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The Gift I Wasn’t Ready For
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I wasn’t the kind of man who booked retreats.
I wasn’t the kind of man who meditated, journaled, or explored my “inner sensuality,” whatever the hell that meant.
And I definitely wasn’t the kind of man who spent a weekend at an exclusive private resort known for—according to the brochure—
“mindful erotic awakening.”
But here I was.

Gravel crunched under the tires of the town car that had picked me up from the airport. The driver hadn’t said much. He just smiled in this knowing way, like he saw men like me all the time—men who looked calm on the outside and carried a storm underneath.

Men who didn’t know why they were here.

Men who needed something they couldn’t name.

The resort appeared slowly between towering cedar trees, warm light glowing through floor-to-ceiling windows. The architecture was impossibly serene—clean lines, soft wood, stone paths lit with lanterns. Even the air smelled different. Pine. Heat. Spice.

As the car stopped, a chill ran down my spine.

This had been a gift.
A gift I had not asked for.
My best friend had handed me the envelope at dinner last month with a smile that was too gentle to argue with.

“You deserve something that’s just for you, Luca,” she’d said. “Something that makes you feel alive again.”

Alive.
Right.
Ever since my divorce, I’d felt more like a man in storage—functional, fine, but dimmed somehow. Everything careful. Everything half-lived.

And so I’d come here, to this place with soft lights and warm air and the faint scent of incense drifting from the lobby.

And standing outside the entrance was a man waiting for me.

He wasn’t holding a sign.
He didn’t need to.
The moment I stepped out, he looked at me like he already knew who I was.

“Luca?” he asked.

His voice was low, steady, warm like poured honey.

“Yes,” I said, trying not to stare.

He was... striking. Not dramatic, not flashy—just undeniably centered, like everything in the world stilled for him instead of the other way around. Slightly older than me, maybe five years. Hair dark and just a little windswept. Eyes deep brown that softened in a way I wasn’t prepared for.

He wore simple black lounge pants and a linen shirt that hung open at the collar, showing the defined line of his throat and a hint of chest hair. Not sexual. Not deliberate. Just... present.

“I’m Rafael,” he said, stepping closer. “Your guide for the retreat.”

Guide.
Right.
Because I apparently needed guiding.
His hand extended toward mine, and when our palms met, a warm pulse shot up my arm. Not erotic. Not immediately. More like recognition.

Like something inside me exhaled for the first time in months.

“Welcome,” he said. “Your journey begins tonight.”

I almost laughed—some mix of nerves and disbelief—but Rafael’s expression stayed gentle, patient, completely unfazed by my internal chaos.

Inside, the space was muted and elegant—soft amber lighting, plush seating, the distant sound of water running somewhere. Everything warm, soft-edged, safe.

“Before we begin, I want to explain what this retreat is—and what it isn’t,” Rafael said as he led me down a hallway lined with candles.

“Okay,” I said, trying not to sound like a man who suddenly forgot how to walk correctly.

He slowed, giving me a glance that almost felt like he was reading me.

“This isn’t about performance. Or obligation. Or pressure,” he said. “It’s about presence. Pleasure. Connection. With your own body... and with another’s, if you choose.”

The way he said the last part—if you choose—made heat rise in my chest. Because for the first time, I wondered if maybe I could choose something different. Something unfamiliar. Something... more.

Rafael stopped outside a door of rich dark wood.

“This is your suite,” he said. “Dinner will be brought to you shortly. After you settle in, we’ll have your intake session.”

“Intake session?” I echoed.

He smiled. Not big. Not coy. Just warm enough to make my stomach tighten.

“A conversation,” he said. “About what brought you here. What you want. What you fear.”
A pause.
“And what you’re ready to discover.”
I swallowed.

“Right,” I managed.

“Luca,” he said softly, just before I stepped inside.
I turned.
“You’re not here by accident,” he said. “And you’re not alone in this.”

The way he looked at me lingered—steady, grounding, almost intimate in its quiet certainty.

Then he nodded once, respectfully, and left me to the warm glow of the room and the sound of my own heartbeat thudding too fast in my chest.

I closed the door slowly.

Not afraid.
Not yet overwhelmed.
But aware.

Aware that something had already shifted.

Aware that a man named Rafael had just spoken to me like he already saw the parts of me I was still trying to find.

And for the first time in a very long time...

I wanted whatever came next.
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The Intake Session
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The suite was too calm for how wired I felt.

Warm lights.
Soft music from some unseen speaker.
A deep soaking tub in the corner, steam drifting lazily upward.
And a bed large enough to swallow me whole, covered in thick white blankets that looked... inviting.
Too inviting.

I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do with myself, so I paced. Then sat. Then stood again and paced more. My nerves had found the accelerator and floored it.

A quiet knock sounded at the door.

I froze.

Then opened it.

Rafael stood there barefoot now, his shirt replaced with a soft charcoal sweater that hugged the line of his shoulders just enough to be distracting. He looked... grounded. Completely unhurried. Like nothing rushed him, not even time.

“May I come in?” he asked.

My voice was embarrassingly quiet. “Yeah.”

He entered with a presence that filled the room without overpowering it. A calm gravity. An awareness. The kind of energy that made you stand up straighter without meaning to.

He motioned toward the small sofa. “Sit wherever feels comfortable.”

Comfortable was debatable, but I sat where he indicated. He sat across from me—not too close, not too far. Perfectly measured. Somehow already attuned.

He rested his hands on his knees, palms open.

“Before we begin,” he said gently, “I want to emphasize something. This retreat is not about pushing boundaries you aren’t ready to cross. We move at your pace. You decide the depth. You decide the direction.”

My chest eased a little.

He noticed.
Of course he noticed.
“Tell me,” he said softly. “What brought you here, Luca?”

I exhaled, staring at the floor. “It was a gift.”

“From someone who cares about you,” he said, not as a guess but as an intuitive truth.

“Yeah.”

“And do you understand why they gave it to you?”

A tight laugh escaped me. “I guess they think I’m... stuck.”

Rafael’s eyes softened. “Are you?”

I swallowed. Hard.

“I got divorced last year,” I said quietly. “It wasn’t dramatic. No cheating. No screaming. We just... ended. And afterward I felt like I lost something and didn’t know how to get it back.”

“What did you lose?” he asked.

My throat tightened. “Myself, I guess.”

He nodded slowly. “And your body? Does it feel like your own?”

The question startled me with its accuracy.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I haven’t felt... connected, I guess. Not in a long time.”

“Connection,” Rafael repeated softly. “With your own pleasure? With another person? With your desires?”

Heat crawled slowly up my neck.

He didn’t rush me. He didn’t push. He simply let the silence hold me until I found the courage to speak.

“I don’t even know what my desires are anymore,” I said. “I put everything on hold for so long, I... forgot.”

Rafael leaned in just slightly—not enough to crowd my space, just enough to meet me where I was.

“Desire isn’t something we chase,” he said. “It’s something we listen to.”

His gaze held mine, warm and open.

“Tell me,” he said. “When was the last time someone really saw you?”

I blinked. Because he wasn’t talking about being looked at. He meant something else. Something deeper.

“I... don’t know,” I said honestly.

His voice dropped lower, softer.
“Then let this be the beginning.”
A quiet tremor ran through me.

“Luca,” he said, “I want to guide you into the Kama Sutra as a journey back to your body. Back to your senses. Back to yourself.”

My heartbeat thudded in my ears.

His next words felt like they vibrated inside my chest.

“You do not need to know what you want right now. You only need to be willing to discover it.”

He rose slowly and extended a hand toward me—not touching, just offering.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “we begin with the first principle: presence. Before any touch, before any intimacy lessons, we learn awareness. Breath. Stillness. Sensation.”

I nodded, unable to look away from him.

“And Luca?” he added quietly.

“Yeah?”

“You’re safe here.”

Something inside me—small, guarded, half-asleep—stirred.

Not lust.
Not yet.
But anticipation.
Recognition.
A pull toward something I didn’t have words for.
He gave a final, gentle bow of his head.
Then turned toward the door.
Before leaving, he paused, looking over his shoulder.

“I look forward to discovering you,” he said.

The door closed softly behind him.

And for the first time in years, I felt my heartbeat settle...
only to quicken again, deeper this time.
Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough.
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The First Lesson

[image: ]


I didn’t sleep much.

Not because I was anxious—though that was part of it—but because my body felt... awake. Aware in a way I hadn’t felt in years. Every time I closed my eyes, I replayed Rafael’s voice in the darkness.

I look forward to discovering you.

Who even says something like that without sounding ridiculous?
But from him, it didn’t sound ridiculous.
It sounded intentional.
By morning, I was half convinced I’d imagined the whole thing.

Until I stepped out of my suite and saw him waiting for me in the courtyard.

Barefoot again.
Loose linen pants.
A soft white shirt that clung to his torso as the breeze moved through the trees.
He turned, saw me, and smiled.

Not a casual smile.
Not a “hello there” smile.
One that felt like he’d been expecting me—like I was someone he genuinely wanted to see.
“Good morning, Luca,” he said warmly.

“Hey,” I managed.

He gestured for me to follow him through a small path lined with candle lanterns. Sunlight filtered through the leaves, warm on my shoulders, and the air smelled faintly of cedar and citrus.

“This is the meditation pavilion,” Rafael explained as we stepped onto a raised wooden platform surrounded by billowing curtains. Pillows were arranged on one side, mats on the other. Everything looked soft.

Calm.

Too calm for my internal state.

He motioned to a mat. “Sit.”

I obeyed, feeling stiff and awkward as I crossed
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