped a beat. She liked plans—the kind that promised Aurora would still be there months down the road, maybe even years. She nodded. “That might be good. We could do that sometime.”

Aurora told her about the lake, about how quiet it got at night, and how her baby was staying with her mom for the weekend.

After dinner, Genesis gathered their plates, hesitating only when Aurora stood to help. “Sit. Please. I’ve got it.”

Aurora smiled, soft and appreciative. “All right.”

When Genesis turned off the kitchen light and came back, the apartment felt smaller again—but in a good way. Intimate. The kind of closeness she’d dreamed of.

They moved to the couch, sitting close enough that their shoulders brushed. The candlelight flickered across the room, catching in Aurora’s hair. For a moment neither of them said anything. The jazz hummed low, a saxophone murmuring through the quiet.

Genesis smiled, heart unsteady but full. “This is… kind of perfect. I mean, I think.”

Aurora’s eyes met hers, warm and steady. “It is.”

Genesis was already wondering if Aurora would stay the night; in her mind, the answer was clearly yes. It was getting late, after all.

Aurora shifted on the couch, her legs folded gracefully beneath her, while Genesis leaned back, one foot resting on the coffee table in a posture that felt casual, comfortable, almost domestic. Aurora reached over and took her hands, beginning to knead them gently, her fingers working the tension from Genesis’s palms and knuckles. The touch was soothing—steady, sure—but carried a quiet charge beneath it.

As Aurora continued to massage her hands, she lifted Genesis’s fingers to her lips and brushed a soft kiss across her knuckles. Their eyes met and held, and Genesis’s breath caught, a shiver running down her spine at the tenderness of it. Aurora’s gaze was intense, filled with affection and something deeper—longing that left Genesis utterly breathless.

Aurora moved closer, her motions fluid and sure. With a gentle but deliberate touch, she guided Genesis back until her head met the couch cushion — the gesture both commanding and tender. Genesis yielded easily, her heart thudding as Aurora leaned in, her lips finding hers in a deep, unhurried kiss that left no room for doubt. She removed her glasses and put them on the coffee table.

Their lips moved together, a dance of exploration and longing, each touch igniting a fire that burned deeper with every passing second. Aurora's hand held the back of Genesis's neck, guiding her closer, deepening the kiss with a fervor that matched her own. Genesis's hands found their way to Aurora's waist, her fingers gripping Aurora's hips with a hunger that surprised even herself. The contact sent a jolt of pleasure through her, a moan escaping her lips and mingling with Aurora's in their passionate kiss. The sound was low, but she was sure Aurora heard it.

Aurora responded with a soft, approving hum, her own body pressing more firmly against Genesis's, as if seeking to absorb every inch of her. The moment pulsed with quiet intensity—each touch a give and take that left them both unsteady and yearning for more.

Aurora's lips trailed from Genesis's mouth to her cheek, placing a soft, sweet kiss that sent shivers down her spine. She then moved to Genesis's neck, her kisses gentle and teasing, a promise of more to come. Aurora’s touch carried both authority and tenderness—a seamless blend of power and care.

Aurora's hand moved to Genesis's cheek, her thumb gently massaging in a soothing rhythm. The gesture was intimate, a silent communication of trust and affection. Genesis's eyes fluttered closed, her body melting into the touch, completely surrendering to the moment.

Then it happened: Genesis’s eyes stung before she even realized she was crying. She blinked fast, trying to stop the tears, but they slipped free anyway—soft, helpless.

Aurora pulled away and hovered above her, searching her face, then gathered her close. Her arms wrapped around Genesis’s shoulders, firm and steady, her hands moving in slow circles down her back. She pressed a kiss to the top of Genesis’s head—light, lingering, the kind that made Genesis’s chest tighten even more.

It only deepened the ache. She knew if she stayed there, she’d start sobbing for real. So after a few moments, she drew in a breath and sat up, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand.

“I’m gonna grab some water,” she murmured, voice soft and uneven. She stood, brushing at her hair as if that might make her feel normal again. “You want some?”

Aurora nodded, still watching her gently. “Sure. That'd be great. Thank you.”

Genesis crossed to the kitchen, blowing out the candles as she went. Darkness gathered softly behind her, replaced by the hush of running water. The small, ordinary act steadied her—a quiet return to herself.

Genesis returned with two glasses, passing one to Aurora before sinking back onto the couch. Her throat still ached, but the water helped—something solid, something simple. Aurora watched her for a moment, then set her glass down, leaning forward slightly.

“Hey,” she said softly. “You don’t have to hold it all together for me.”

Genesis gave a shaky laugh, staring down at her hands. “Yeah, well. Kind of feels like if I start crying, I won’t stop. So I try not to do it.”

Aurora’s smile was gentle. “That’s a lot to hold.”

That made Genesis’s chest tighten all over again. She looked up and found only warmth in Aurora’s eyes—no pity, no urge to fix, just care.

After a quiet moment, Aurora tilted her head, her tone softening. “Want to watch a movie?” She nodded toward the TV.

Genesis’s stomach sank. That wasn’t what she’d imagined for their romantic night. “We could…”

“Do you like horror movies?”

Genesis blinked, caught off guard. “Horror? Hell yeah.”

Aurora’s mouth curved. “Paranormal or slasher?”

That earned a reluctant grin. “Paranormal, I guess. I like the atmosphere—the buildup. But sometimes the consistency of a slasher is comforting. You always know who’s next.”

“Good,” Aurora said, reaching for the remote. “Then you pick. I’ll watch whatever gives you goosebumps.”

The ache in Genesis’s chest eased, replaced by a faint warmth. She nodded and switched on the TV, the soft light spilling across the room. The quiet between them felt unforced, companionable. Aurora sat cross-legged beside her, her thigh brushing Genesis’s knee as she scrolled through titles.

“What about zombies?” Genesis asked.

“Zombies are good,” Aurora said.

After a bit more scrolling, Genesis landed on The Walking Dead.

The first episode opened to dark hallways and the sound of flies. The glow of the screen cast pale light over Aurora’s face, her features calm but alert. Genesis felt her watching the TV too intently—until a sudden noise made Aurora flinch and let out a small, startled yelp.

Genesis burst into laughter, then instantly felt terrible for it. “It’s okay, he survives. Wait—have you never seen this?”

Aurora pressed a hand to her chest, smiling ruefully. “Okay, no. I’ve never watched it.”

“How have you never seen this?! Like, not at all?” Genesis teased, turning toward her in disbelief.

“I was getting my master’s when it came out,” Aurora said. “And it just never called to me, I guess.”

“Oh wow.” Genesis chuckled. “That's understandable. I can change it if you want.”

Aurora hesitated, eyes flicking back to the screen. “No… I’m not sure yet. Let’s keep watching. You can protect me if I get too scared.”

Genesis smirked, heart pounding. “Deal.”

The room settled into low light and easy laughter, the tension from earlier fading into the quiet rhythm of shared distraction. Aurora’s curiosity kicked in after a while—asking who was who, what everyone's secret was, what the point of the farm was. She kept answering, pausing here and there to explain, then skipped ahead to her favorite season once Aurora told her it was okay.

At some point, her arm found its way around Aurora’s shoulders. It wasn’t planned, just… comfortable. Aurora leaned in without a word, her head resting lightly against Genesis’s collarbone.

By the second episode, Genesis had slouched into her usual wide, relaxed sprawl, her hand tracing lazy patterns on Aurora’s arm as the screen flickered. The world on TV was falling apart, but here, in the quiet glow of the apartment, everything felt safe—strangely, unexpectedly safe.

When Aurora looked up, their eyes met—sudden, electric—and for a heartbeat, the room seemed to hold its breath. Genesis leaned in, her lips brushing softly against Aurora’s in a gentle, questioning kiss. Aurora’s hands lifted, cupping Genesis’s face with gentle certainty as the kiss deepened, their breaths warm and close.

The world around them blurred to nothing, the murmur of the TV fading into a distant hum. Every breath, every heartbeat narrowed to the warmth between them. Aurora shifted, slow and deliberate, until she was straddling Genesis’s lap, the glow of the screen tracing light along her cheek. Genesis’s hands moved slowly, tracing the curve of Aurora’s spine before settling at her hips, drawing her closer. Then to massaging her thighs. Their mouths met again, unhurried, deepening with every breath. Aurora’s fingers skimmed the soft skin of Genesis’s neck, her shoulders, the rise of her chest—each touch quiet, careful. Then she broke away, her lips finding a path along Genesis’s jaw, down to the hollow of her throat, where her breath came out as a whisper against her skin. She sat up slowly, cupping Genesis’s face in both hands.

For a long moment, Aurora didn’t move. She just sat there, looking down at Genesis—her breath steady, eyes soft with something unspoken. Genesis leaned back against the couch, her pulse thrumming in her throat, hands still resting at Aurora’s hips as if afraid to break the moment.

Aurora’s touch gentled, her thumbs tracing slow, grounding circles along Genesis’s cheeks before gliding down the line of her jaw. She threaded her fingers through Genesis’s hair—tender, electric—until Genesis’s eyes fluttered back, another shiver running through her. Neither spoke. The world outside—the TV’s glow, the whisper of dialogue they weren’t hearing—faded into stillness.

To Genesis, Aurora looked almost otherworldly in the dim light—her face touched by shifting shadows and silver-blue from the screen, eyes luminous, every breath between them fragile and alive. It was impossible to tell how much time passed like that, only that each quiet second seemed to fold in on itself, stretching into something infinite.

The air stilled, waiting. Genesis gathered Aurora into her arms, the pull born of equal parts yearning and quiet desperation. She pressed her cheek against Aurora’s chest, breathing in the faint, floral scent that instantly steadied her. Aurora’s arms came around her in return, warm and sure, her lips brushing Genesis’s hair in a quiet reassurance.

Genesis’s hand began to explore, tracing the curve of Aurora’s side, then drifting upward to rest gently on her breast. Aurora hummed softly, a sound of contentment and invitation, as Genesis’s fingers brushed against the padding beneath her shirt. Genesis’s breath caught, wondering how to do what she wanted to.

With a gentle smile, Aurora pulled away slightly, her hands moving to the hem of her shirt. She lifted it, revealing the smooth expanse of her skin, and unlatched her bra, removing the nursing pads with a slow, deliberate motion. Her breasts were full, nipples large and swollen. Genesis’s breath stilled and her hands moved from Aurora's waist to her back pulling her closer, until Aurora's breasts were just a few inches from her face. Genesis licked her lips, her eyes looking up to search Aurora’s, the unspoken question clear in the silence between them.

Aurora took Genesis’s hand, guiding it to her breast. Genesis’s touch was tentative at first, her fingers kneading the soft skin with a mixture of need and curiosity. Aurora’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, a soft sigh escaping her lips. “Gentle,” she whispered, her voice a soft caress in the quiet room.

Genesis leaned forward, her eyes locked with Aurora’s as she brought her mouth to the swollen nipple. She licked gently, her tongue circling the sensitive peak, tasting it, before taking it fully into her mouth. Aurora gasped, her fingers tangling in Genesis’s hair, pulling her closer. The room was filled with the soft sounds of their breathing, the gentle suckling, and the occasional whisper of encouragement or pleasure.

“You’re doing so well, Mommy’s very proud,” Aurora whispered.

That hit Genesis in the gut, surprising her so much that she nearly bit down, but it was only a nibble. She broke away her face flushed.

“I’m sorry!” Genesis looked up at Aurora, breathless.

Aurora giggled, a soft sound that broke the tension. “It’s okay, I barely felt anything.” She hesitated, then added with a shy grin, “Was that okay to say?”

Genesis nodded quickly. “It was really good. Do you… want to move to the bed?”

“Yes.”

Aurora tugged her shirt back into place and rose from Genesis’s lap, reaching for the remote to switch off the TV. The sudden quiet made Genesis aware of her own heartbeat. She stood too, legs a little unsteady, and leaned against the couch to catch her breath.

“Are you okay?” Aurora asked gently.

“I think so,” Genesis murmured, still a little dizzy.

Aurora crossed the space between them and took her hand, fingers lacing through hers before tipping Genesis’s chin upward with the other. “Why don’t we turn a light on?”

“Yeah,” Genesis said softly. “There’s a lamp by the bed.”

They made their way across the small room together. Genesis sat on the edge of the bed while Aurora turned on the lamp, its warm glow spilling over them. Then Aurora knelt in front of her, and Genesis’s pulse jumped, a nervous flutter rising in her chest.

Aurora knelt in front of her, searching her face. “Hey,” she said softly. “We don’t have to do anything else tonight, okay? I just want you to feel safe.”

Genesis’s stomach tightened, dread flickering like she’d done something wrong. But Aurora reached for her hands, thumbs brushing gently over her knuckles.

“I’m not pulling away,” Aurora went on, her voice calm, steady. “I just mean there’s no rush. We have time. All the time we need. You don’t have to prove anything to me.”

Her eyes stayed on Genesis’s, open and kind. “It’s our second date, but I already know I want to understand you, not just… move through this too fast. I care about how you feel, every step of it.”

Something in Genesis gave way then—the tension, the fear. She let out a shaky breath, her shoulders softening as Aurora’s words sank in.

Aurora smiled faintly, rising just enough to brush her hand along Genesis’s cheek. “Come here,” she murmured, pulling her gently into her arms.

They shifted together, slow and wordless, pulling back the covers and climbing beneath them. The sheets were cool against their skin, the lamplight soft and golden. Aurora settled on her side, one arm open in quiet invitation.

Genesis fit herself there without thinking, her forehead resting against Aurora’s collarbone, her hand finding the steady rise and fall of her breathing. Aurora's breasts were warm and left wet circles on the white T-shirt. Genesis nuzzled into her and rested her arm across Aurora's waist.

“Let’s just stay like this for a while,” Aurora whispered.

And Genesis did—melting into the warmth, realizing that maybe what she’d wanted all along wasn’t to rush toward closeness, but to finally feel safe inside it.

They lay facing each other, the soft lamplight washing the room in gold. Genesis could feel Aurora’s breath against her cheek, steady and calm—an anchor in the storm still humming in her chest. On a nearby table a small green clock read 11:30 pm.

“Can I ask you something?” Genesis said quietly, still wrapped up in Aurora.

Aurora’s eyes opened, focused, patient. “Of course.”

Genesis hesitated, searching for words that didn’t sound as fragile as she felt. “Could you… maybe touch me? Just over my clothes.”

Aurora didn’t move right away. Her gaze stayed on Genesis’s, steady and kind. “Are you sure?”

Genesis gave a small nod. “Yes.”

Aurora shifted so she was propped up on her elbow, her hand moving with careful intent, never breaking eye contact. Genesis pushed her hair behind her so it flowed down the pillow and she watched Aurora’s every move. She hovered, waiting for another silent nod before closing the last inch of space. Her touch was gentle, exploratory, grounding rather than demanding.

Her hand moved down between Genesis's breasts, tracing the curve of her stomach, and slipping between her hip bones. Genesis's lips parted as she took a deep breath, her body responding to the gentle exploration. Aurora leaned down, pressing a sweet kiss to her lips before pausing, allowing the moment to linger. Genesis, her eyes fluttering closed, took Aurora's bottom lip between her own, sucking softly before returning the kiss with a gentle intensity. She then lay back, her body more relaxed.

She put a hand over Aurora's and guided her lower. Aurora went from Genesis's hip to her inner thigh, caressing her there for a moment, but Genesis moved her hand up, still over her pants and boxers.

Genesis’s breath hitched, not from fear but from the shock of how perfect it all was. She clung lightly to Aurora’s sleeve, eyes fluttering closed as Aurora’s thumb made small, soothing circles over her clit, which was muffled by all the layers but still intense. Aurora asked and waited with every movement.

“Like this?” Aurora whispered.

Genesis nodded again, a shaky breath escaping her. Aurora leaned forward until their foreheads touched, the gesture quiet and unreal. The TV was off, the world outside still. All that remained was the steady rhythm between them. Genesis let her hand fall away as Aurora's touch grew firmer. A moan escaped Genesis's throat but she clamped her mouth over it. She put a hand over Aurora's hand to stop it.

"Can I touch you now?" Genesis said and Aurora paused for a moment before giving a quick nod.

Aurora sat up, and Genesis followed. Aurora slipped off her trousers, leaving on her soft beige underwear and T-shirt before leaning back in. Their lips met again—at first a gentle brush, then deepening, hunger and tenderness blending until Genesis sank back against the pillows beneath her.

"Can you sit on me again? That was hot."

Aurora let out a soft, nervous laugh as she moved to straddle Genesis.

“Only if you want to,” Genesis murmured, reaching up to cup Aurora’s cheek.

“I do,” Aurora said, her smile small but certain. “I really do.”

Genesis leaned back against the pillows, her hands finding Aurora’s hips—then her ass—and guiding her gently closer.

The shift drew them both into the same breath—warm, trembling, shared. Aurora steadied herself, one hand braced in front of her on the wall, a quiet sigh escaping her like she’d been holding it all night.

Genesis watched Aurora carefully, her eyes tracing the subtle movements of her face, the soft rise and fall of her chest. Aurora's eyes were closed, her breasts swaying gently beneath her t-shirt, a tantalizing sight that made Genesis bite her lip in anticipation. Genesis’s fingers wandered up the length of Aurora’s thigh, slowing when they reached the waistband of Aurora's underwear, a gentle, questioning touch across her belly.

Aurora opened her eyes, meeting Genesis's gaze with a mix of curiosity and desire. Genesis, emboldened by the silent approval, cupped and gripped Aurora's pussy over the fabric of her underwear, her eyes never leaving Aurora's face, seeking further confirmation. Aurora nodded, a small, encouraging smile playing on her lips.

Genesis's fingers moved with a newfound confidence, pressing against the wet fabric, feeling the heat and moisture beneath. She then slowly pulled the underwear to the side, her fingers gently parting the soft, wet folds.

Aurora's eyes fluttered shut as she ground against Genesis's fingers, a soft, breathy moan escaping her lips, a sound of pure pleasure that sent shivers down Genesis's body. Genesis, despite her growing confidence, felt a flicker of panic, unsure of where to touch next, her own tension building with each moan from Aurora. She arched her back into the bed, trying to both satisfy and stifle the mounting desire, her body responding to Aurora's every movement.

Aurora, sensing Genesis's uncertainty, placed a gentle hand over hers, guiding her fingers to the right spots, showing her the rhythm and pressure that brought her the most pleasure. She urged Genesis's hand in a slow, circular motion, her hips moving in sync with the touch, a silent instruction and invitation.

As Aurora's pace quickened, her breaths came in short, ragged pants, her breasts trembling with each inhale, a sight that left Genesis in awe. Aurora, her eyes dark and hooded, leaned down, her hands on either side of Genesis's head, her fingers tangling in her dark hair as it splayed across the pillow. The intimate touch, the trust, the vulnerability—it was almost too much for Genesis to bear.

The moment Aurora looked down at her, their eyes caught—and the world seemed to tilt. Genesis could barely breathe.

Aurora leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Genesis's ear as she whispered, her voice a soft, sensual caress, "Baby, I see you looking. Are you still hungry?" Aurora pulled back to look at her, her eyes holding a mix of curiosity and tenderness. Genesis gasped, her cheeks flushing a warm, pink hue, and nodded sheepishly. Aurora, understanding her silent plea, gently pulled a nearby pillow and positioned it behind Genesis's head, ensuring her comfort.

With a fluid motion, Aurora pulled her t-shirt off, revealing her bare skin to the soft glow of the room. She kneaded one of her breasts, the one Genesis hadn't yet tasted, her fingers gentle yet firm. Milk beaded at the nipple, a tantalizing sight that made Genesis's breath hitch in disbelief. Aurora brought the breast to Genesis's mouth, her eyes locked with hers, a silent invitation.

Genesis latched on, her lips wrapping around the nipple, her tongue circling the sensitive peak as she sucked gently. Aurora's hand stroked Genesis's hair, a soothing, comforting touch that sent shivers down the back of her head. Genesis, continued to circle Aurora's clit, her fingers picking up speed, the rhythm building. She moved her fingers down to tease Aurora’s opening.

Aurora whispered, “You can go in.”

Genesis moaned softly against Aurora's breast. She reached down, one hand cupping Aurora's ass, tracing the curve with a gentle touch. With her other hand, she carefully pushed a finger inside of Aurora, her movements slow and careful.

Aurora gasped, her body bucking slightly, a sound of surprise and pleasure escaping her lips. "Another," she whispered, her voice breathy and urgent.

Genesis pulled away slightly, the nipple slipping from her mouth with a wet, sucking sound, her lips glistening with moisture. Her eyes met Aurora's, a silent question passing between them, seeking confirmation and trust. With a gentle nod from Aurora, Genesis carefully pushed another finger inside, her movements now more deliberate, allowing Aurora to adjust to the new sensation.

She watched Aurora's face intently, her eyes tracing the subtle shifts of expression, the way her eyebrows relaxed, her lips parted slightly, and her cheeks flushed soft pink. The relief and pleasure were palpable, washing over Aurora like a wave, her body relaxing into the sensation, her breaths coming in soft, ragged gasps. Genesis's touch was a dance, a delicate balance of pressure and rhythm, her fingers curling slightly, seeking that spot that she hoped would send Aurora spiraling.

Genesis watched, her eyes wide with wonder and desire, as Aurora's body moved in sync with her fingers, the sight of her bouncing and the occasional bead of milk dripping from her nipples sent waves of pleasure through her abdomen. She shifted lower, her movements guided by a mix of instinct and the overwhelming need to please, to explore, to experience.

Her fingers thrust deeper, each movement a new discovery, a new sensation, her body responding to the rhythmic moans that escaped Aurora's lips. Genesis's own orgasm was mounting, a building pressure that threatened to consume her, her hips rolling against the bed, seeking friction, seeking release.

As Aurora leaned down, her hand guiding Genesis back to her breast, Genesis took the nipple into her mouth, her fingers kneading the soft skin, the taste of milk on her lips quickly becoming a familiar, intoxicating sensation.

Finally, Aurora's body convulsed, her pussy pulsing around Genesis's fingers, a sensation that sent Genesis over the edge. She broke away from Aurora's breast, milk spilling down her cheeks and over her ears. Her own cry of release echoed in the room.

As Aurora leaned over her, her lips brushing against her ear, Genesis felt a wave of emotion wash over her; a mix of relief, pleasure, and a deep, profound satisfaction.

“Ssh. I’ve got you,” Aurora whispered, and in that moment, Genesis knew she was home—safe, held, and exactly where she belonged.


Chapter Three

Genesis woke to the faint sound of breathing beside her. Morning light slipped through the blinds in thin, golden stripes, brushing across the tangled blanket and the curve of Aurora’s shoulder. Aurora was already awake, propped up on one elbow, watching her with a soft, sleepy smile.

For a second, Genesis just blinked, disoriented by the calm. Then she remembered—the bag Aurora had gone down to her car for, the shared mirror in her tiny bathroom as they washed their faces and brushed their teeth, the worn T-shirts and pajama shorts, the quiet goodnight kiss before they’d drifted off around midnight.

She’d slept better than she could remember in years.

“You’re staring,” Genesis mumbled, her voice rough with sleep.

“I know,” Aurora said, unashamed. “You look peaceful. And very beautiful in the morning.”

Genesis’s cheeks flushed, the compliment landing soft as sunlight. She stretched, the sheets rustling against her skin, and smiled drowsily. “Well, I think that was the best sleep I’ve ever had.”

Aurora’s grin softened. She leaned in a little, about to kiss her, but Genesis pressed a hand to her mouth, laughing. “Can’t. Morning breath.”

Aurora chuckled, settling back on her elbow. “I’m sure you’re fine.”

Genesis rolled onto her side, hiding half her face in the pillow. “Mmm. Still not risking it.”

A comfortable pause followed, the kind that made memories from the night before resurface. Genesis picked at the blanket edge before glancing up. “Do you, um, want to shower? I mean—you don’t have to. I just thought… you might… want to.”

Aurora smiled, amused by the fluster. “Yeah, that’d be great.”

“Oh, good,” Genesis said, exhaling. “I was just asking because I thought maybe we could go out for breakfast?”

Aurora’s face lit up. “That sounds perfect. Let me take a quick shower, then.”

“Sure—uh, towels are in the cabinet by the sink. You can use whatever shampoo or conditioner’s there. Soap, too.”

Aurora touched her hand before sliding out of bed. “Thank you.”

When she disappeared into the bathroom, Genesis flopped onto her back, staring at the ceiling. The shower started a moment later. She winced, hoping she’d cleaned it well enough, then smiled anyway—because somehow even that small worry felt new and gentle, a kind she could live with.

Genesis got up and pulled together her usual outfit—jeans and a striped T-shirt. She set a bag of coffee on the counter, debating whether to brew some now or just wait until they went out. Eventually, she tucked it back into the cabinet and started tidying the kitchen, rinsing dishes and stacking them by the sink.

Her phone buzzed with a Snapchat notification—Sherry, keeping their streak alive. Genesis smiled faintly. She thought about sending something back, maybe telling her how the night went, but that felt too personal. Aurora was still here. She could just say they had a date, though. That wasn’t too much… right? She ended up sending a snap of her sink.

While swiping through the clutter of notifications, she paused. There it was — a text from Kendra, still unopened, timestamped hours ago.

Kendra: Gen, are you coming in for your shift?

Genesis's stomach sank. Hadn’t Kendra said Jed would take it?

Genesis: I thought Jed was covering for me?

No reply. She set the phone down and went back to scrubbing a skillet. A moment later, it rang. Her heart skipped a beat. It was her boss.

“Hi, Sam,” she said, trying to sound casual.

“Genesis, you’re on the schedule this morning,” he replied.

“Uh—yeah, I thought Jed was covering for me.”

“Did you coordinate that with him?”

Genesis froze, realizing she hadn’t. She’d just assumed Kendra handled it. “Sorry, must’ve been a miscommunication. I thought Kendra spoke to him about it.”

A pause. Then Sam sighed. “Are you able to come in?”

“No, I really can’t.”

Another pause—longer this time. “All right. Just let us know next time. We’re pretty slammed.”

“Absolutely. Sorry again.”

When she hung up, she stood there for a moment, the skillet half-rinsed, water still running. Jed. She couldn’t shake the feeling she’d seen him before — maybe in passing, maybe in some memory she didn’t want to reopen. She remembered, or perhaps imagined, him talking with someone she’d spent nearly a year trying not to think about. The memory made her stomach tighten.

The bathroom door opened, and steam drifted out. Aurora appeared wrapped in a towel, her hair damp and curling at the ends.

“Everything okay?” she asked, noticing Genesis’s expression.

“Yeah. Just work.” Genesis forced a small smile. “Schedule mix-up.”

Aurora nodded, accepting the answer without pressing. “Do you have to go in?”

“Oh, no it's all good. I'm gonna go take a quick shower.”

Genesis gathered her clothes, stepping around Aurora as she entered the bathroom. The mirror was fogged, the air thick with the scent of shampoo. She caught her reflection, hesitating before turning on the water.

It was a bittersweet morning. The calm she’d woken with beside Aurora still clung to her skin, but underneath it, the old weight stirred again—memory, shame, a nameless fear rising like mist. She drew in a breath and let it out slowly. There would be time later to tell Aurora everything.

For now, breakfast. One small normal thing.

***

Aurora waited by the door, tugging on her sneakers. “Are you sure you don’t want a sweater or a jacket?”

Genesis shook her head, pulling her keys from the hook. “Why? It looks warm out.”

Aurora smiled, tilting her head. “It’s supposed to be low sixties.”

She was dressed casually—a navy pullover layered over a white shirt, light-wash jeans, and gray Adidas that somehow made the outfit look effortlessly put-together. Genesis glanced down at her own outfit—striped tee, jeans, sneakers—and shrugged. “I’ll be fine.”

Aurora leaned in and kissed her — a soft, easy brush that still made Genesis’s heart stutter. Moments like this made her wonder what it would be like if they lived together, if mornings like this weren’t borrowed but shared. Then they stepped into the hall, down the narrow flight of stairs, and out into the crisp morning air.

The chill hit immediately.

“Oh,” Genesis said, laughing. “Okay, it’s cold. I’ll grab my jacket from the car.”

They crossed the parking lot, their shoulders brushing. Genesis opened the back door of her beat-up Corolla and pulled out a worn denim jacket.

“So, where are we going?” Aurora asked, hands in her pockets.

“Well,” Genesis said, sliding the jacket on, “I thought we could get coffee and bagels at that place down by the movie theater.”

Aurora’s face brightened. “Perfect.” She looked her over, a small smile tugging at her lips. “You look good in that.”

They fell into an easy rhythm as they walked, the kind of light, happy energy that made everything feel cinematic. They wandered through side streets, stopping at shop windows along the way—a gift shop with tiny ceramic animals, a jewelry store where Genesis tried on a silver ring, and a vintage shop that smelled like old books and cellar.

When they passed a Warby Parker storefront, Genesis stopped short. “I didn’t know we had one of these up here!”

Aurora laughed, teasing. “You’ve lived here how long?”
“My whole life—but I don’t come down here much,” Genesis said, already heading for the door.

Aurora chuckled, giving her hand a gentle squeeze as she followed.

Inside, the air smelled faintly of alcohol wipes. The front desk person waved as they chatted with another customer. Genesis tried on a pair of tortoiseshell glasses and turned to Aurora. “Be honest. Too much?”

Aurora’s lips parted in a small, sincere smile. “Those look stunning. You could pull off anything.” She paused, her voice softening. “You’re very gorgeous.”

The compliment caught her off guard. She laughed it away, but the heat in her cheeks didn’t fade as they stepped into the sunlight. Sometimes Genesis couldn’t tell which was harder to believe — that Aurora meant what she said, or that she deserved to hear it.

As they neared the bagel shop, Aurora’s hand brushed Genesis’s—and then, suddenly, she pulled away. Her head turned, eyes scanning behind them.

Genesis slowed, frowning. “What’s wrong?”
She glanced around — people on a bench talking, a woman walking her dog, a group of men gathered across the street.

Aurora shook her head quickly. “Nothing. Let’s just—keep walking.”

By the time they reached their destination, the tension had thinned, but not disappeared. They ordered their bagels and coffee, sitting across from each other near the window.

Aurora looked down, her fingers wrapped around a paper cup of water. “Sorry,” she said quietly.

“For what?”

Aurora hesitated, then got up and slid into the seat beside her. Her voice dropped low. “I just didn’t feel safe holding hands for a minute. Being gay. I was getting a bad vibe from someone behind us. It’s not you—I promise. I just…” She trailed off, glancing toward the window.

Genesis followed her gaze, then back at her. “Portland’s really liberal. Nobody cares about that here.”

“I know,” Aurora said. “And you’re right. But sometimes it’s hard to shake the feeling. You know?”

“You’re okay here, your safe.”

Aurora’s shoulders softened, a quiet smile returning. “I hope so.”

A voice called from the counter, “Order for Genesis!”

Genesis blinked and stood up quickly. “That’s us.”

They gathered their bagels and coffee and found a small table by the window, the light spilling in over the rim of their cups. The air smelled like toasted sesame and cinnamon, and for the first time that morning, everything felt calm.

Conversation drifted easily between them.

Genesis talked about her family—her step-siblings, both under six, full of wild energy and peanut-butter fingerprints. “They’re kind of a handful,” she said, laughing, “but they’re sweet. My little brother thinks dinosaurs still live in the woods behind our house.”

Aurora smiled, chin propped on her hand. “That’s adorable. Do you see them often?”

“Pretty often. Well now. My dad and stepmom live about ten minutes from here. I stop by when I can.” She shrugged, picking at her bagel. “They’re… loud, but it’s nice. I didn’t think I’d get attached, honestly.”

Aurora’s eyes softened. “You sound like you really love them.”

“I do. What about you and your family?” Genesis smiled.

Aurora tilted her head. “I'm pretty close with my mom but not the rest of the family.” She stirred her coffee absently. “I have an older brother—Elliot. He’s in real estate, down in Boston. Married, two kids. We don’t talk much these days, though.”

Genesis looked up. “You used to be close?”

Aurora hesitated, then nodded faintly. “Yeah. Growing up. Now? I just… never seem to pick the right time.”

“Maybe you don’t need a reason,” Genesis said softly. “Sometimes just saying hi is enough.”

Aurora smiled at that, but sadness lingered there as well. “You might be right.”

Silence settled between them—comfortable, charged. Aurora looked at Genesis through her lashes, and the glance alone made Genesis’s stomach flutter. Her breath caught, heat rising to her cheeks. Then Aurora’s hand found her thigh under the table, a light squeeze that said more than words could.

They lingered over their food, the conversation drifting into easy laughter as the café’s playlist cycled through songs from Genesis’s high school years. By the time they stepped outside, the city had woken fully—the hum of traffic, the sound of gulls, the smell of coffee and salt air.

Aurora reached for Genesis’s hand.

Genesis glanced down at their fingers, then up. “Are you sure?”

Aurora squeezed lightly. “Yes. I’m sure.”

The sidewalks were busy, but in that moment, it didn’t matter. The air was cool and bright, their hands swinging lightly between them as they walked.

Then it happened.

From across the street, Genesis caught someone staring. She tried not to make it obvious as her gaze flicked over—a ponytail of long blonde hair, a puffy jacket, ankle pants. Brittany Savoy and she was waving.

Her stomach dropped. Brittany was crossing the street.

“Um, can we…” Genesis’s voice came out tight. She was already glancing around, searching for another way out.

Aurora’s eyes caught hers. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah. Just—this way,” she said, forcing a small smile as she pivoted fast.

Genesis didn’t wait for a reply. She veered diagonally across the intersection, quickening her pace toward the Old Port and the waterfront. Her pulse spiked; she didn’t look back. Aurora barely had time to keep up before Genesis tugged her through the first open door they passed.

Inside, Genesis stopped, heart still racing. “I’m so sorry,” she said, breathless. “That was a friend I had a falling out with. Nothing major, just…”

Her words trailed off as she looked around.

It took a second for her brain to register where they were. A couple in the back corner were giggling over something that involved an array of buckles. The walls were lined with black leather, silicone, glittering metal, and a wide assortment of whips.

Aurora pressed her lips together, as if trying not to laugh.

“Welcome,” called a woman behind the counter, her tone perfectly pleasant—like they’d wandered into a bakery instead of a sex shop.

Aurora recovered first. “Hello,” she said smoothly, as if nothing were out of the ordinary.

Genesis hesitated, then followed as Aurora wandered farther into the store. Aurora glanced back at her over her shoulder, amusement flickering in her eyes—and Genesis floated after her as if in a dream, caught somewhere between disbelief and intrigue.

Aurora moved slowly through the aisles, curiosity in every glance. The space was smaller than it looked from the front of the store—soft lighting, muted music, everything arranged with quiet precision.

Genesis followed, half embarrassed, half fascinated. To her old friends, she’d always been the bold one—the one who said too much, laughed too loud, made every joke a little inappropriate. But here, with Aurora, the energy felt different. It wasn’t about shock or bravado anymore. It was personal.

Aurora picked up a sleek, metal dildo, turning it in her hand with calm interest. “There’s a lot more variety than I expected,” she said lightly.

Genesis huffed a small laugh. “Yeah...”

They drifted past a section of shelves until Genesis’s gaze caught on a display in the corner—a bed outfitted with a set of soft restraints, elegant and precise. Something about it made her pause. Not fear, not even embarrassment—just a quiet pull she couldn’t quite explain.

Aurora followed her line of sight. Their eyes met, and for a moment, the noise of the store fell away.

There was no teasing in Aurora’s expression, only understanding. “For you or me?”

Genesis paused.

Me.

“Either one of us?”

Aurora smiled faintly, the kind of smile that carried both warmth and knowing. “Hmm,” she said softly, setting her item down before meeting Genesis’s gaze again.

Something passed between them—unspoken, steady, and grounding. Genesis didn’t look away. She wasn’t sure what this meant yet, but for once, she didn’t feel the need to make a joke to cover it.

And somehow, standing there with Aurora among shelves of silk and leather, Genesis felt both seen and entirely safe.

***

Genesis hung back near the door while Aurora paid at the register. She told herself it was so she could spot the Uber when it arrived—definitely not because she felt awkward about how much Aurora was spending at a sex shop.

“Three hundred fifty-six dollars and eighty-two cents,” the cashier announced brightly.

Genesis’s eyes widened. Aurora didn’t even blink. She took out her wallet, thumbed through the cards until she found the right one, and passed it over without a second thought — calm, certain, efficient. The shop owner gestured toward the reader, and Aurora slid the chip in, the machine chirping softly in reply.

Genesis shifted closer to the door, trying not to look impressed—or alarmed. Outside, a car rolled by with a faint green glow from the Uber light on its dash.

Aurora joined her a moment later, carrying three shopping bags. Without comment, she handed one to Genesis.

“I think the Uber just went by,” Genesis said, trying to sound casual.

“Alright,” Aurora said easily. “Let’s go find it.”

They stepped out into the crisp air, scanning the street until they spotted the car idling half a block down. After a quick exchange with the driver, they climbed in.

When the door closed, Genesis let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. The car eased into motion, the city sliding by in washed-out morning light. Beside her, Aurora’s hand rested close enough to touch. Genesis hesitated, then reached out — and when Aurora’s fingers curled around hers, the last of the tension slipped away.

For now, she was just grateful to be moving forward—no old ghosts, no awkward explanations. Just her and Aurora, side by side, heading somewhere new.

***

By the time they arrived at Genesis’s apartment building, it was just after one. The moment the door closed behind them, Aurora leaned in and kissed her.

They both started laughing halfway through, bumping shoulders and nearly tripping over each other as they raced up the narrow stairway. Genesis fumbled with her keys, finally getting the door open, and they stumbled inside still breathless and grinning.

They kissed again—soft, sweet, and unhurried—until Aurora broke away, laughing. “Okay, wait, I really have to pee.”

Genesis grinned. “Go before it becomes a medical emergency.”

As Aurora disappeared into the bathroom, Genesis leaned against the counter, still smiling to herself. That giddy, beginning-of-something feeling hadn’t faded yet. It was strange how quickly her small apartment—usually too quiet, too cluttered—felt lighter with Aurora in it.

Her gaze drifted toward the shopping bags near the door. She thought about asking what all those toys had meant to Aurora, what each choice said about her—but she decided that conversation could wait. There’d be time.

When Aurora came back out, her hair a little tousled, Genesis asked, “Hungry?”

“Maybe,” Aurora said, tugging on the sleeve of her pullover.

“Pizza?”

Aurora gave her a look. “I need some vegetables.”

Genesis made a face. “What are those?”

Aurora laughed, shaking her head. “Something green and non-fried.”

They both sat on the couch, still grinning. Aurora hesitated, then asked lightly, “What time should I head out?”

Genesis blinked, momentarily thrown. She’d almost forgotten—Aurora lived two hours away. The reminder landed heavy. “Oh. Right.”

Aurora smiled softly, like she knew what Genesis was thinking.

“It just feels like we barely got any time,” Genesis admitted. “I always thought I could do long distance, but… turns out I’m a selfish baby.”

Aurora chuckled, brushing her knee. “You could move to Raymond.”

Genesis blinked. “That’s a joke, right?”

Aurora shrugged, teasing. “Maybe. You’d have fresh air, a lake view, and, if you’re lucky, decent Wi-Fi.”

Genesis groaned. Was there even apartments for rent in such a small town? “I can’t live in the middle of nowhere. I’d lose my mind. I’m sorry if I’m being rude, I don’t mean to be but... I’ve got this apartment, a job, and if I miss one more shift, I’ll be eating ramen for the rest of the month.”

Aurora’s tone softened, but she didn’t seem at all deterred. “Then maybe just come for a week. Bring your car, follow me out. You can leave whenever you want. You could do your streaming for extra cash, right?”

Genesis smiled faintly. “Yeah, I could. I just—don’t know if I’d actually get anything done out there.”

Aurora’s lips curved. “I’d make sure you did.”

Genesis laughed, warmth creeping up her neck, and shook her head. “I bet you would.”

Now they waited, the hush between them unhurried. Aurora’s legs rested across Genesis’s lap, and Genesis’s hands traced slow circles along her calf before settling on her thigh. She brushed a strand of hair from Aurora’s arm, her fingertips grazing warm skin, then stilled—unsure whether to move or stay perfectly still.

Aurora looked up, a small, knowing smile curving her mouth. “Comfortable?”

“Mm-hmm,” Genesis murmured, trying to sound nonchalant, even as her pulse gave her away. They kissed again—slow, easy, the kind of kiss that deepened with every breath.

The world outside faded—the hum of traffic, the faint clatter from the street below—until only their kisses and quiet laughter filled the room. Aurora leaned back at last, her gaze drifting toward the far corner.

“So that’s your setup,” she said, nodding toward the soft glow of dual monitors beside the desk.

“Pretty much,” Genesis said, perking up. “That’s where I stream. PC, capture card, mic—all the essentials.”

Aurora leaned back, curious. “Do you make much from it?”

“Not really, but it helps with groceries. And coffee. Lots of coffee. I guess I could make more doing it if I did it more than once a month.”

Aurora smiled. “I’d love to see you in action sometime.”

Genesis gave her a look. “You mean hear me swear at teenagers online?”

Aurora laughed. “That too.”

Genesis shook her head and got up, careful not to jostle Aurora. Aurora shifted her legs aside, smiling as Genesis crossed the room.
“Okay,” Genesis said, grinning as she powered on the console, “but if my friends are on, you’re not allowed to think less of me. They say very stupid things. They’re in different time zones, so it shouldn’t be a problem—just letting you know in case.”

She hurried to the little kitchen table, dragging a chair over with a soft scrape across the floor. The faint hum of the console filled the quiet, the screen flickering to life while Aurora watched, amused.

“Duly noted,” Aurora said, settling comfortably beside her.

As the startup sound filled the room, Genesis glanced over at Aurora.

She looked impossibly put-together, even after a long day in the coastal wind. Her hair—glossy and perfectly trimmed—caught the soft light like it had been styled by someone who actually knew what they were doing. Her clothes were simple, but somehow they looked deliberate, elevated. Maybe it was better quality, right down to the stitch. Aurora carried that quiet kind of polish—the sort that can’t be faked.

For a moment, Genesis felt a pang of disbelief. She’d forgotten how expensive Aurora looked—how out of reach she’d seemed when they’d first started talking online. Back then, Genesis never thought they’d meet in person; Aurora had felt like someone from another world entirely.

And yet here she was—in socks at Genesis’s apartment, perfectly at ease.

The thought sent a quiet warmth through Genesis, something soft and blooming. It felt peaceful in a way that was new but deeply, startlingly comforting.

Once again, she was struck by how the whole apartment seemed softer, warmer, just because Aurora was there.

Genesis laughed softly. “You realize how ridiculous this is, right? You look like someone who pays bills on time and owns real furniture, and I’m about to sit here and regress.”

Aurora smiled, tilting her head. “You make that sound like a bad thing.”

“It’s just funny,” Genesis said, shrugging. “You're sitting here, an actual adult. I feel like I’m still figuring out how to be one.”

Aurora’s expression softened. “You’re a decade younger than me. No one has it together in their twenties. Besides, being an adult isn’t what people think. You’d be surprised how much of our childhoods we end up carrying with us—we just learn to hide it better.”

Genesis went quiet. The words sank in, slow and steady. She thought of all the things she’d tried to bury—the people she’d cut off, the streets she avoided, the memories she’d convinced herself didn’t matter anymore. She wanted to ask Aurora something—whether closure was something you had to go back and face, or something you could build from where you stood. Whether you needed others to explain their side in order to move on. Whether she was actually healing, or just running. Genesis wanted to turn the console off, have a real conversation. But then the doubt seeped in.

Don’t trauma dump on her.

She’s not your therapist.

She deserves a break from all that.

It’s too soon.

It was all a jumbled mess of thoughts, half-formed and heavy.

Even so, Genesis almost said something—almost—but the words caught somewhere between her chest and her throat. She wasn’t ready. It would just turn awkward, and she didn’t want to ruin the moment. And then the screen flickered to life, pulling her back, the glow catching on her face as if to decide for her: later.

Her game had already loaded in before she noticed, the sound spilling from the speakers. She was five minutes into a match, focused and sharp, when a familiar voice suddenly filled the room.

“Gennyyyy-sis! You home?” Bobby’s voice boomed—far too loud without a headset. “How’s it going with Mommy Dommy?”

Genesis froze. Shit. She hadn’t realized her friends were online.

“They broke up, haven’t you heard?” Larissa said, laughing.

“What?! No.” Genesis sputtered, eyes still on the screen.

“Wait,” Sherry cut in, voice sing-song. “Wasn’t yesterday your date? How’d it go—with her?”

Genesis lunged for the remote, fumbling to mute the TV. Aurora was already laughing quietly beside her.

“They’re psychic, apparently,” Genesis sputtered, cheeks burning.

“Why isn’t she talking?” Bobby said over the speakers. “Her mic muted again?”

“Maybe she’s distracted,” Todd added, drawing the word out in a way that made Genesis groan.

Aurora stifled a laugh behind her hand. “Mommy Dommy?” she whispered.

Genesis shot her a look. “It’s—I will explain that. It’s not what it sounds like.”

She finally found the volume control and lowered it to a faint background hum. Despite her best efforts to stay focused, she could still hear them—her friends bickering, laughing, calling out plays while she kept her head down and her fingers moving across the controller.

It was absurd, she knew—her, gaming like a kid while someone like Aurora sat beside her, composed and unbothered. But when she glanced over, expecting amusement or judgment, Aurora just watched her with quiet curiosity and a small, affectionate smile.

“You’re very good at this,” Aurora said. “I was never good at shooting games.”

“You game?” Genesis asked, surprised.

Aurora tilted her head. “I like Animal Crossing? Harvest Moon...”

Genesis paused mid-match, beaming.

“What?” Aurora asked, smiling despite herself.

“That is too cute,” Genesis said, grinning.

A notification lit up on Genesis’s phone: Your Order Has Been Delivered.

Aurora stood, stretching. “I’ll go grab it.”

“No, I’ll come,” Genesis said quickly, setting the controller down and reaching for her jacket. “I could use some air.”

Aurora slipped on her shoes. “Alright. Maybe we could go for another walk before I head out a little later?”

“That’d be great.”

Genesis shut off the console, the last bits of her friends’ laughter fading into silence. The questions she hadn’t asked still lingered somewhere within it all—but for now, the promise of lunch and fresh air felt like enough.

***

They picked up the food from the delivery driver—a woman in a heavy coat who looked like she’d been standing in the cold too long—and thanked her quickly before hurrying off. Genesis spotted a picnic table nearby, half-covered in leaves.

“Want to eat out here?” she asked hopefully.

They lasted maybe three minutes before Genesis started shivering.

“Okay,” Aurora said, laughing as her breath fogged in the air. “New plan—car lunch.”

Genesis had noticed Aurora’s car the night before, but somehow it looked even bigger in daylight—sleek and quietly expensive. When they reached the black SUV, Genesis climbed in and blinked. It felt larger inside than it had any right to—spotless, polished, carrying that faint new-car scent mixed with something floral and warm, unmistakably Aurora. It reminded her of her stepmom’s, only larger and even cleaner.

Aurora smiled when she saw Genesis taking it all in. “I got it for when my daughter’s older,” she said, unwrapping her sandwich. “I’m preparing for the inevitable years of massive sleepovers and sports gear. I’m basically a future soccer mom.”

Genesis looked over at her, heart swelling unexpectedly. The way Aurora said it—with such quiet certainty and warmth—did something to her. She didn’t say love, not even to herself, but it flickered somewhere deep inside, wordless and bright.

They ate in the warmth of the car, the windows fogging slightly. Aurora’s sandwich was a veggie chicken wrap, packed with greens, and she’d convinced Genesis to try something similar.

“Okay,” Genesis said through a mouthful, “I hate how good this is.”

Aurora grinned. “Told you. Vegetables aren’t the enemy.”

When they were finished, Genesis wiped her hands and leaned back, full and content. The world outside looked gray and quiet through the tinted windows. Aurora turned slightly toward her, smiling.

Something shifted in the air—soft, magnetic, inevitable. They leaned in. The first kiss was slow, careful, and then they were both reaching for each other.

Time blurred. They both ended up in the final row of seats with Aurora on Genesis's lap. At times the kissing grew sloppy, and Genesis wondered what it would be like to kiss Aurora like that in other places. She pictured Aurora holding her head in place telling her she couldn't finish licking until Mommy told her she was done. A moan escaped from her into Aurora's mouth and she gripped Aurora's ass. Aurora’s fingers threaded into Genesis’s hair, tilting her head back. Genesis felt Aurora lick along her neck and jaw. The air between them tightened, charged. Aurora’s mouth went back to her neck as she sucked hard, and Genesis’s soft gasp turned into a low groan that filled the quiet car.

When they finally broke apart, Genesis caught sight of herself in the rearview mirror and blinked. “Oh my God. You gave me a hickey. A really good one.”

Aurora’s eyes widened. “I’m sorry—”

Genesis touched the mark on her neck, half laughing, half flushed. “Don’t be. I’ll just have to cover it with makeup for work.”

Aurora groaned softly. “I feel terrible.”

“You shouldn’t,” Genesis teased. “I hope you do it again. And again. And again. And please pull my hair harder next time.”

Aurora laughed, cheeks pink.

Later, they stepped out of the car and started walking. The sun had dipped lower, the cold sharper now, but neither seemed to mind. They wandered down a quiet street lined with old, beautiful houses—stone façades, curved walkways, and manicured hedges that made the air smell faintly like pine.

They commented on everything—the archways, the bay windows, the brick chimneys.

“Would you ever move to Portland?” Genesis asked after a while.

Aurora tilted her head, thinking. “Maybe,” she said. “But it’d have to be my second house. I love the one I have now too much.” She smiled, a little wistful. “You know, if I were a millionaire.”

Genesis laughed. “We’ll put it on the vision board.”

They shared a quick kiss, still smiling, hands brushing as they walked.

Then Aurora’s smile faded. Her body went still.

“What’s wrong?” Genesis asked.

Aurora glanced toward the end of the street. “The guys over there—” she said quietly. “They were playing basketball a minute ago. Now they’re just… staring.”

Genesis followed her gaze. A group of teenage boys stood near a driveway, the ball motionless in one of their hands.

Aurora’s voice was low. “Let’s turn around.”

Genesis didn’t understand at first. “It’s fine. They’re just—”

Aurora shook her head. “Please. Just listen to me.”

They turned, walking back the way they came, pace quickening. Genesis was about to say something to ease the tension when a car rolled past them—white, older model. It slowed, then stopped about twenty feet ahead.

“Hey, faggots!” someone yelled from the passenger window. The voice was sharp, young, mocking.

Then the car peeled away.

For a second, Genesis just stood there, staring at the empty street.

Aurora’s voice was tight. “Which way back?”

Genesis blinked, disoriented. “Uh—my apartment’s—”

Aurora was already pulling up directions on her phone, taking Genesis’s hand firmly. “This way. Come on.”

They started walking faster, almost jogging. Genesis’s mind buzzed, trying to catch up with what had just happened. She’d always believed Portland was safe. That this part of town was safe.

Then the sound came again—the rev of the same engine. The white car swung back around racing in their direction.

Something flew through the air and hit Genesis hard across the chest, exploding cold and wet against her jacket.

She stumbled, falling to her knees.

Aurora dropped beside her immediately, one hand on her shoulder. “Hey—hey, it’s okay—”

Genesis was shaking, half from pain, half from shock. She let out a cry. Egg dripped from her jacket, yolk smeared across the fabric—cold, sticky, humiliating.

Two men from across the street came running. “Are you alright?” one of them called.

Another man stepped out from a nearby porch, phone in hand. “Should I call the police?”

“I got the plate,” said one of the first men sternly, holding up his phone with a photo on the screen.

Everyone turned toward Genesis. She could barely find her voice. Aurora helped her up carefully, brushing at her coat as if she could undo what had happened.

“No,” Genesis managed, breath catching. “Please don’t.”

The two men exchanged a glance, then nodded. “We can walk you home,” one said softly.

Genesis hesitated, then nodded. She only agreed because something about them felt safe—their soft voices, the slight femininity in their movements. She caught the familiar warmth in their tone, that quiet understanding you could recognize instantly, even from strangers. She looked to Aurora who gave a subtle nod.

“Thank you,” the other man said to the one on the porch.

“No problem,” the man replied. “I think I know who that kid was. I’ll go over there now and talk to the parents.”

Genesis’s stomach twisted. The idea of anyone getting in trouble because of her made her want to disappear. She kept her head down, murmuring, “You don’t have to—really.”

They started walking, Aurora close at her side. The air felt heavy, thick with everything unspoken.

“We thought they were yelling at us,” one of the men said quietly.

The other nodded. “We’ve been together for ten years,” he said. “We hold hands on this street all the time. Nothing’s ever happened—but you never know. It’s best to be careful when you're out. People aren’t always kind. Especially right now.”

Genesis nodded, her throat tight. She knew he meant well, but all she could think was that maybe she’d done something wrong—maybe they should have stayed in the car, hidden.

She didn’t say it out loud. She just kept walking, her hands trembling inside her sleeves, wishing she could wash the whole thing off like it was nothing but a stain.

Genesis nodded, tears spilling silently. Aurora thanked the two men, her voice soft but composed, and pointed toward their apartment building just a block away. The men hovered for a moment, kind and worried.

“Are you sure you’ll be okay?” one of them asked.

Aurora nodded. “We’ll be fine. Thank you—really.”

He offered her his number, scribbled on a receipt. “In case you change your mind,” he said gently. “If you want the photo of the license plate, to press charges or… anything.”

Aurora accepted it with a small smile, slipping the paper into her pocket. Genesis kept her head down, tears tracking her cheeks, the sound of the men’s footsteps fading behind them as they started toward home.

When they reached her building, Aurora helped her inside, guiding her to the couch. She peeled off Genesis’s jacket, fetched ice from the freezer. The apartment was silent except for Genesis’s shaky breaths.

Aurora crouched beside her. “You’re safe,” she said softly.

Genesis nodded, but her voice broke as the tears came—hard, uncontrollable, years’ worth.

Aurora just held her, one hand stroking her hair, saying nothing.

For a long time, that was all there was. Genesis ended up curled in Aurora’s lap on the couch. The tears had stopped, but they hovered close, ready to return at the smallest thought.

“It felt like they threw a rock at me,” Genesis whispered. “It was so hard.”

“I know,” Aurora said softly. “It was. Are you sure you don’t want to file a police report?”

Genesis sat up a little, shaking her head. “No. Please. I can’t.”

Aurora’s eyes widened slightly, then softened. She cupped Genesis’s face in both hands. “Okay,” she said gently. “We won’t. I just wanted to make sure you’re sure.”

“I just want to stay here,” Genesis murmured. “I don’t want to leave again. Ever again.”

Her voice broke on the last words. Her mind flashed to the month after the assault nearly a year ago—how she couldn’t get out of bed, how she didn’t want to be alive but didn’t want to die either. She had only wanted to disappear, to sleep forever.

Aurora held her tighter, stroking her hair in slow, steady motions. The room was quiet except for their breathing. The light outside had shifted, the sun dipping lower but not yet gone. It was probably close to four.

“I have work tomorrow,” Genesis said suddenly, her voice thin. “And I don’t know how I—”

“I think you need to call out,” Aurora said gently.

“I can’t. They’ll fire me for sure.”

Aurora studied her face, calm but firm. “Genesis, you just went through something traumatic. You need a few days to rest.”

Genesis’s panic flickered. “I can’t take time off. I’ll lose my apartment, I’ll lose everything.”

Aurora repositioned herself, taking Genesis’s hands in hers. “Hey,” she said softly. “What if you came to stay with me for the week? I can help with your bills. And your apartment will still be here when you get back.”

Genesis shook her head, her thoughts spinning. “But my job—”

“If you can take a short leave, we’ll do that,” Aurora said. “If not, we’ll find something else. You’re not alone in this, okay?”

Genesis searched for another excuse but couldn’t find one that made sense. “What do I tell my dad?”

“Tell him you’re staying with a friend,” Aurora said.

“That’s too vague. He’ll ask questions.”

He knows I don’t have friends anymore.

Aurora smiled faintly. “That’s alright. We’ll figure it out later. Right now, we just need to get you somewhere quiet.”

Genesis hesitated—not because it felt too soon. If anything, she wanted to say yes immediately. She was already all in. What held her back wasn’t doubt, but the quiet fear of what others might think. People always had opinions about women who moved fast, and even more about gay women who did. Relationships like theirs ran on a different kind of time—when you found someone who made you feel safe, you held on.

Aurora’s tone stayed gentle, not pressuring, just steady.

“You’ll have your car,” Aurora said softly. “If you want to leave, you can. I’ll even pay for gas if you decide to come back early.”

“Okay,” was all Genesis could manage. Her voice came out thin, almost a whisper. The offer shouldn’t have made her emotional, but something about Aurora saying it—If you want to leave, you can—hit her in a place she hadn’t known was still tender. She knew she wouldn’t want to leave Aurora. Not ever. Genesis secretly wondered if Aurora knew that.

Genesis looked from her bed to her, hesitation flickering across her face.

“But… can I bring Hemmy?”

Aurora blinked. “Of course. Who’s Hemmy?”

Genesis crossed to the bed and knelt, reaching underneath. When she rose again, she held a small red stuffed rabbit dressed in a tiny plaid button-up. The fabric was worn soft from years of handling. Cradled in her arms, the rabbit looked almost fragile. On its foot, stitched in faded thread, was the year 2002.

Color rose in Genesis’s cheeks, and she looked down, suddenly shy.

“Her name is Hemmingway,” Genesis said quietly. “I usually sleep with her every night.”

Aurora’s eyes softened in surprise, not judgment. “Oh, sweetheart,” she said gently, “you don’t have to hide her. You can sleep with Hemmy if you want.”

“I just didn’t want you to think less of me,” Genesis murmured. “It’s stupid—sleeping with stuffed animals, I mean.”

Aurora shook her head, smiling. “No it isn’t, Genesis. It’s comforting. We all keep the things that help us feel safe.”

Something in Genesis’s chest eased at that.

Together, they began gathering her things—clothes, toiletries, her laptop. Aurora stayed close, offering quiet reassurance as Genesis sat on the couch to call her boss. She tried to keep it brief, but the words tumbled out anyway—how she was having a mild mental health crisis and needed a week off. There was a pause on the other end, then reluctant agreement, a return date set.

When she hung up, Aurora squeezed her hand. “See? You handled it.”

Genesis nodded, clutching Hemmy a little tighter.

They carried bags out to Aurora’s car, the weight of the afternoon hanging between them. Genesis glanced toward her own car parked along the curb.

“I’d rather not drive,” she admitted quietly. “I hate it. I just… have to. I think I want to leave my car here for the week.”

Aurora opened the passenger door and gave her a reassuring smile. “That’s fine. I actually like to drive. You can just rest.”

Genesis slid into the seat, Hemmy tucked in her lap. The car engine started, a smooth low hum filling the silence.

As they pulled away from the curb, the city lights blurred past her window—familiar, then fading.

In the hush that followed, Genesis felt the smallest spark of relief, a genuine calm that she didn’t try to explain. Maybe it was Aurora’s steady hands on the wheel, or simply the motion itself—but for once, she let herself stop fighting the current and be carried wherever it led.


Chapter Four

The drive out of Portland was quiet at first. Genesis leaned against the window, watching the city roll by—streetlights, faded signs, a blur of familiar corners she’d walked a hundred times. Then the trees began to thicken, streaks of gold and green flashing past under the afternoon sun.

Aurora turned the radio on—NPR, soft and steady, a reporter talking about some bill in Congress.

Genesis smiled faintly. “You actually listen to this?”

Aurora glanced over, amused. “It keeps me company.”

“I mean, it’s kind of boring,” Genesis said carefully—then winced. “Sorry, that was incredibly rude of me.”

Aurora laughed, the sound light in the car. “Then you’re free to change the station. Don’t worry, I value your honesty.”

They didn’t. The rhythm of the voices filled the silence between them. Every so often, Genesis pointed out something outside—a gas station she used to stop at, an old thrift store, a diner with a broken sign.

Eventually Aurora asked, “You mentioned seeing a friend. Back in Portland in the Old Port?”

Genesis hesitated, her breath fogging the window. “Yes, Brittany. We saw her. Or she saw me. That’s why I dragged us into that shop.”

Aurora smiled faintly. “Good choice of hiding place.”

“She was an old friend,” Genesis said, her voice going softer. “From college. Actually from grade school, on and off. We used to hang out with this whole group. But… she wasn’t a great friend. When everything happened, she didn’t believe me.”

Aurora’s eyes flicked toward her for a moment, then back to the road. “What do you mean?”

Genesis stared out the window again. The trees blurred past. “Can I just be honest with you?”

“Always.”

“It was one of our friends,” Genesis said quietly. “The one who hurt me. We were drinking at a party, and I was gone. Blackout. I told Brittany what happened, and she literally told me I was all over him.” Her voice cracked. “But I wasn’t. At least, I don’t remember any of that. Unfortunately, I remember some things though. But I was so drunk.”

Genesis touched her neck and swallowed, remembering the bright overhead light. She forced her eyes closed.

Aurora’s grip tightened on the steering wheel, but she said nothing, just waited.

“His name is Charlie,” Genesis continued. “He knew I wasn’t into guys. He knew I was lonely, too. We used to talk about girls together, even porn—he knew I was gay. The whole group just decided it was a drunken mistake. Typical college bullshit. But I’ve had a lot of time to think, and I know… he raped me. I just can’t imagine what Brittany would have to say to me now. She left me a message saying she was wrong.”

Aurora spoke softly, her voice steady but full of conviction. “That’s an awful thing to carry. And you’re right—there’s no such thing as consent when you’re drunk. He completely took advantage of you, Genesis. None of that was your fault. Even if you were straight and single. You know?”

Genesis breathed in slowly, watching the road blur ahead. “I know I should’ve gone to the police or something, but I just couldn’t. I wanted to move on.”

Aurora shook her head gently. “You don’t owe anyone the version of healing they expect. Sometimes moving on is survival.”

Genesis was quiet for a long time. Then she said, “When I found out I was pregnant, I didn’t know what to do. My stepmom—she’s really religious—but she actually asked if I wanted an abortion. She said she wouldn’t judge me. I thought about it, but… I don’t know. I didn’t want to regret anything. By the time I realized, it already felt too late.”

Aurora reached over and brushed her fingers against Genesis’s hand. “You don’t need to carry any should haves or could haves. You made the right choice for you. That’s all that matters.”

Genesis nodded, her throat tight.

Aurora glanced over again, her voice softening. “I’m so glad you decided to come with me. I couldn’t have left you there.”

Genesis smiled faintly to herself, eyes on the passing trees. “Me too.”

From there, the conversation drifted toward lighter things—what they’d have for dinner, what Aurora’s week usually looked like.

“I work from home,” Aurora said. “You can do whatever you want all day. I only have about ten regular clients right now. I used to take per diem shifts in the ER, but that stopped making sense once I had my daughter.”

Genesis turned her head, curious. “Are you going to need to pick her up from your mom’s house?”

Aurora smiled. “Tomorrow. She’s probably being spoiled right now.”

Genesis chuckled softly, the sound small but real.

They stopped at a grocery store on the edge of town—Aurora insisting on something easy for the night: pre-made pasta, chicken, and salad. “I’ll actually cook tomorrow,” she promised with a small smile. The hum of the store lights and the ordinariness of it all felt almost surreal after the day they’d had. Genesis followed beside her with the cart, grabbing a loaf of bread, chocolate, and a box of sparkling water. They paid, loaded the bags into the back, and got back on the road, the sky deepening into that blinding gold that meant evening was settling in.

As the miles went by, the trees grew taller, the air softer and quieter. The road curved and narrowed, sunlight flickering through the canopy overhead. Then the woods opened up into a stretch of lake, sparkling and glassy in the evening light.

Aurora slowed, turning onto a gravel drive. Ahead stood a house that looked both modern and rooted in the land—black siding, warm wood trim, wide windows that caught the reflection of the water below. The kind of place that seemed to breathe.

“This is it,” Aurora said, parking beneath the trees.

Genesis stepped out, the air cooler here, fragrant with pine and lake water. The lake breathed quietly around them — the hush of waves against rock, crickets steady in the trees, and a loon’s call carrying over the dark water. Somewhere down the shoreline—maybe the neighbors—someone laughed softly; the sound folded into the wind and was gone.

Aurora grabbed a few grocery bags from the trunk. “Come on. I’ll give you the grand tour.”

Genesis followed her up the stone path, her old sneakers crunching on the gravel. The front door opened into soft light and open space—warm wood floors, bookshelves, and the faint smell of essential oils. It felt clean but lived in.

Genesis stood there for a moment, bags in hand, taking it all in. Something in her chest loosened. She didn’t know what this next week would look like—if she’d fall apart, or start putting herself back together—but for now, she let the quiet of the house wash over her.

***

After they carried in the groceries, Aurora gave Genesis a tour, her tone casual, almost self-conscious.

“This is my office,” she said, gesturing to a bright, tidy room off the hallway. A laptop sat open on a wide desk, framed certificates neatly hung above it. “I see clients here—everything’s online now.”

Genesis stepped inside, glancing around at the softly lit shelves and neatly arranged books. “You actually work here? Like, real therapy sessions?”

Aurora smiled. “Every day.”

They moved through the rest of the house—a second living room that Aurora sheepishly explained had “just sort of happened,” a formal dining room that looked barely touched, and a kitchen that gleamed with copper and pale tile. Upstairs, she showed Genesis three rooms: one small and softly painted for her daughter, a spacious master bedroom, and a cozy “reading room” with a fainting couch and shelves full of books.

“I come in here when I need to think,” Aurora said, trailing her hand along the back of the couch. “Or when I’m avoiding dishes.”

Genesis laughed, though a part of her felt like she was standing inside some celebrity's life. The place looked expensive, curated—like the kind of home you earned after a lifetime of getting everything right. Why hadn’t she become a psychiatrist? A doctor? she wondered wryly. What was she even doing making lattes for people?

Downstairs again, they made their plates together and sat at the kitchen island, the conversation easy and quiet. By the time they finished, night had settled outside, painting the lake in shadow and moonlight.

“In the morning,” Aurora said, rinsing her plate, “we should walk down to the water. There’s a trail behind the house.”

“You can just walk to the lake?” Genesis asked, surprised.

Aurora smiled and wiped her hands. “Come on, I’ll show you.”

She led her through the sliding glass doors and onto the back porch. The view opened wide—the lake stretched out below, calm and glassy, framed by tall pines and the faint echo of loons still calling across the water. The air smelled like cool earth.

“Oh my god,” Genesis breathed. “You live here?”

Aurora’s voice softened. “I do.”

They stood there for a moment, the hush of the lake settling around them, the last of the day’s tension dissolving into the stillness.

“I’m glad you brought me here,” Genesis said.

“Me too,” Aurora replied.

Their eyes met — a quiet, unspoken exchange, full of warmth and something deeper. The breeze lifted a strand of Genesis’s dark, wavy hair, and Aurora’s gaze lingered there, soft and certain, as light shimmered across the water. She reached out, taking Genesis’s hand and massaging it gently, her thumb tracing slow circles against her skin. The gesture was brief but grounding — a silent promise of steadiness. Then Aurora gave a small nod toward the house, and together they turned, heading back inside.

Afterward, Aurora carried the remaining bags—the ones from the shop—upstairs to her bedroom, Genesis following close behind. There was an en suite bathroom attached, and she disappeared inside, the sound of water running faintly.

Genesis sat on the edge of the bed, taking in the space. It was spotless — not sterile, but carefully designed, every detail chosen with quiet care. The bed was made with soft linen sheets in pale gray and ivory, a low lamp casting warm light across the nightstand. A sleek TV was mounted on the opposite wall, framed by clean lines and muted colors that made it blend into the room rather than dominate it.

The air smelled faintly of lavender and clean laundry — Aurora’s scent, calm and steady. Genesis ran her hand over the comforter, the fabric smooth and crisp beneath her palm. Beneath her feet, the soft white-and-sky-blue area rug felt plush even through her socks.

It all felt so Aurora — chic, composed, quietly beautiful. Genesis tried to imagine herself here for a week, waking up to the stillness, to this space that seemed to breathe peace. The thought both soothed and scared her.

It didn’t feel like the ticking time bomb she was used to—the constant pulse of nearly missing rent, scrambling for shifts, holding her breath between paychecks. Here, the silence wasn’t threatening. It simply was. The unease, Genesis knew, she had brought with her.

Maybe the fear was just habit, but part of her still waited for something bad to happen—to break it, to prove she didn’t deserve quiet like this.

Aurora came back to the bedroom, the dildos and vibrators gathered up in a towel she laid on the bed. The atmosphere was charged with a mix of anticipation and vulnerability. She pulled out the bondage system and harness as well and put them on the bed.

Genesis found herself blushing as she watched Aurora handle the toys. Her eyes were drawn to a large black strap-on dildo, its size both intimidating and alluring. She swallowed hard, her voice barely above a whisper as she pointed to it. "The black one I chose," she admitted, her cheeks flushing a deeper shade of red. "I want you to use it on me. Eventually."

Aurora raised an eyebrow, a mixture of surprise and excitement in her expression. "You want me to use this on you?" she asked, picking up the dildo and examining it with a critical eye. "That's pretty large."

Genesis nodded, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of the bedsheet. "Well, I saw a double penetration toy, but I wasn't sure if that's something I want to try yet," she confessed, her voice trembling slightly. "I just... I want to explore more with you."

Aurora set the dildo down and turned to face Genesis, her expression softening. "That's perfectly okay," she said gently. "We don't have to rush into anything. What about anal play? Have you ever thought about that?"

Genesis's blush deepened, and she looked away, her voice barely audible. "I don't know. Maybe. I'm just not sure yet. Most things, like I said, like fantasies? I got from porn. I don’t know if I actually want to do them or what."

Aurora reached out, her hand cupping Genesis's chin and turning her face back towards her. "It's okay to not know," she assured her. "We can take this as slow as you need. Tell me, what do you think about when you masturbate? What turns you on?"

Genesis took a deep breath, her eyes meeting Aurora's. "I think about being told what to do," she admitted, her voice steady despite the turmoil of emotions inside her. "Maybe I think about being bent over and fucked until I can't walk? Because maybe I did something bad and Mommy has to punish me."

Aurora's eyes sparkled with a mix of desire and understanding. "Okay. And are you ever bound in your fantasies?" she probed gently, nodding to the toys.

Genesis bit her lip, looking at the bondage equipment and ropes. "Sometimes," she whispered. "I like the idea of being restrained, of not being able to move."

Aurora gave her a sly grin, her voice low and seductive. "See? I told you, you're perfect for me. I want to be in control, to guide you, to push your boundaries in a way that feels safe and exciting."

Genesis looked at her in awe, her lips curling into a soft smile. "I want to be talked to in bed and told what to do," she said, her voice filled with a mix of vulnerability and longing. She searched Aurora’s face, already knowing what she’d find there—no judgment, only calm understanding.

Aurora smiled, glancing toward the side table. She stood and picked up the remote.
“Why don’t you just show me the porn you used to watch?”

Genesis froze. “What? No, I can’t do that!”

“Why not?” Aurora teased, her tone gentle but curious. “It is for research. I want to better understand this kink.”

Genesis stared at her, wide-eyed, her cheeks blooming red. She looked from Aurora to the TV and back again, half expecting her to be joking.

“You’re serious?”

Aurora shrugged. “Completely.”

Genesis groaned under her breath. “Okay, fine,” she said at last, taking the remote. “But I’ll have to log in. I don’t even remember my password.”

She turned on the TV, scrolling through menus until she found the app, her hands moving fast—like if she did it quickly enough, she wouldn’t have time to die of embarrassment.

“I genuinely didn’t know I still had a subscription,” she said, glancing at Aurora with a guilty smile. “I haven’t watched anything in months.”

With a swift motion, she opened the app and typed "lesbian mommy" into the search bar. The screen flickered with recommended videos, but Genesis quickly selected one. "It’s this one," she said, her voice steady despite the nervous energy coursing through her veins.

She clicked play and sat completely on edge, her body tense with a mix of regret and dread.

Aurora sensed her unease and gently guided her back to lay against the pillows. "Relax, come back here with me," she murmured, her voice a soothing balm.

On the screen, a woman in a sharp suit pulled her car into the driveway. A young woman in a plaid skirt slammed the door of the house, her face etched with anger as she tried to leave the driveway.

"Nope, you’re not going anywhere," the older woman growled, her voice laced with authority. She slammed the car door and grabbed the younger woman’s arm, leading her into the house with a firm grip.

The younger woman looked shocked, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and curiosity. "What are you doing?" she asked, her voice trembling.

"School called," the older woman replied, her tone stern as the shot changed to them inside the house. "Clearly, the lessons aren’t working."

Genesis quickly waved a hand in the air, her eyes fixed on the screen. "It’s her stepmom," she explained, her voice laced with a hint of excitement. "That’s not important. I don’t want to be with my stepmom or anything. It’s the age-gap that’s important."

Aurora nodded, her expression thoughtful as she took in the scene unfolding before them.

Soon, the two women were on a made bed, the stepmom clearly taking charge. She spanked and penetrated the younger woman until she was obedient and moaning, her body writhing.

“That is a lot of discharge,” Aurora said.

“Yeah,” Genesis winced. “I didn’t remember that. Sorry.”

Aurora gave a gentle squeeze to her arm.

Genesis sat up a little more, her eyes tracking the movements of the characters. "See, right there," she said, pointing at the screen, "the way she touches her, it's too rushed. It lacks... intimacy."

Aurora watched, her expression attentive. "And what about that part?" she asked, gesturing to a scene where the stepmom was spanking the younger woman and bending her over.

Genesis shook her head. "It's too aggressive. I prefer something more... gentle. A build-up, you know? Can be more aggressive later."

The video ended, and Genesis quickly turned off the TV, her expression a mix of relief and discomfort.

"You don’t want to watch another one?" Aurora asked, her voice soft.

"No, honestly, it kind of made me sick towards the end," Genesis admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Why?" Aurora pressed gently, her eyes searching Genesis's face.

Genesis looked away, a flush creeping up her cheeks. "Um, because those people genuinely didn’t seem to like each other? And they aren’t you."

Aurora beamed, a warm smile spreading across her face. She pulled Genesis into her, tucking her under her arm and hugging her tightly. She pressed a soft kiss to the top of Genesis's head.

“Genesis, I appreciate you showing me that,” Aurora murmured, her voice low and sincere. “It helped me understand what you like — and what you don’t.”

For a long moment, they simply existed together, wrapped in a silence. Genesis traced the edge of Aurora’s sleeve with her thumb, grounding herself in the stillness before she finally spoke.

“Don’t feel like you have to do any of that because I want you to,” she said, her voice careful but steady, eyes lifting to meet Aurora’s.

Aurora leaned in, her breath warm against Genesis's ear. "No, trust me, I’m into it," she whispered.

Genesis pulled away slightly, her eyes wide with surprise. "Really?" she asked, her voice barely a breath.

Aurora nodded, her eyes never leaving Genesis's. "We'll take this slow," she promised. "For now, why don't you use one of the vibrators while I give you a nursing session? We can keep your clothes on, and I'll turn the lights down lower if you'd like. Do you want that?"

Genesis shook her head, her hand reaching out to tangle in Aurora's hair. "I mean yes... but keep the lights on," she said, her voice firm and filled with a newfound confidence.

Aurora's mouth curved into a predatory smile. "Of course," she purred, the sound vibrating between them.

"Can I take your shirt off?" Genesis breathed, her lips parting with anticipation. "I need to see you."

Aurora's eyes flashed dark. "Then take it off," she commanded, her voice dropping an octave. "Show me how desperate you are for it."

Genesis attacked the buttons, her fingers trembling with urgency as she tore the fabric aside. She fidgeted with the front clasp of the bra while Aurora watched her patiently. In a sudden burst, Aurora's breasts spilled forward, full and heavy, nipples dark and erect. Genesis’s breath hitched, cupping them roughly, thumbs circling the hardened peaks until Aurora gasped.

Aurora arched into the touch, her gaze burning into Genesis's flushed face. "Now," she hummed, "do you want to take your shirt off?"

Genesis hesitated for a moment, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of Aurora’s shirt. Then, with a shy glance, she asked, "Does Mommy want my shirt off?"

Aurora leaned in close, her lips brushing against Genesis's ear as she whispered, "Yes, Mommy wants your shirt off."

Genesis nodded, more heat spreading across her cheeks. She reached for the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head in one fluid motion. As she started to reach for her bra, Aurora gently stopped her, her hand wrapping around Genesis's wrist.

"Turn around," Aurora commanded, her voice firm yet gentle. "Let me take care of you."

Genesis turned, her back to Aurora, and felt the cool air against her skin as Aurora unhooked her bra. Aurora's hands were gentle yet steady as she helped Genesis slip it off her shoulders, her fingers brushing against Genesis's bare skin, sending a chill down her spine.

They turned to face each other, both now shirtless and kneeling on the bed. Aurora reached out, her hands trembling slightly as she cupped Genesis's face, thumbs brushing over her cheekbones. When their lips met, Genesis felt a current ripple through her body, a hunger so deep it made her gasp against Aurora's mouth. Aurora's hands traced the curve where hip met thigh, drawing her in until their breasts pressed together, Genesis's nipples hardening at the contact. The heat between them was dizzying.

Aurora pulled back slightly, her lips trailing down Genesis's neck, her teeth gently nipping at the sensitive skin, eliciting a soft gasp. Her hands lightly touched the soft skin between Genesis's hips, causing her to jump slightly. Aurora paused, her eyes meeting Genesis's, seeking permission. Genesis nodded, her breath hitching with anticipation.

Aurora leaned back, her face level with Genesis's breasts, and began to gently massage them, her touch both soothing and arousing. "Can I suck on your nipples?" she asked, her voice a low, seductive whisper.

Genesis nodded, her mouth opening in a silent 'yes,' her hands instinctively moving to Aurora's shoulders, pulling her closer. Aurora's mouth found Genesis's breast, her tongue circling the nipple with a teasing, deliberate motion before taking it gently into her mouth. She sucked softly, her eyes locked on Genesis's face, carefully gauging her reaction, ensuring that every movement was met with pleasure and consent.

Genesis moaned quietly, her head falling back as pleasure washed over her. "Yes," she breathed, her hands tangling in Aurora's hair, holding her close.

Aurora moved to the other nipple, her tongue and teeth working in tandem, drawing out another moan from deep within Genesis. They kissed again, and Genesis tasted the faint, sweet flavor of her own milk on Aurora's lips, a blush spreading across her cheeks.

Aurora lay back against the pillows, beckoning Genesis over. "Come here, my hungry little one," she said, her voice low and seductive. "Drink from me."

Genesis crawled toward Aurora, her breath catching with each inch closer. They slid beneath cool sheets, Aurora covering them. Genesis traced her fingertips down Aurora's collarbone, watching goosebumps rise in their wake before lowering her mouth to taste salt-sweet skin. Her tongue circled the large areola, feeling it harden against her lips as Aurora's soft gasp filled the silence. Genesis took the sensitive peak between her teeth, tugging gently, then sucking deeper as Aurora's back arched, offering more.

Aurora's hands tangled in Genesis's hair, holding her close as she moaned softly. "Good girl," she whispered. "Drink Mommy's milk. You're doing so well."

Genesis continued to nurse, a single drop of milk trailing down her chin as she savored each mouthful. Her body trembled gently, fingers curling into Aurora, a soft sigh escaping her lips as Aurora's warmth flowed through her like a lullaby.

Aurora's words grew more commanding, more dominant as she nursed. "Keep drinking, my hungry little one. You don't want to make Mommy upset, do you?"

Genesis moaned, her body arching against Aurora's as waves of heat radiated through her core. Aurora shushed her soothingly, her voice a gentle whisper. Her lips brushed Genesis's ear, breath hot as she whispered, “That's it, my sweet baby. Let go for Mommy. Show me how good I make you feel, my precious little one."

Genesis fumbled with her waistband, desperate now, sliding her fingers beneath damp cotton to find herself slick and swollen. Aurora, anticipating her needs, reached over to retrieve a vibrator, turning it on with a soft hum before handing it to Genesis.

Genesis withdrew her hand, replacing her fingers with the vibrator, pressing it gently against her clit. She gasped at the first electric pulse against her swollen pussy but kept her lips sealed around Aurora's nipple, suckling hungrily. Her hips undulated against the vibrator's relentless rhythm, each wave of pleasure drawing a muffled moan from deep in her throat as she surrendered to the dual sensation of Aurora's sweet milk on her tongue and the building tension between her thighs.

Aurora's fingers tightened in Genesis's hair, pulling just enough to make her gasp. "Such a desperate little girl," she purred, her voice thick with desire. "Look how greedy you are for Mommy's milk. That's it—drain Mommy completely. Show me what a good, obedient girl you can be for me."

Genesis's body tensed like a bowstring, her orgasm building from deep within her core, radiating outward until her toes curled against the sheets. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps and desperate murmurs, her free hand clutching at Aurora's shoulder, fingernails leaving crescent moons in soft skin.

"You don't want Mommy to be disappointed, do you?" Aurora's voice was honey and steel.

"No, Mommy," she moaned, her voice breaking as the vibrator sent shockwaves through her trembling thighs. "I don't—I don't want to make you disappointed."

Aurora's hand moved to massage her scalp, sending more shocks through Genesis, holding her in place as she continued to nurse. "Then keep drinking. Good girl. Keep drinking until Mommy tells you to stop."

Genesis's body convulsed as her orgasm hit, waves of pleasure washing over her, her body shaking with the intensity of it. Aurora held her tight and rubbed her back. She continued to nurse, her body milking Aurora's breasts, drawing out every last drop of milk she could.

As her orgasm subsided, Genesis pressed herself into Aurora, her body sated and content. Aurora's hands stroked her hair, her voice soft and soothing. "Good girl," she murmured. "You did so well for Mommy. I'm so proud of you."

Genesis smiled, her eyes fluttering closed as she drifted into a state of blissful contentment, her body still tingling with the aftershocks of it. They stayed like that for a while—kissing softly now and then, wrapped up in each other’s warmth—until finally they stirred, pulling themselves up to get ready for bed.

They didn’t talk much after turning off the lights. Just gazed quietly at one another in the soft moonlit room. Genesis had half-fallen asleep against Aurora’s shoulder, listening to the slow, steady rhythm of her breathing. By some miracle, sleep came without the weight of any nightmares.

***

When Genesis woke, faint morning light slipped in through the curtains, casting soft patterns on the bedroom wall. The space beside her was empty, but the sheets still held Aurora’s warmth.

Muffled sounds rose from downstairs—clinking dishes, the low hum of a radio, the distant sizzle of something cooking.

She sat up slowly, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. Her body ached in a pleasant way, but a flicker of embarrassment flushed her cheeks as memories of the night before drifted back. Had this happened after their first date? She couldn’t remember.

Aurora’s voice floated up from the kitchen, light and casual—maybe a hum, or maybe just her talking to herself aloud.

Genesis padded toward the door and headed down the steps, her bare feet quiet on the wood.

Aurora stood at the stove in a soft robe, her hair a little wild, coffee mug in one hand. She turned and smiled when she saw her.

“Good morning.”

The smell hit her then—coffee, toast, sausage. Genesis’s stomach growled.

“Smells amazing,” she murmured.

Aurora crossed the kitchen and pulled her into a hug. “Hey. You okay?” she asked softly, then kissed her cheek.

Genesis nodded, looking away. “Yeah. Just hungry.”

They ate at the kitchen island—scrambled eggs, toast, coffee strong enough to wake the lake itself.

After breakfast, they stepped outside, following the winding path that curved through the trees. The air was crisp and quiet, touched by birdsong and the distant rustle of leaves. Below, the lake lay still, shrouded in a veil of morning mist.

“I hope last night was what you wanted,” Aurora said softly.

Genesis’s eyes widened. “Of course it was! I just… I’ve never shared those—” she cleared her throat, cheeks warming, “—those desires with anyone before.”

Aurora’s expression was kind. “It might feel uncomfortable at first, but it’ll get easier. Don’t you think?”

Genesis looked over, catching the way the light touched Aurora’s profile. She smiled, small but certain. “Yeah. I think so.”

They walked on in easy rhythm, their fingers brushing from time to time. Genesis stopped to listen to a small chirping in the trees. “What kind of bird makes that sound?”

Aurora paused, listening. “That one’s a chickadee,” she said. A few steps later, she bent to show Genesis a patch of mossy ground. “See that? Wild ginger. It grows here and there around the lake.”

Down by the water’s edge, a tall bird moved with elegant stillness.

“Out in the water. That’s a heron,” Aurora said, pointing toward it. “One of my favorites.”

Halfway around the lake, a small cabin came into view, tucked into the trees, with smoke curling lazily from its chimney.

“That’s my mom’s place,” Aurora said.

Genesis froze. “Oh. Should we… say hi?”

Aurora grinned. “If you want to. Don’t worry—my mom likes everyone.”

Genesis laughed nervously. “No, I meant—what if your daughter doesn’t?”

Aurora chuckled. “Catherine? She’s fourteen months old. She likes everything. Just play peek-a-boo—she’ll love you forever.”

The cabin door opened before Genesis could respond. Aurora’s mom—warm and lively in a flannel shirt and jeans—stood smiling in the doorway. She was a few inches shorter than Genesis, just like Aurora, with long, thick gray hair and bright eyes that carried the same calm intelligence, but also a hint of sarcasm.

“Come in, come in,” she said, waving them inside.

The cabin smelled of woodsmoke and coffee. Catherine sat in a playpen near the wood stove, clutching a worn stuffed animal. When she saw Aurora, her face lit up, a bubbling laugh spilling out as Aurora scooped her into her arms.

The women turned to Genesis, appraising her with a friendly grin. “So you’re the girlfriend.”

Genesis blinked, startled—and then, a little embarrassed, smiled. “I guess I am.”

“Well, good,” she said. “About time my daughter found someone who looks at her like that.”

Aurora laughed softly and brushed her daughter’s hair back. “Genesis, this is my mom—Sandra.”

Catherine reached for Genesis’s hair, giggling as Genesis made a face and hid behind her hands. “Peek-a-boo!”

The baby squealed with delight.

They spent the rest of the day moving gently through small, ordinary moments. Lunch back at Aurora’s house—sandwiches and sparkling water. Aurora quietly pumped milk in the bedroom while Genesis sat beside her on the bed, scrolling through her phone and trying very hard not to stare. They put on The Walking Dead again, half-watching, half-talking—about the lake, about summer plans, and about nothing at all.

The days began to find a rhythm—slightly awkward but growing more natural. Genesis had only been there since the weekend, still half unpacked, her things tucked neatly into corners.

In the mornings, after Sandra came for Catherine, she and Aurora would walk by the lake. The air smelled of pine and sunlight on the water, and for a while Genesis could almost believe she belonged in this quiet, gentle world.

Then Aurora would retreat to her office to work, and the house would go still. Genesis never heard her voice through the closed office door; only the occasional creak of the floorboards when she moved, the faint hum of the heating vent.

Genesis tried to fill the silence—scrolling, gaming, texting Sherry, or moving from room to room like she might find something she’d forgotten. She told herself it was enough, this peace, this chance to rest. But after so long surviving on noise and urgency, the calm felt unbearable.

She thought about cleaning, about folding the same few towels again just to have a task. Once she drifted up to the reading room, sat in the armchair by the window, and pretended to read. Her eyes caught on the same sentence over and over until the words blurred.

She didn’t want Aurora to notice the restlessness, didn’t want her to think she was ungrateful or bored. When Aurora came down for coffee, Genesis would smile and ask about lunch, like everything inside her wasn’t spinning.

But once Aurora disappeared back to her office, the old thoughts crept in. Her friends. Brittany Savoy—should she call her back? The games she’d deleted and redownloaded. The half-formed idea that she was wasting something precious, though she couldn’t name what.

Outside, loons called across the lake, their voices carrying through the open windows. Genesis stood on the porch, tracing the grain of the railing beneath her fingertips, watching the sunlight scatter across the water. Aurora’s office window caught the same light; it flashed against the glass before fading, leaving only Genesis’s reflection staring back.

She tried to steady her breath, but the stillness pressed in on her—the quiet, the distance, the feeling of being both safe and painfully idle. When Aurora worked behind her closed office door, Genesis drifted between thoughts she couldn’t quiet. Every creak of the house reminded her how small she was, how far from control. But when Aurora finally emerged—soft-voiced, sleeves rolled, the faint scent of tea on her hands—the noise inside Genesis went still.

Aurora was her anchor, even if Genesis hadn’t yet found the words to say it. At night, after Catherine slept, they moved carefully through that unspoken language—slow touches, shared breaths—Aurora letting Genesis decide what closeness meant, one heartbeat at a time. In the dark, beneath the sheets, Genesis finally began to trust the warmth of Aurora’s hands over her skin, the quiet safety of being held without fear.

By Thursday, the world had started to feel far away—until Genesis’s phone rang. Her dad.

“Hey, sweetheart. Just checking in. Me and your stepmom were wondering if you’d be around Sunday—for church or dinner. Or both?”

Genesis hesitated. “I might have to work,” she said carefully. “But I’ll let you know.”

They talked for a few minutes more. It went smoother than she expected. When she hung up, Aurora was watching her gently.

“You okay?”

Genesis nodded. “Yeah. It just… felt strange hearing from him. Like I’m living someone else’s life right now.”

Aurora smiled. “Maybe that’s a good thing.”

***

On Saturday afternoon, they sat together on the back porch, watching the light shift over the lake. Catherine’s baby monitor buzzed softly beside them.

“I could bring you back Sunday,” Aurora said eventually.

Genesis looked at her, the thought of returning to Portland tugging in her chest like an old habit. “I really love it here,” she said finally. “I thought I’d miss the city, but I don’t.”

Aurora’s gaze was steady. “You don’t have to go back yet. You could stay—maybe longer. Keep your apartment for now if you want. My mom’s gallery is hiring, if you’re interested. But I think you could make a living with streaming too if you'd prefer. Or find something new."

Genesis leaned forward, resting her chin on her knees. The lake reflected the sky, still and endless. “If I leave everything behind,” she said quietly, “the city, my job, that thing that happened to me, and everyone, all of it… am I running? Or moving on? Will I ever move on?”

Aurora reached out, taking her hand. “Of course you will,” she said softly. “Leaving can be an act of survival, not escape. You’re allowed to go where you can breathe again.”

Aurora squeezed her hand and rested her head on her shoulder.

Genesis looked out at the water, at the faint ripple spreading toward shore, and thought about how, for the first time in years, she didn’t feel like she was drowning.


Chapter Five

The lake shimmered through the trees, a quiet silver sheet behind the house. It was a brisk Sunday morning in June, the air carrying that clean, early-summer chill. Genesis sat on the porch steps, phone pressed to her ear, Aurora’s hand warm over hers. Her knee bounced anyway.

“Hey, Dad,” she said, trying to sound casual. “I’m not gonna make it to Sunday dinner.”

“That’s alright, sweetheart. You got work or—?”

The pause stretched. Genesis stared at the railings, at the chipped paint catching the light.

“Uh, not exactly,” she said finally. “I’m… taking a little time away. I, um—rented a room out in Raymond.”

Aurora gave her hand a small squeeze—steady and warm.

It wasn’t that she had a girlfriend; her family already knew she was gay. It was that she’d only been seeing Aurora for a couple of weeks, and that would raise flags. Her dad would worry they were moving too fast. Aurora had suggested a softer truth—that she was starting fresh somewhere quiet, no strings attached.

Genesis winced, bracing herself for confusion—or worse, concern.

But her dad didn’t miss a beat. “Raymond? That’s out by Sebago Lake, right?”

Genesis pulled the phone away, exhaled like she’d been underwater, then put it back to her ear.

“Yeah,” Genesis said, laughing under her breath. “I just… needed a break. The city’s been loud lately. I ran into Brittany last week and it kind of—” she exhaled, “—got in my head, I guess.”

“Ah,” he said softly, the way only a dad could when he understood more than he said. “Well, I’m glad you’re getting some space. You still got that apartment paid up?”

“For another month,” she said. “I’ll be back to work soon. Just… regrouping a little.”

He chuckled. “Take all the time you need, Genny. But no ghosting, okay?”

Genesis smiled. “I won’t, Dad. Promise.”

They said their goodbyes, her dad telling her to text when she got bored of "the boonies". When she hung up, she realized her hands were shaking. Aurora took the phone gently from her, setting it aside.

“You did so well,” Aurora said. Her voice was quiet, that same tone she used when talking her through spiraling thoughts.

Genesis leaned into her, exhaustion and relief mixing in her chest. “I hate lying.”

“You didn’t,” Aurora murmured, rubbing slow circles on her back. “You told him what he needed to know.”

Genesis leaned into her, eyes closing as Aurora’s hand traced soft circles across her back. A quiet kiss landed in her hair—wordless reassurance.

They stayed that way for a while, the baby monitor on the side table humming softly beside them. Morning light spilled through the porch screens, catching the ripples of the lake beyond.

After a bit, Aurora spoke. “Have you talked to any of your friends this week?”

Genesis sat up, raising an eyebrow. “Friends?”

“The ones from your game,” Aurora clarified.

“Oh.” Genesis tugged at her sleeve. “No. I feel like I’m not really allowed to, you know? Since I’m not working. I’ve just been sitting around all week. I need to create a plan and get back to work.”

Aurora tilted her head. “I don’t think you’ve been sitting around all week. You’ve actually been working—on yourself. Taking space counts.”

Genesis sighed. “I know. It just feels like I’m doing nothing. It makes me anxious. I try not to bother you while you’re working.”

Aurora’s smile carried a hint of mischief. “Maybe some structure would make the days feel easier.”

Before Genesis could ask what she meant, a familiar voice called from the yard.

“Knock, knock!”

Sandra stepped up onto the porch, sunlight glinting off the long gray braid draped over her shoulder. “Good morning, girls,” she said warmly. “I’m here to steal my granddaughter.”

Aurora smiled. “She’s upstairs, still napping. Come sit a minute.”

Sandra eased into one of the porch chairs, the wood creaking beneath her. “So, Genesis—how are you liking Raymond?”

“I love it,” Genesis said. “Can’t wait until it’s warm enough to go swimming.”

Sandra chuckled. “Who says you need to wait? I went for a dip this morning.”

Aurora gave a mock look of disbelief. “Don't listen to her. My mother goes swimming in the winter.”

“Polar dip,” Sandra said proudly. “It’s invigorating.”

Genesis sat up, incredulous. “Swimming. In the winter?”

Sandra grinned, nodding to her. “Absolutely. You have to try it to believe it—wakes you right up, clears your head, good for the whole system.”

Aurora groaned softly. “She’s not trying it, Mom.”

Sandra grinned and gave Genesis a quick wink.

Then she stood. “Alright, alright. Sounds like Catherine’s awake, dear.”

From the baby monitor came a burst of static and a cheerful coo.

Aurora rose, brushing Genesis’s shoulder as she passed. “It does. I’ll grab her. Back in a second.”

As Aurora disappeared inside, Sandra leaned against the porch railing, watching the lake. “You planning on heading home soon?”

Genesis hesitated. “I’ll be staying a few more weeks. I just needed a break from Portland.”

Sandra nodded, eyes still on the water. “I get that. We all need to step away sometimes. Out here, you can actually hear yourself think. It’s uncomfortable—but the good kind.”

Genesis smiled softly. “Yeah. That sounds about right.”

Aurora returned, Catherine in her arms, the baby wide awake and babbling into her mother’s collarbone.

Sandra’s face lit up as she reached out for her. Aurora passed the baby over, smiling.

“There’s my girl!” Sandra cooed. “What are you two doing with your day?”

“Maybe some canoeing. Genesis has never been boating before,” Aurora said.

“Really?” Sandra’s eyes lit up. “Oh, that’s perfect! I’m heading over to your Aunt Linda’s in a bit.” She pointed across the sparkling water and looked at Genesis. “See that gray cottage with the green roof? That’s hers. You two should paddle over for a drink sometime.”

Aurora raised a brow. “You’d better not be drinking while watching Catherine.”

Sandra scoffed. “Me? No. But I can’t promise what your aunt’s up to today.”

They all chuckled. Sandra pressed a kiss to Catherine’s head, then waved as she stepped down the porch steps. “Enjoy the day, girls. Genesis, my door’s always open. Don’t be a stranger.”

“Thank you,” Genesis said, her chest warm with gratitude. “I won’t.”

Aurora watched Sandra disappear down the trail, sunlight catching in her braid before she vanished among the trees. She turned back, smiling softly. “You don’t have to feel like you owe her a visit.”

Genesis returned the smile. “I know. But—your mom’s kind of incredible.”

“She’d love to hear that,” Aurora said, setting the baby monitor aside. “Come on. The lake’s waiting.”

***

The path behind the house wound through pines, soft earth underfoot. Sunlight dappled through the branches, glinting off the water ahead.

Aurora led the way, a folded blanket tucked under one arm, a lunch box swinging from the other. Genesis followed, her water shoes scuffing the mossy path, sweater sleeves pushed up past her elbows.

Aurora stopped at a small cove where the reeds thinned. The canoe waited, half-hidden among birch trunks, the bow nudging the shore as if it had been sleeping there.

Genesis blinked, taking the lunch box and blanket as Aurora handed them over. “You keep it here? Just… out in the open?”

Aurora smiled, rolling her jeans to mid-calf as she waded in. Her hair was braided the same way as Sandra’s—an intricate weave that somehow looked effortless—and now Genesis could see how alike they were. The way they moved, even the tilt of their shoulders, carried the same calm confidence.

“The locals don’t care. Half the town leaves boats along the shore. Besides”—she nodded toward the trees—“who’s going to steal a canoe they’d have to drag a quarter mile through the woods?”

Genesis laughed under her breath, watching her push the boat into the shallows. She stepped closer, awkwardly holding the lunch box and blanket like offerings. “You’re sure it’s not gonna, like, tip over?”

“Only if you panic,” Aurora said lightly. “Here—hand me the box.”

Aurora threw the blanket and lunch box into the canoe, then steadied it with a firm grip on the sides as it rocked against the water.

Genesis climbed in as carefully as she could, the canoe shifting under her weight. Her heart jumped when it rocked, and she gripped the sides. “Okay, it’s moving, it’s moving.”

“You’re alright,” Aurora said, voice low and kind. “Just breathe.”

Once Genesis was seated, Aurora pushed off, then climbed in with practiced ease, settling on the bench opposite her. The water lapped quietly against the hull.

“Do you want to learn to row,” Aurora asked, “or should I take us out?”

Genesis hesitated. “You can start. I’ll watch.”

Aurora began to row, smooth and rhythmic, her movements easy and sure. The oars dipped and lifted, scattering droplets that caught the light. Genesis watched, half in awe, half nervous fascination. Genesis asked a few questions, such as how do you steer, and can you use both oars at once?

“It’s not as complicated as it looks,” Aurora said, smiling. “Want to try?”

“Sure,” Genesis said, though her voice betrayed her doubt.

Aurora handed her the oar and watched as Genesis tried a few uncertain strokes, the canoe immediately drifting backward. Aurora giggled, reaching behind her seat to pull out the second oar.

“You’ll need to turn around and face the front,” she said, amusement softening her voice. “You'll row opposite me, on the other side, or we’ll just keep spinning in circles.”

Genesis twisted awkwardly, nearly bumping her knee on the side of the canoe. “This is way harder than it looks.”

“You’re doing fine,” Aurora said, smiling. “I’ll follow your lead—you don’t need to look back.”

Genesis took a breath, adjusted her grip, and tried again. The canoe wobbled at first, then steadied as she found a rhythm. Aurora matched her pace, the oars dipping and rising together until the water around them turned smooth again.

Genesis laughed. “Okay this seems to be working.”

The lake stretched around them, calm and glittering, the air fresh with pine.

“See?” Aurora said. “Natural.”

Genesis grinned. “I mean, I haven’t crashed us yet.”

“Give it time.”

"Hey!"

Genesis’s arms began to ache, and Aurora noticed immediately. “Switch sides. You’ll even it out.”

Genesis did, her breath catching from the exertion but her grin widening. When they finally drifted to a stop in the middle of the lake, she leaned over and trailed her fingers in the water.

“It’s actually warm,” she said, surprised. “Well, warmer than the ocean anyways.”

Aurora dipped her own hand in. “It is.”

For a moment, they just listened—the lapping water, distant birds, the soft creak of the boat. Genesis looked back at Aurora then carefully turned back around to face her.

“Hungry?” Aurora asked.

Genesis nodded, and Aurora reached into the lunch box, squeezing her knee as she passed her a sandwich. They ate in easy silence, legs stretched out, the canoe gently rocking.

Aurora broke the quiet first. “I used to give boat tours in the summers,” she said. “Back before grad school. My aunt Linda has a party boat—we used that.”

Genesis raised a brow. “A party boat?”

Aurora smiled. “Big pontoon thing. Lots of people. Lots of small talk.”

“That sounds like my nightmare,” Genesis said, laughing nervously.

Aurora chuckled. “It was a lot of talking, yes. But it was fun for a while. I could make my own hours. I always liked that.”

She looked out over the water, thoughtful. “That’s what made me want to work for myself later—when I started my practice. Freedom, but with purpose.”

Genesis took a sip of water. “Coming out here… seeing how you live… it makes me want the same thing. But I’m a college dropout. I don't think I want to go back to school. Like ever.”

Aurora nodded. “It was difficult. And honestly, most of what I use day to day I learned after school. You went for art, didn’t you? They don’t teach much about the business side of it, from what I've heard.”

“No,” Genesis said. “Not really. I like making art, but I feel like I need more… foundation. Beyond a few drawing classes.”

Aurora nodded again. “It’s a daily practice. That’s what my mom always says. She’s built her whole life around routine. I know she seems kind of spontaneous, but she's found a way to stay organized. And she's good at it.”

Genesis finished her sandwich and leaned back, resting her head on the folded blanket. The words routine and structure lingered. She hesitated before speaking. “Earlier, when you said I need more structure… what did you mean?”

Aurora leaned back too, the oar resting across her knees. “Self-care and routine are important,” she said. “And I know you’ve been anxious about not working, but you’ve been running nonstop. I just want to help you find rhythm again. Something sustainable.”

Genesis listened, curious. “Like… how?”

“Journaling, planning, to-do lists, skincare” Aurora said. “Little systems that help you feel anchored. I like to sandwich stressful things between things I enjoy.”

“Sandwich?” Genesis asked, smiling.

“Like if I have to make a hard call—say, insurance stuff—I’ll do yoga first, then the call, then treat myself to a good breakfast and a latte. It keeps the day balanced.”

Genesis nodded slowly. “I’ve never been good at that. I don’t even know where I’d start.”

Aurora’s gaze softened as she leaned closer, her voice dropping to a quiet murmur, though there was no one else in sight on the lake. “Then let Mommy help you.”

Genesis felt the words sink through her like warmth. She blushed, heart fluttering in her chest.

Aurora smiled faintly and leaned forward, kissing her—gentle, reassuring. Then she shifted the blanket, coaxing Genesis to lie back beside her.

The canoe drifted lazily in the sun. Genesis rested against Aurora’s shoulder as they kissed again, slower this time, the oar knocking softly against the boat’s edge.

Above them, the sky was a pale, endless blue, the kind that made everything else feel far away.

***

They came in from the lake with sunburns and damp hems, their laughter still echoing faintly behind them. The canoe ride had loosened something in Genesis — the tight coil in her chest, the constant need to fill every silence. The lake had a way of sanding her edges down.

Aurora kicked off her water shoes by the door and turned to her, expression thoughtful. “Come with me a minute, sweetheart.”

Her tone wasn’t commanding, not exactly — but it carried a quiet certainty that made Genesis follow without question. They walked through the hall into Aurora’s office, a calm space lined with books and warm light. The faint scent of coffee and cedar hung in the air.

Aurora opened a drawer and took out two notebooks — one slim and neatly tabbed, the other blank and unassuming. “I want to show you something,” she said, gesturing for Genesis to sit beside her at the desk.

Genesis settled in, still a little damp from the lake, her fingers fidgeting with the cuff of her sweater.

“These are how I keep myself grounded,” Aurora said. She set the planner and journal between them. “One’s for my appointments, one’s for my thoughts. They help me feel like I’m steering my own days.”

She looked over, eyes soft. “I thought maybe they could help you too.”

Genesis smiled faintly, unsure. “What would I even write?”

Aurora tapped the planner with her pen. “Let’s start simple. What’s something on your mind that feels heavy?”

Genesis hesitated. “I probably have to quit my job. Maybe find a new one. And the car’s been a whole thing.”

Aurora nodded, listening without interrupting. “Alright. Those are big things. Now—what’s something small that brings you peace?”

Genesis looked toward the window, where sunlight stretched across the floorboards. “Being out there,” she said. “The lake. Sitting on the porch. Talking to you.”

Aurora smiled, that small, proud smile that always made Genesis’s chest go tight. “Those count. Those matter. Balance both, and the rest starts to take shape.”

She turned a page in the planner and began sketching a loose outline of a day — morning, afternoon, evening. “Structure doesn’t have to be strict,” she said. “It’s just a way to make room for the things that help you breathe.”

Genesis leaned closer, watching as Aurora wrote:

morning: stretch, breakfast, quiet time.

midday: one task, one joy.

evening: reflection, rest.

“I can help you build your own, little one,” Aurora said. “You’ve been working so hard just to stay afloat. Maybe it’s time to let your days work for you.”

Something in Genesis eased as she traced the edge of the page, her fingers gliding over the smooth surface of the planner. "That sounds... nice. I don't think I've ever done that before. Maybe with Mommy's help, I can..."

Aurora placed a reassuring hand on her back, her touch warm and comforting. "Yes, you can. I know you can. We'll learn together. You don't have to figure it out alone."

Genesis bit her lip, her eyes meeting Aurora's with a mix of curiosity and ache. "Mmmm, that's hot. Will you always talk to me like that?"

Aurora's smile was gentle, her voice steady and soothing. "If you want me to."

"I do, please. Tell me what to do, Mommy." Genesis's lips brushed against Aurora's hand, her kisses trailing up to her wrist before meeting in a tender embrace. Their lips locked, and Genesis's hands explored Aurora's body, pulling at the V-neck of her top to expose the tops of her breasts.

"I'm hungry," Genesis whispered, her voice laced with daring and need.

Aurora chuckled softly, her eyes sparkling with amusement and affection. "I know, but I have to pump first."

Genesis's eyes widened with curiosity. "That's okay. Can I watch?"

Aurora nodded, her voice filled with a mix of playfulness and tenderness. "Always."

They went upstairs together, their footsteps slow and quiet against the old wood. The bedroom was dim, the kind of soft light that made everything feel smaller, safer. Aurora switched on the TV, letting the low hum of a show fill the silence.

She got comfortable on the bed, reaching for her pump with the kind of easy familiarity that came from routine. Genesis sat nearby, unsure where to look at first, then deciding not to look away at all. There was something deeply ordinary yet erotic about it — also private, like being let into a part of Aurora’s world that no one else got to witness.

She didn’t speak, just watched — the quiet between them thick with trust, warmth, and a kind of closeness that didn’t need to be explained. The low murmur of The Walking Dead filled the room, flickering light stretching across the walls. They half-watched, half-listened, saying nothing, just breathing in sync.

When the credits rolled, Aurora shifted, reaching for a blanket to pull around her shoulders. Genesis glanced over, the spell of the episode breaking, replaced by that same easy quiet they always seemed to fall into.

Aurora readjusted and smiled faintly. “I was thinking… when I’m done, we could try something a little different.”

Genesis turned toward her, trying to hide her excitement. “Different?”

“Don’t worry,” Aurora said, her tone calm but teasing. “I think you’ll like it.”

Genesis smiled, the corners of her mouth curving in that small, certain way. “I know I will.”

Aurora looked back down at what she was doing, the rhythmic hum filling the space again. The bottles slowly filled, the motion steady and unhurried. Genesis watched quietly, her chin resting on her knees, her expression soft and her cheeks flushed with warmth as she observed. She squeezed her legs together, trying to stay patient.

Outside, the wind brushed through the trees, and the glow of the TV dimmed to black and went to a commercial. The world seemed to shrink to this small room — the quiet, the rhythm, the trust between them — the quiet afternoon folded gently around it.

***

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.

"Am I too heavy?" Genesis asked, her voice soft and uncertain. She felt like she weighed a ton, but Aurora reassured her with a gentle squeeze.

"No, little one. You're perfect," Aurora murmured, her voice a soothing balm. "Just relax. I've got you."

Genesis settled into the position, her back supported by a pillow against the arm of the chair. Aurora's touch was gentle yet firm as she instructed her to bend her legs, her voice a soft, steady stream of encouragement.

"Good girl, remember our safe words, okay?" Aurora murmured, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Genesis’s thighs. Genesis nodded. “Yes, Mommy.”

"Now, tell me, were you a naughty little girl last night? Did you touch yourself?"

Genesis sputtered, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson. "No, Mommy. I didn't."

Aurora chuckled, a low, sultry sound. "No? I don't believe you, my little one. Let's see if we can find out the truth, shall we?"

Her hands moved with purpose, sliding up Genesis’s legs, pushing the oversized T-shirt up to expose more of her soft skin. Aurora's touch was a teasing whisper, her fingers dancing around Genesis’s clit, making her squirm and moan.

"You're so wet, little one," Aurora murmured, her voice thick with desire. "I think you were a very naughty little girl. You know what happens to naughty girls, don't you?"

Genesis whimpered, her body aching with need. "Yes, Mommy. They get punished."

Aurora smiled, her fingers continuing their exploration, playing with pressure and speed. Genesis grinded against her hand, small moans escaping from her lips. "That's right, my little one. And I know exactly what your tight little pussy needs to open up."

Genesis gasped and waited a moment as Aurora’s fingers teased her entrance. Aurora had whispered sweet words to her in the dark, but this was the first time they were doing this in daylight—out loud, with nothing to hide behind.

“Is it okay if I go in?” Aurora asked.

“Y-yes. Please.” Genesis begged.

She gently inserted a finger, as Genesis gasped, curling it to hit that sweet spot inside her. Genesis moaned, her body arching into the touch. Aurora's other hand roamed over her ass, squeezing and opening her wider.

"You're going to get two fingers today, my naughty little one, I know you’ve been wanting it," Aurora instructed, her voice firm and unyielding. "But first, you need to tell me the truth. Did you touch yourself last night?"

Genesis hesitated, her body trembling with anticipation and embarrassment, her face flushed and chest heaving. "Yes, Mommy. I did."

Aurora chuckled, a low, approving sound. "Good girl. Now, let's see if you can take two of Mommy’s fingers. Big girls take two fingers."

She helped Genesis up, untied her hands, and guided her to bend over the armchair. Aurora's spanks were firm yet playful, each one making Genesis gasp and squirm.

"Young lady, did you touch yourself?" Aurora asked, her voice a low growl.

"Yes, Mommy," Genesis admitted, her voice breathless and filled with desire.

Aurora smiled, her fingers finding Genesis’s entrance once more. She knelt down so her face was inches from Genesis’s ass. This time, she pushed two fingers inside, her movements slow and deliberate. Genesis moaned, her body adjusting to the intrusion, wet sounds filling the room.

"Breathe, baby girl," Aurora coached, her voice soothing and firm. "Just breathe. You're doing so well. You’ve exceeded Mommy’s expectations. You take it so well."

“I want to be good for Mommy!” Genesis cried.

Aurora murmured approval. Genesis could feel her ass parted and Aurora blew on her there. Genesis cried out and her eyes fluttered shut.

“Mommy, please don’t stop.”

“You need to come on Mommy’s fingers, can you do that for me?”

“I’ll try, Mommy.”

As Genesis took the two fingers eagerly, Aurora began to move them in and out quickly, her other hand finding Genesis’s clit, rubbing in slow, teasing circles. Genesis moaned, her body pushing back harder, a strong release building with each stroke.

"Good girl," Aurora praised, her voice a low moan. "You're taking it so well. I'm so proud of you."

She increased her pace and went deeper, hitting that sweet spot inside Genesis. Genesis’s moans filled the room, her body trembling.

"Come for me, baby girl," Aurora commanded, her voice firm and unyielding. "Come now."

With a final, powerful thrust, Genesis came, her body shuddering with release, the sensations overwhelming and intense. Aurora kept her fingers inside as Genesis clung to the chair.

When they finally came down from their high, Aurora pulled Genesis close, her touch gentle and soothing. "You’ve been such a good girl," she murmured, her voice filled with pride and affection. "I’m so proud of you."

Genesis snuggled closer, drawing a deep, easy breath, warmth spreading through her like sunlight. "Thank you, Mommy," she whispered, her voice soft and sleepy. "I love you."

Genesis’s heart skipped a beat at her own words, the sentence hanging in the air before she could take it back. She looked up at Aurora, half in horror, half in awe.

Aurora only smiled—soft, certain—as if she’d been waiting for this moment all along. She leaned in, her lips finding Genesis’s in a kiss that was tender and steadying. When she drew back, her voice was quiet but sure.

“I love you too,” she said. “Always.”

Genesis, her body still thrumming with the aftermath of her own pleasure, looked up at Aurora with a mix of curiosity and desire. "Mommy," she started, her voice soft and uncertain, "can I touch you?"

Aurora smiled, her eyes warm and encouraging. "Of course, my little one. What do you want to do?"

Genesis hesitated, her cheeks flushing a soft pink. She wanted to explore, to give back the pleasure she had received, but she wasn't sure how to ask. "I... I want to play with your boobs—I mean breasts—Mommy," she finally admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Aurora's smile widened, her eyes sparkling with amusement and desire. "That sounds wonderful, baby girl. Let's move to the bed."

They shifted to the large, comfortable bed, Aurora adjusting the lighting to a soft, dim glow. Genesis, still wearing the oversized T-shirt, began to undress Aurora, her movements slow and restrained. She took her time, savoring each inch of skin revealed, each soft gasp from Aurora's lips.

From the bedside table, Genesis retrieved Aurora's favorite vibrator, a sleek, black device that hummed with promise. She lubed it generously, her fingers coating the surface with a shimmering sheen. Aurora lay back, parting her legs, her eyes never leaving Genesis's face as she guided her on how to insert and turn on the vibrator.

"Slowly, little one," Aurora instructed, her voice a low purr. "Just like that. You're so good at making Mommy feel good. Now, turn it on."

Genesis obeyed, her fingers trembling slightly as she found the switch. The vibrator came to life, a soft buzz filling the room. Aurora moaned, her back arching as Genesis inserted it, her movements gentle yet firm.

As the vibrator did its work, Genesis turned her attention to Aurora's breasts, her hands cupping and massaging, her thumbs circling the nipples. Milk beaded at the tips,  and Genesis leaned down, her tongue lapping at the delicate drops.

Aurora guided Genesis to straddle her, positioning her so that the vibrator pressed against her own sensitive clit. Genesis gasped, the sensation of the vibrator against her clit sending sparks of pleasure through her body.

"Good girl," Aurora murmured, her voice thick with approval. "You're doing so well."

Genesis continued to massage Aurora's breasts, her movements rhythmic and soothing. When she leaned forward to suckle at a nipple, Aurora's hands found her pussy, fingers teasing and exploring. Genesis jumped, hoping Aurora hadn't noticed.

"Does it hurt, baby girl?" Aurora asked, her voice a low growl. "Are you sore?"

Genesis nodded, a soft moan escaping her lips as Aurora's fingers danced over her clit. She continued to drink from Aurora's breast, her body moving in sync with the vibrations beneath her.

Aurora curled her back, pressing against the inserted vibrator, her moans filling the room. "Touch yourself, such a good girl," she whispered, her voice a command laced with desire. "Do it how Mommy showed you."

Genesis repositioned herself, lying beside Aurora, her own fingers finding her clit, rubbing in slow, teasing circles while she nursed. Aurora matched her rhythm, their breaths syncing, their moans echoing one another.

Aurora crested first, a soft tremor rippling through her frame as a moan escaped her parted lips, filling the space between them with melody. That delicate sound—half gasp, half song—unraveled something deep within Genesis. A slow heat unfurled in her belly, spilling outward in waves that stole her breath. Each pulse more intense, she melted against Aurora, her breath hot against her side. Aurora pressed a kiss to the top of her head.

As their breathing slowed again, Aurora turned off her vibrator and pulled Genesis close. Her arms wrapped around her in a tight, comforting embrace. "You've been such a good girl," she murmured, her voice filled with pride and affection. "I'm so proud of you, my little one. Do you want to be done for the day? You must be so sleepy."

Genesis bit her lip, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson. "No, Mommy, I want..." She couldn't finish, the words stuck in her throat, her embarrassment too great to overcome.

Aurora pulled back, her eyes soft and encouraging. "Go ahead, little one. You can trust me. What is it that you want?"

Genesis took a deep breath, her voice barely a whisper. "I want... to take the big black strap."

Aurora looked apologetic, her touch gentle as she cupped Genesis’s face. "No, you're too small for that one still, my little one. But don't worry, you'll get there."

Genesis pouted, her bottom lip jutting out in a charming display of disappointment. "When can I take it?"

Aurora smiled, her thumb brushing away a stray tear. "When you are able to take the purple one. It's a step up, but not as intense as the black strap."

Genesis’s eyes lit up with hope. "Can we try the purple one?"

Aurora hesitated, her brow furrowing with concern. "We can try, but you must be so sore, baby girl. Are you sure you want to push yourself?"

Genesis nodded, her voice filled with determination. "My pussy is so sore, but I need something inside. I want to be filled by Mommy."

Aurora’s eyes sparkled with a mix of amusement and desire. "Can Mommy kiss it better first?" she asked, her voice a low, sultry murmur.

Genesis’s eyes went wide with surprise and a hint of nervousness. She switched to her normal voice as she said, "What do you mean?"

Aurora gave a crooked grin, her fingers tracing patterns on Genesis’s thigh. "I want to eat you out," she whispered low, her voice barely audible. They hadn’t done this yet, and the thought of it sent a thrill of excitement through Genesis.

Although anxious, Genesis gave a nod, her trust in Aurora unwavering. "Okay, Mommy. I'd like that."

She sat on the bed, her body trembling slightly with anticipation. Taking a deep breath, she pulled off her oversized T-shirt, exposing her naked body to Aurora fully for the first time. Aurora’s eyes roamed over her, taking in every curve, every line, her touch gentle as she placed her hands on Genesis’s knees.

"You’re beautiful," Aurora murmured, her voice filled with awe and desire. "So perfectly beautiful."

Aurora turn her vibrator, still inserted back own and lowered herself between Genesis's trembling thighs, her fingers curling possessively around the soft flesh. "Look at you, little one," Aurora murmured against Genesis's heated skin, "so wet for Mommy." Her thumbs traced circles on the sensitive inner thighs as Genesis squirmed beneath her. Aurora's tongue flicked out first, gentle. Genesis panted, fingers clutching at the bedsheets. "So sensitive," Aurora praised before pressing her mouth more firmly against the slick folds. She took her time mapping every contour, her tongue tracing patterns that made Genesis's hips rise to meet her. When Aurora's lips began to suck, Genesis's back arched off the mattress as she cried out. Their fingers laced together on Genesis's quivering thigh as Aurora's eyes locked with Genesis's. "That's my good girl," Aurora whispered between deliberate laps of her tongue. "Let go for Mommy." Genesis's eyelids fluttered closed as waves of pleasure built, higher and higher, each touch and warm breath pushing her closer to the edge until she was teetering, crying out, "Mommy, please..."

At first, she had been nervous about how she tasted, but as Aurora continued, her movements steady and sure, Genesis relaxed, her body responding with a life of its own. She moaned, louder this time, her hips grinding, her pleasure building with each stroke of Aurora’s warm tongue.

"Mmmm," Aurora murmured against her clit, her voice a low, approving growl.

A current of pure electricity surged through Genesis, every nerve ending alight as her body dissolved into a pool of molten pleasure. Aurora's tongue traced delicate patterns against her pussy, each movement sending sparks that raced up her spine. The world narrowed to that single point of contact—the soft pressure of Aurora's lips, the wicked curl of her tongue coaxing sounds from Genesis's throat that she didn't recognize as her own. Colors exploded behind her eyelids as she arched, fingers digging into the sheets, her body taut and at its breaking point. The room tilted, the edges of her vision blurring into darkness as the pressure built to an impossible peak, threatening to shatter her completely.

As Genesis nearly burst, Aurora increased her pace, her fingers moved to find Genesis’s clit, rubbing in slow, firm circles. Genesis moaned, her body arching, her pleasure building to a crescendo.

"Come for me, baby girl," Aurora commanded, her voice firm and unyielding. "Come now."

With a final, powerful lick, Genesis shattered, her release a violent shudder of liquid heat that stole her breath. Aurora, moaned into her throbbing pussy and arched her back. Her ass lifted rhythmically as she ground against the vibrator. Her body trembled, and her moans echoed through the room, blending with Genesis’s own cries.

They lay again together until their breathing slowed, Aurora resting on Genesis’s thigh, their hands laced together. Aurora kissed the back of Genesis’s hand, then her fingers, slow and deliberate—a simple gesture, but one that said everything. She then removed her own vibrator, throwing it to the other side of the bed.

As Aurora pushed herself up, the weight of her breasts dragged across Genesis’s stomach, warm skin sliding over the faint sheen of sweat still coating them both. When their mouths met, Genesis tasted the tang of herself on Aurora's tongue, a reminder of the mess they'd made, but exhaustion had settled deep in her bones, smothering any flicker of alarm before it could catch.

A low murmur and warm breath grazed her ear. "Still want me to fuck you with it, little one?" Aurora's voice was a rough scrape in the quiet.

Genesis nodded, a mix of nervousness in her eyes. This would be her first time, and their first time using it together. Aurora, still full of energy, moved to the wardrobe, opening the package with the harness. She took the purple dildo from the bedside table, sliding it through the ring with practiced ease. A small bullet vibrator was added to the harness, turned on with a soft hum. Aurora squirted lube generously onto the dildo before climbing back onto the bed, positioning herself between Genesis’s legs.

She’s done this before, Genesis thought as she watched Aurora’s fluid movements.

Genesis felt a rush of emotion—grief, heat, and happiness tangled together—catching her completely off guard. She tried to steady herself, to stay in the moment, to stay with Aurora. It struck her then: this was the same position she’d been in when she was assaulted. The realization sent a tremor through her, but she said nothing. Instead, she clung to the hope that this tenderness, this trust, could begin to rewrite what had once been taken from her.

Aurora checked in with her, her voice soft and soothing. "Are you okay, Genesis? We can stop here."

Genesis nodded, her voice barely a whisper. "Please, I want this. Please, I want you."

Aurora parted her legs gently, coaching her to spread wider. "I'll be careful, I promise. Just try to relax for me, okay?"

Carefully Aurora parted her and sunk her hips down. Genesis gasped as the dildo entered her, the sensation intense and overwhelming. She focused on her breathing, willing her body to stay calm, to not let the discomfort show. The stretch burned like white heat, but Genesis clamped her mouth shut. Aurora pulled her into her lap slightly, angling the dildo just right so it slid in. Instead of words of encouragement, Aurora didn’t speak, her lips capturing Genesis’s in a deep, passionate kiss. She tried to melt into Aurora’s arms, to lose herself in the safety there, but the past had teeth and wouldn’t let go.

You want this. Relax, relax.

She thrusted gently, her body moving in sync with Genesis’s, her lips and teeth finding the sensitive skin of her neck, sucking and nibbling. Genesis clung to her ass pulling her closer. As her body relaxed, each thrust began to feel better, the pain melting to the background. Aurora pushed deeper and kissed Genesis's neck tenderly. Genesis laced her fingers into Aurora’s hair and exhaled into her ear.

Then it happened. Just as this was starting to feel good.

Genesis’s eyes stung, a tsunami rising before she could stop it. It wasn’t just joy or sadness—it was everything she hadn’t let herself feel, all the pieces of her she’d kept locked away. The tenderness of the moment, the safety of it, was almost too much to hold. She tried to blink the tears back, to keep control the way she always had, but they spilled over anyway. She had never cried in front of Aurora before, and the thought made her chest ache even more.

“Baby?” Aurora whispered.

Aurora paused, sensing the shift without a word. She carefully removed the dildo. Her hands softened, her touch turning to comfort rather than intent. She gathered Genesis into her arms, holding her close. The first sob broke loose, then another, until Genesis was trembling against her. At some point, a blanket was draped over her, though she couldn’t remember Aurora moving. Aurora said nothing—just held her, one hand tracing slow, steady circles along her back, grounding her with every touch.

They stayed like that for a long time, Aurora’s steady presence anchoring her as the storm passed. When Genesis’s breathing finally eased, Aurora shifted closer, drawing her into the curve of her body. The room was quiet except for their slow, shared breaths—warm, steady, and enough.


Chapter Six

The next morning came softly, as if the house itself were being careful not to wake her too soon.

Genesis stirred to the pale light seeping through the curtains, warm against her face. Her body felt heavy but clean in a way she hadn’t known in a long time — the kind of exhaustion that came after crying, after being held, after finally letting go.

The night before lingered in her mind like the echo of a dream. Aurora had asked, “Do you want to talk about it?”

Genesis had wanted to—almost—but the words tangled in her throat. “I don’t know,” she’d whispered instead, and Aurora had only nodded. No pressure. No disappointment.

They’d had dinner quietly, the sound of rain against the windows filling the spaces between them. Later, on the porch, Genesis had leaned into Aurora’s shoulder, watching the mist roll across the lake. She’d liked that Aurora didn’t try to fix anything — just stayed beside her, steady as always.

Then came the bath, warm and unhurried, with bubbles that clung to her skin and laughter that came easier than she expected. It was the first time Genesis felt her body could exist without tension. Somewhere between the teasing and the comfort, she realized she didn’t want to go back to Portland — not to the apartment, not to the chance of seeing him, or the friends who pretended nothing had happened. She decided finally that she did not owe Brittany a call back.

When evening came, Sandra returned Catherine, and the baby’s sleepy noises filled the quiet house through the baby monitor. They’d all gone to bed early.

Now, Genesis blinked awake to find Aurora beside her, propped up slightly, bottle in hand, feeding Catherine. The light brushed over them in soft gold — mother and daughter framed by morning calm.

“Morning,” Aurora murmured, smiling when Genesis’s eyes opened. Her voice was gentle, the kind that made Genesis’s chest ache in the best way.

“Morning,” Genesis said back, voice still hoarse. “Did I sleep in?”

“Only a little.” Aurora tipped the bottle, smiling down at Catherine. “She was up early, so I figured I’d let you rest.”

Genesis stretched beneath the blanket, the motion grounding her. “Wow, I slept through it.”

“Yesterday was a lot,” Aurora said gently. “How are you feeling?”

“A little better.”

“I’m glad,” Aurora said, pausing to meet her eyes before smiling again.

A quiet moment lingered between them—the kind that sent a small shiver down Genesis’s spine, but in a good way. Then Aurora spoke, her tone light, almost playful. “I was thinking about making something cozy for dinner tonight. Maybe soup. If I head into town later, want to come with me?”

“Absolutely,” Genesis said, her voice soft but sure. “It’d be nice to get out.”

Aurora nodded, her expression easy. “I think so too.”

The room settled into a comfortable quiet, filled with the sounds of morning—the baby’s steady breathing, the creak of the old floorboards, a bird calling somewhere outside.

Then came Sandra’s voice from downstairs, bright and familiar: “Morning! I’m here for my granddaughter!”

Aurora chuckled under her breath. “Mom’s here,” she said, meeting Genesis’s eyes with a knowing smile.

Genesis brushed her hair from her face, still half-tucked in the blanket. “The routine here is nice,” she said quietly. “I kind of love it.”

Aurora smiled, the corner of her mouth lifting. “I think routine is good—as long as there’s growth.”

She set the empty bottle aside and stood, stretching slightly. “My first client’s at nine,” she said. “If you get dressed, we can grab some breakfast before I start.”

Genesis nodded. “Okay.”

Aurora leaned down to press a kiss to her forehead before heading for the door. The sound of her footsteps faded down the stairs, mingling with the soft chatter of Sandra’s voice below.

Genesis sat there for a moment longer, letting the quiet fill her. Then she slipped out of bed and padded toward the bathroom.

The mirror fogged slightly from someone’s earlier shower, and the air still smelled faintly of eucalyptus. Everything in Aurora’s house was clean but not sterile—tidy, intentional, lived in. The kind of space where everything had a purpose, yet nothing felt forced.

As she brushed her teeth, a thought came uninvited but not unwelcome: What if I just stayed here?

Not just for a visit, but really stayed. Raymond was quiet, safe, the kind of place that didn’t demand anything from her. She could almost see it—going to get her car, packing up her things, saying goodbye to the city for a while. Maybe longer.

She rinsed her mouth, studying her reflection for a beat. The idea didn’t scare her the way it might have once. Maybe she was changing—slowly, quietly, in ways she hadn’t expected.

***

Breakfast was quiet but warm, the table bathed in soft light from the kitchen window. Granola, coconut yogurt, and fruit—simple, nourishing, the kind of meal that felt good just to look at. Aurora sliced a peach for Catherine’s puree while Genesis spooned berries into her bowl, the rhythmic motions grounding her more than she expected.

“Structure helps,” Aurora said, sitting down beside her. “Not rules—just anchors. Little things that remind you the day is still yours.”

Genesis stirred the granola through the yogurt, thinking. “I’m not great with structure. Lists make me panic.”

“Then no lists,” Aurora said gently. “Just moments.”

After breakfast, Aurora opened her laptop for her first session, and Genesis stayed in the living room. Aurora had suggested a “mind dump”—typing out every thought, every half-formed worry or memory, and then deleting it all. Genesis had laughed at first, but halfway through the first paragraph, her fingers wouldn’t stop. The act of writing without judgment felt like unclenching something she hadn’t realized she was holding.

When Aurora checked in an hour later, Genesis was curled on the couch, scrolling aimlessly through her phone. “How’s it going?” Aurora asked from the doorway.

Genesis shrugged. “Kinda weird.”

“Good weird or bad weird?”

“Good weird,” Genesis said, smiling faintly. “Weirdly good. Like cleaning out a closet you didn’t know was full of junk.”

Aurora smiled. “Perfect metaphor.”

They built the day in pieces—two-hour blocks that felt manageable, never forced. Time for sketching or coloring, a short walk outside, a snack, a text to her dad—just checking in.

Genesis sent Sherry a snap of the lake. Sorry for letting our streak die, she typed. Here’s a new one.

Aurora worked in her office, and the occasional creak of the floorboards became something steady, something safe. A reminder.

By lunch, they were both hungry. Aurora made sandwiches while Genesis poured lemonade, and they sat on the porch with their plates in their laps.

“What are you grateful for today?” Aurora asked suddenly.

Genesis blinked, chewing. “Um… this?” She gestured vaguely. “Food. Sunlight. That you didn’t make me do yoga.”

Aurora laughed. “I’ll save that for tomorrow.”

The afternoon passed easily. When Aurora’s last client wrapped at three, they drove into town with the windows down, music low. The natural food store smelled faintly of coffee and citrus cleaners. Genesis picked out chocolate and a strange green juice that Aurora promised was better than it looked.

“You want to have a similar day tomorrow?” Aurora asked on the drive back.

Genesis hesitated. “Yeah. I liked it. But… shouldn’t I be looking for a job or something?”

“There’s no rush,” Aurora said softly.

“I know but I'd like to start tomorrow,” Genesis said, more to herself than to Aurora. “I need to give notice at the coffee shop anyway.”

Aurora nodded. “We can write the email later if you want help.”

They fell into that rhythm for the rest of the week. Mornings started with coffee and Catherine’s laughter, days filled with journaling, art, and small wins. Evenings brought warmth—quiet touches, shared baths, whispered jokes before sleep.

One morning, when Sandra came to pick up Catherine, the baby looked up at Aurora and said her first word.

“Mama.”

Aurora gasped and started clapping. Sandra grinned. “Oh, that’s it—her next word’s going to be grandmama!”

They all laughed, the sound echoing through the kitchen.

Not every day was easy. One night, after re-listening to Brittany's voicemail sent Genesis spiraling, Aurora found her shaking in the hallway. They sat on the floor together, Aurora guiding her through slow breaths until the panic eased.

“I was just starting to feel better. Why’d I do that?” Genesis said, pressing her hands to her face, covering her eyes.

“I know. But progress isn’t a straight line, you know?” Aurora rubbed her arm gently.

“Everything is messed up now.” Tears welled in Genesis’s eyes, her breath catching.

“No, Genesis, it’s not. Let’s do another mind dump tomorrow,” Aurora said softly.

Genesis groaned. “I just want to feel like myself. This sucks. Why did I do that…”

“Mm-hmm. I know.” Aurora brushed her thumb over Genesis’s hand, the touch light and certain. “You will.”

The next morning, Aurora didn’t mention the yoga video she’d bookmarked—it just appeared on the TV after breakfast. Genesis shot her a wary look, but Aurora only smiled and spread out two mats.

The video was slow and quiet, the instructor’s voice calm in a way that felt oddly safe. They moved through gentle stretches, breathing deep, holding poses that focused on release and self-support. When it came time to curl around a pillow and hold it close, Genesis wanted to laugh at first. But then something in her chest loosened.

Who knew hugging a pillow could feel so healing?

By the end, she felt lighter. Her thoughts were quieter, her body less like a battlefield. Aurora gave her a knowing smile but didn’t say I told you so.

For a while, everything felt steady—like maybe she was finally learning how to breathe again.

Until the text came.

Genesis’s phone buzzed while Aurora was in session.

Dad: Did you come back to Portland? Saw your car.

Her chest went cold. She tried breathing, coloring, walking outside—but nothing worked. Her thoughts spun faster, panic rising until she could barely see.

When Aurora emerged from her office, she found Genesis sitting on the floor in front of the sofa, her knees pulled up, hands trembling.

“I shouldn’t have lied,” Genesis said through ragged breaths. “My dad texted. Now he’s going to call. He’s going to know something’s wrong.”

Aurora immediately knelt beside her. “Hey, look at me,” she said softly. “We’ll handle it together.”

“I don’t know what to say. If I don’t text back, he’ll call.”

“Then let’s write something simple,” Aurora murmured. “Nothing alarming. Just enough.”

Genesis wiped at her face, trying to steady her hands as Aurora dictated slowly, word by word: “Hey Dad, yeah, just up here grabbing a few things. Thinking of moving out of the apartment soon.”

When it was sent, Genesis stared at the screen, her heart hammering.

Aurora eased back on her heels. “Do you think you want to move out of the apartment. I'm okay either way with what you decide.”

“Maybe,” Genesis whispered. “I mean, I could find a room nearby once I get a job. There’s one open down the road.”

Aurora’s expression softened. “No,” she said gently. “You can stay here, Genesis. I want you here. And my mom’s gallery is still hiring—you’d be wonderful there.”

Genesis gave a small, shaky laugh. “Will you help me move out of my apartment?”

“Of course. We can go tomorrow if you’re ready.”

“I mean it, though,” Genesis said quickly. “I can find another apartment later, when I have the money.”

“And I mean it,” Aurora replied, taking her hand. “I want you here. The money you make will be yours—to save, to spend, however you want.”

Genesis let out a breath that almost turned into a laugh. “It’s been a long time since I’ve bought new underwear.”

Aurora blinked, then laughed. “What?”

“New underwear, socks. I haven’t had any spare money since I got that apartment. I’ve been living on ramen and day-old baked goods from work. Haven’t you seen the holes in my clothes?”

Aurora rubbed her thumb over Genesis’s hand. “Sometimes,” she admitted. “I was going to offer to buy you a new wardrobe, but I didn’t want to upset you.”

Genesis blushed, embarrassed.

Aurora’s voice softened. “Well, that life is over. We’ll move you out tomorrow, and afterward we’ll stop by the mall. You can pick out all new clothes, and we’ll get lunch. It’s on me.”

Genesis smiled, eyes glassy. “I'm not even going to turn that down, honestly. Thank you.”

Aurora leaned in, brushing a soft kiss against her lips, then drew her into an embrace. Genesis melted into her, her breath finally evening out, the storm inside her quieting.

For a long time, they stayed like that—Aurora’s arms wrapped around her, the steady rhythm of her heartbeat reminding Genesis she was safe, and home.

***

The next morning carried an easy kind of calm. Sunlight filtered through the kitchen windows, the smell of coffee mingling with the sweetness of toast and strawberry jam. Genesis sat at the table in one of Aurora’s oversized sweaters, hair still damp from her shower. Aurora moved around the kitchen with soft efficiency—pouring juice, wiping the counter, checking on Catherine in her playpen.

Sandra arrived not long after breakfast, her energy filling the doorway like a bright light. Catherine squealed when she saw her, kicking her legs as Aurora handed her over.

“Well, good morning,” Sandra said, smiling between the two of them. “You both look like you’ve got plans today.”

“We do, actually,” Aurora said, glancing at Genesis. “Hey, Mom, is the gallery still hiring? Genesis is looking for something local.”

Sandra raised her brows, clearly pleased. “I believe so. And with your art, sweetheart, that would be perfect. Good connections, good people. A great way to get your foot in the door if you decide to go that direction.”

Genesis felt warmth rise to her cheeks. “That… actually sounds really nice.”

Aurora nodded. “We’re heading to Portland today to clear out her apartment. It’s time.”

Sandra’s expression softened. “That’s a big step. I think it’s the right one.” She balanced Catherine on her hip, tickling the baby’s chin. “You’re doing good things for yourself, Genesis. I can see that.”

Genesis smiled shyly, unsure how to respond, but the words landed somewhere deep.

“And when you get back,” Sandra added, “Linda wants to have us all over for dinner soon—maybe this weekend. She said we should go out on the boat afterward.”

Genesis perked up. “Linda—your sister, right? You mentioned her before.”

Sandra grinned. “That’s her. She’s been dying to meet you.”

Aurora chuckled. “Just a fair warning, she’s a little… eccentric.”

Sandra laughed. “That’s one word for it. She’s a witch, dear—you know that. Herbs, moon phases, tarot decks all over the kitchen. She always says she just uses the tools, that they work through her—but she’s got the sight, you see. She’ll deny it every time, but I know she’s psychic. Always has been.”

Genesis smiled and nodded. “Honestly, she sounds amazing.”

“She is,” Sandra said, then gave Aurora a look. “So, you two think about it. Dinner, maybe Saturday. No pressure.”

Aurora nodded. “We’ll see how the weekend goes. But it sounds nice.”

Sandra kissed the top of Catherine’s head and waved them toward the door. “Now go—before you lose your nerve. And don’t rush back. Take your time saying goodbye.”

Outside, the morning air was crisp and smelled faintly of pine and rain. Aurora unlocked the car, tossing her bag into the back seat while Genesis paused by the passenger door, glancing back at the house—at the warmth, the laughter, the quiet belonging she never realized she needed.

Then she climbed in, and they drove off down the narrow road, sunlight cutting through the trees. Portland waited somewhere ahead, but this time, it didn’t feel like a weight.

It felt like much-needed closure.

***

They finished packing by late afternoon, the air inside the apartment faintly dusty from boxes and the smell of cleaning spray. The space looked smaller now—emptier, but lighter somehow.

Genesis stood in the middle of the living room, wiping her palms on her jeans. “I should probably go see him,” she said finally. “My dad.”

Aurora looked up from where she was folding a blanket. “You can swing by before we go to the mall,” she said gently. “I can drop this stuff off at Goodwill and we could meet up after.”

Genesis hesitated, chewing the inside of her cheek. “Yeah... would it be weird to tell him I’m seeing someone new? I want to tell him about you.”

Aurora smiled softly. “I don’t think it's weird, no. You don’t have to tell him we’re living together if you don’t want to. Straight people tend to move at a slower pace. He might be alarmed, but maybe not.”

Genesis let out a breathy laugh. “Yeah, that’s what I’m worried about. I don't know either.”

“Understandable,” Aurora said, her tone easy. “You could just tell him you moved to Raymond to be closer to me. That way he knows you’re not alone there. Might make him feel better.”

“You’re right,” Genesis said. She pulled out her phone and typed quickly: Hey, are you home?

The reply came almost immediately: Yeah. What’s up?

Can I stop over for a few minutes?

Of course.

It felt strangely simple.

They loaded the last of the boxes into Aurora’s SUV—a few suitcases, Genesis’s gaming setup, a couple of lamps, and a small stack of donation bags for Goodwill. Most of her furniture was left by the dumpster with a handwritten free sign; she didn’t feel the need to bring it all with her.

When the last door shut, they stood for a moment in the parking lot, the apartment building behind them half in shadow. The air smelled faintly of rain and car exhaust, the kind of city scent Genesis suddenly realized she wouldn’t miss.

Aurora turned to her. “You sure you want to drive separately? We could just come back to get your car after the mall.”

Genesis nodded. “Yeah. It's fine. It’ll be easier this way.”

Aurora smiled softly. “All right. How about the food court entrance. When you're done?”

“Perfect.”

Aurora stepped closer, cupping Genesis’s cheek. “You’ll be fine,” she said quietly. “Text me when you’re done.”

Genesis nodded, leaning into the touch. “I will.”

Aurora wore her hair up, a few golden strands escaping to brush her neck. Sweat glistened on her brow, catching the afternoon light, and Genesis’s heart wouldn’t steady. The fitted purple-gray tank clung to her in all the right ways, the olive work pants sitting low on her hips, sturdy and worn in. Scuffed brown boots and rolled cuffs made her look effortlessly capable—like she could fix anything, build anything, carry the world if she had to. And maybe she could. Her gray eyes caught the light as she looked at Genesis, reflecting all the things they’d learned to say without words.

They kissed—unhurried, steady, more reassurance than goodbye. When Aurora pulled away, her hand lingered on Genesis’s shoulder for a moment, then she climbed into the SUV.

Genesis stood there watching as the taillights disappeared around the corner, the sound of the engine fading into the hum of traffic. The parking lot suddenly felt too big, too quiet.

She turned toward her own car and slid into the driver’s seat, the familiar worn steering wheel fitting easily beneath her hands.

For a moment, she just sat there, taking a breath before starting the engine.

The drive through Portland was quiet—the city both familiar and distant now. Storefronts, streetlights, the coffee shop on the corner—all blurred into a soft backdrop of memory. With every mile, the tension in her shoulders eased. She wasn’t running away this time. She was just… moving forward.

By the time she turned onto her dad’s street, the sky had gone pale with afternoon light, and she felt almost ready. She stepped out of the car, the autumn air cool against her face. The house loomed smaller than she remembered, though maybe she’d just grown since she last felt safe here.

Genesis walked up the familiar path to the porch, the boards creaking under her shoes. She hesitated for a moment before knocking. No answer. She knocked again, a little louder.

Her father’s voice called from inside, slightly muffled. “Just a second—finishing up a work call!”

Genesis turned the knob and stepped inside, the familiar scent of essential oils and lemon cleaner greeting her. From down the hall, she could see him in his office, the door open, headset on, talking quietly into the mic. When he noticed her, he gave a quick wave and mouthed, One minute.

She hovered by the kitchen counter, running her fingers along the edge. The house felt exactly the same—tidy, practical, not a photo frame out of place. There was comfort in that sameness, even if part of her no longer belonged to it.

A moment later, her dad walked in, phone in hand, the headset still looped around his neck. He looked much the same as ever—tired but kind, sleeves rolled up, a few more gray hairs at his temples.

“Hey, Genny,” he said, smiling as he set his phone down. “You look… refreshed. Happier.”

Genesis smiled faintly. “I think I am.”

He nodded, studying her for a beat. “Good. You’ve been through a lot. These past few years.”

She took a breath. “I actually came to tell you something.”

His brow lifted slightly. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah. Just… something I wanted you to hear from me.” She hesitated, fingers brushing the counter. “I’m dating someone new.”

He smiled. “Okay.”

Genesis looked up at him, searching his expression. “I’m dating a woman.”

He didn’t even blink. “I assumed so.”

Genesis let out a nervous laugh. “Really? I figured you might’ve thought it was just a phase or something.”

Her father leaned back against the counter, crossing his arms. “No, Gen. You know who you are and I listen.”

She exhaled, tension easing from her shoulders. “That’s… kind of why I moved to Raymond. To be closer to her.”

He nodded slowly. “Does she have a name?”

“Aurora.”

“What’s she like?” His tone was light, curious, the faintest hint of amusement behind it, like how he talked to her when she was a child. Genesis didn't mind.

Genesis smiled at the thought. “She’s kind. Really kind. Smart. Works in mental health, actually.”

She hesitated before saying more, deciding to leave it at that. No need to explain psychiatrist, or that Aurora was ten years older. Some things were better saved for later.

Her dad nodded thoughtfully. “That sounds like someone who takes care of people.”

“It is,” Genesis said softly, her voice catching just a little. “She does,” Genesis said softly.

He pushed off the counter, the conversation easy now. “Just be safe, okay?”

“I will.”

There was a small pause. Then she asked, “Have you ever been to Sebago Lake?”

He chuckled. “Sure, back when I was younger. Nice place.”

“It’s beautiful,” she said. “I never thought I’d like a small town, but I do.”

Her dad smiled faintly. “I grew up in a small town, remember? In Canada. Your mom wanted the city life, though.”

Genesis laughed. “I know. You’ve told me that story a million times.”

“Because it’s true.”

She glanced toward the doorway. “I should let you get back to work. Just wanted to see you before I go. Tell Rena I said hello.”

He walked her to the door, still smiling. “You’ll always have a room here if you need it.”

“I know.”

He pulled a fifty from his wallet and pressed it into her hand before she could protest. “Take it. Call me if you need anything—anytime. Even two in the morning.”

Genesis swallowed the lump in her throat. “I know, Dad. Thanks.”

He opened the door for her, and the late afternoon light spilled in, warm and steady.

She stepped out onto the porch, pausing to glance back at him. He gave a small nod—one of those gestures that said more than words ever could.

The door closed gently behind her, and the quiet settled in. For the first time, the weight she’d carried about him—about all of it—felt lighter.

She walked to her car, the air cool and clean after the long day. Sliding into the driver’s seat, she took a steadying breath before starting the engine. The road ahead felt wide open, the kind of drive that didn’t lead back anywhere but forward.

She pulled away from the curb, merging into the slow afternoon traffic toward the mall.

Towards Aurora.

***

By the time Genesis pulled into the mall parking lot, the sky had settled into that soft golden haze of late afternoon. Aurora was waiting by her SUV, sunglasses pushed up into her hair, smiling as soon as she spotted her.

“Hey, there you are,” she said, holding out her arms.

Genesis grinned and let herself be pulled into a quick, warm hug—the kind that erased the last of her nerves. But when Aurora’s arms closed around her, she pressed in tighter, breathing in the clean scent of her skin before she could stop herself. For a moment, she wished she could stay like that forever—safe, close, hidden from the world.

Then the memory flickered: the shouts, the sting of the egg thrown at her, the looks that still followed them in Portland. She pulled back, slower this time, her pulse uneven. Aurora’s gray eyes softened, understanding passed between them.

“Sorry I took so long,” Genesis said quietly. “My dad wanted to talk.”

Aurora brushed a hand down her back. “What? You were gone for like five minutes. How’d it go?”

“Good,” Genesis said. “Better than I expected.”

“Good,” Aurora repeated, and kissed her cheek. “Now come on. We’ve got a mall to conquer.”

Genesis laughed, letting Aurora tug her gently toward the entrance. The air inside was warm and full of chatter, music drifting from open store fronts. They started in the clothing shops—jeans, soft sweaters, a dress Genesis swore she’d never wear but Aurora insisted on anyway. Then Ulta, where Aurora steered her through aisles of lip balms and lotions, insisting she pick out something just because she liked the scent.

By the time they reached the shoe store, Genesis was laughing. She tried on a pair of sneakers she didn’t technically need, but Aurora waved away her protests. “Your shoes have holes in them,” she said, “you’re getting new ones.”

The last stop was the sporting goods store, where Aurora spotted a longboard leaning against a display. “You ever try one of these?”

Genesis blinked. “In high school. Not a long board but a regular one. I fell a lot.”

Aurora grinned. “Maybe a longer one will be easier to use. Makes sense, right? There’s a skatepark in town—new one being built by the lake.”

Genesis laughed. “You’re serious?”

“Completely.”

Aurora bought it before she could argue, and Genesis couldn’t stop smiling as she carried the board out, shopping bags bumping against their legs. They made their way back to the food-court.

After standing in line for fifteen minutes, they shared a booth in the food court, a pair of half-eaten burgers between them and a chocolate shake with two straws. Genesis sat back, tired but glowing, tracing condensation on the cup with her fingertip.

“I think I’m starting to see just how worried I am all the time,” she said quietly. “About running into people I know. People from school. Working at the café made it worse—like I was always looking over my shoulder. Sometimes running out back at work if I recognized someone. But since being out on the lake…” She exhaled slowly. “I can see it now. The anxiety. It’s like I finally know what it is instead of just living inside it.”

Aurora listened, eyes soft. “That’s progress, you know. Seeing it. Naming it.”

Genesis smiled faintly. “Feels like it. I feel like I’m sort of holding my ground, I guess. Rather than running?”

“I’m so happy to hear that, honey,” Aurora said. “You’ve done more healing in a few weeks than most people manage in years.”

Genesis blushed. Honey. That’s what her stepmom called her dad.
The word sounded so natural coming from Aurora—casual, affectionate, not forced at all.

She liked how it felt between them, how easy it all was. There was something almost domestic about it, as if they were already used to sharing small moments like this—burgers, laughter, a single milkshake.

She looked at Aurora, at the quiet confidence in her eyes, and felt that same familiar warmth—the kind that didn’t scare her anymore.

Genesis sat up and took a slow sip of the milkshake, smiling against the straw.

When they left the mall, their arms were full of bags, the longboard tucked under Genesis’s arm. The sky was clear and blue, the air smelling faintly of sugar and pavement. Genesis bumped Aurora’s shoulder with her own.

“Can we stop for donuts before heading back?”

Aurora laughed. “Donuts? I’m stuffed.”

“Yeah, me too. But for later? There’s this place near here that makes them out of potatoes. I know it sounds weird, but they’re the best.”

Aurora raised a brow, amused. “Potato donuts. All right. Lead the way.”

They crossed the lot still laughing, their reflections glinting off the car windows, arms full of new beginnings. For the first time in a long while, Genesis didn’t feel like she was rebuilding her life—she felt like she was living it.

As they drove out of the lot in separate cars—Genesis leading, Aurora’s SUV a steady shape in her rearview—the road ahead looked wide open.

For the first time, she understood that surrender was its own kind of strength—the faith that she would be held through it. And as long as Aurora was beside her, she knew she always would be.
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The road wound uphill between tall pines, their shadows stretching long and cool across the gravel. Aurora pushed the stroller with an easy, unhurried rhythm, one hand steady on the handle, the other reaching down now and then to smooth Catherine’s blanket when the wheels bumped.

The baby’s hat had slipped sideways again, soft pink against the green of the trees.

“Hold still,” Aurora murmured, stopping just long enough to straighten it. “You’re going to develop very strong opinions about hats, I can already tell.”

Catherine kicked in response, letting out a small, happy sound.

Genesis smiled, walking beside them, close enough that she brushed Aurora’s arm now and then. She liked that Aurora matched her pace without comment — slowing when Genesis slowed, waiting without making it feel like waiting.

The air smelled like sap and lake water. Insects hummed somewhere deeper in the trees. It was quiet enough that Genesis felt it settle into her shoulders. “It’s beautiful,” she said, half to herself. “Feels like I’ve been here before. Even though I know I haven’t.”

Aurora glanced at her, smiling. “I know that feeling. Like your bones remember something your brain doesn’t.”

Genesis looked over at her — really looked. Aurora’s cheeks were flushed from the walk, her hair coming loose around her face. She looked lighter somehow, more alive. “You’re glowing,” Genesis said softly. “You seem happy.”

Aurora laughed under her breath. “That’s because we don’t have to drive to the city for a while. And because you’re here. I think you’re going to do better now — where it’s quieter. Where you can focus on yourself and… just breathe.”

Genesis smiled faintly, eyes on the road ahead. “Maybe.”

A car passed from the opposite direction, slowing just enough for the driver to wave. Aurora lifted her hand in return, that small-town reflex. Genesis watched the gesture — simple, unguarded — and felt something loosen in her chest.

After a while, Aurora asked, “Are you happy, Gen?”

Genesis hesitated. The question seemed too big for the stillness around them.

“I think so,” she said finally. “I mean… I want to be. It’s just—” she exhaled, tucking her hands into her pockets— “I’m having a hard time finding myself. I don’t really know who that is anymore.”

Aurora’s expression softened. “That’s okay,” she said. “You don’t have to know yet.”

The stroller wheels clicked over a patch of pebbles, steady and rhythmic, and the sound seemed to fill the space between them — not silence, exactly, but something gentler. The lake came into view through the trees, glittering with sunlight, and Genesis thought that maybe that was what healing looked like — not a sudden revelation, but a long, quiet walk toward something familiar she hadn’t seen before.

She quickened her pace and rested a hand at the small of Aurora’s back, a familiar, grounding touch. Aurora turned toward her, smiling softly, and for a moment Genesis’s attention caught on her mouth before she lifted her gaze to Aurora’s eyes.

The night before had been gentle and unhurried—soft kisses, whispered words that faded into comfortable silence, the two of them wrapped together beneath blankets while the wind moved through the trees outside. Nothing rushed. Nothing asked for more than it gave.

Genesis felt a quiet warmth at the thought, already looking forward to the simple intimacy of it happening again.

“I thought we could stop by my mom’s house for a minute,” Aurora said.

“Sure.”

“It’s this next one.”

Genesis had seen the house — or cabin, really — as they’d driven by it before. Only three doors down from Aurora’s, it sat close to the water, half-hidden behind a stand of birch trees. Its cedar siding had weathered to a silvery gray, and an old off-white Cadillac rested in the driveway like it hadn’t moved in years.

The porch smelled of pine and old varnish. Aurora parked the stroller near the stairs and lifted Catherine into her arms.

“I know,” she murmured, smiling down at her. “You love seeing Grammy, don’t you?”

Genesis followed a step behind, aware of herself in that ordinary way you are around a partner’s parent—careful, polite, wanting to get it right.
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