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Have you ever signed up for yoga, chasing inner peace, and ended up discovering outer temptation? Yeah, that was me — Bubbles. Forty-two, married, moisturized, and morally flexible. I came for mindfulness and maybe a tighter core.

I roll into the mirrored foyer of Awaken — a yoga studio so new the ferns haven’t even realized they’re doomed yet — and stretch like a cat burglar casing a diamond vault. The playlist hums less Om Shanti and more Let’s Get Reacquainted (wink), which feels exactly right, because the only broken thing here might be my self-control. The matte-black sign out front says AWAKEN — no period, no apology, just a command.

Inside, the only obstacle between me and enlightenment is, well, me: forty-two and poured into spandex designed for women who probably came out of the womb doing downward dog. My thighs press against the Lycra until it gleams like latex — and honestly? I’m kind of into it.

The check-in girl — all lip gloss, pre-emptive Botox, and the energy of someone who’s never eaten carbs — glances up just long enough to ask, “First time?” Her tone implies I could be someone’s mom.

“Stiff in all the wrong places,” I confess.

She smiles politely and hands me a clipboard. The waiver reads like a threat: Someone broke a hip here once.

The yoga room is warm, not hell-hot — perfumed with the sweet sweat of twenty-somethings on their pastel mats. I drop mine at the edge and start stretching like I’m auditioning for Cirque du Soleil, every movement an overacted soap-opera confession. Nobody notices. They’re too busy photographing their glossy toes or worshipping each other’s reflections. I’m at least a decade older than everyone — probably two — basically a vintage model parked between brand-new convertibles.

And then I see him.

Barefoot. Lean as sin. Veins etched across his forearms like roadmaps to somewhere filthy. His water bottle says ZANE in bold black letters, but it might as well say TROUBLE. He moves through the mats with the kind of calm that only comes from knowing half the room wants to climb you.

He stops at the front, smiles, and says in a voice so deep it slides down my spine, “Hey, I’m Zane. Let’s start in child’s pose.”

Half the room exhales like he just canceled their student loans.

And me? I take one slow breath and think, Oh, Bubbles, you are absolutely not leaving this class enlightened.

I fold onto my mat, chest low, arms outstretched, inhaling the plastic and dust — and something wet, maybe the memory of rain or something more primal.

“Nice stretch,” Zane murmurs behind me. I peek: his toes are an inch from mine, a silver ring glinting on his second toe. He crouches over someone two mats down, and the scent of him — sweat, soap, danger — swirls around me.

Through plank, cobra, and a Sanskrit move that sounds like a threat, I’m hostage to his every cue. Zane’s up front, muscles flexing like a PG-13 trailer you can’t unsee. His words are yoga’s lullaby, but his real message is written in his movements. He drifts toward me: “Tuck your tailbone,” he whispers, palm resting at my spine just long enough to send shivers through places I thought were extinct. “Let me help.” His cool fingers guide my hand to my knee; warmth lingers where he touched. Our eyes lock in the mirror — neither of us looks away.

Forty minutes later, I’m water, I’m air — whatever he needs. My leggings dig into my hips, but I won’t adjust them; I’m staking my claim. In corpse pose, I’m supposed to vanish, but I can’t stop scanning the ceiling for hidden cameras — or maybe just for more of him. His footsteps drift near; he pauses above me. I taste his breath.

He glides to me. “Keep your tailbone tucked,” he says, his palm pressing into the small of my back, a slow, gentle pressure that makes me shiver. “Let me help you.” He guides my left hand to the outside of my right knee; his fingers are cool, and their warmth lingers. I catch his reflection: our eyes lock, and neither of us looks away.

For forty minutes, I become water, become air—whatever he needs. The leggings dig into my hips, but I refuse to adjust them. In corpse pose, I should be still, but I can’t stop scanning the ceiling for clues. I hear only Zane’s footsteps drifting through the rows of girls half my age. He stops above me. I feel his breath draw in—maybe the air off my skin.

“Great class, everyone,” he says, voice casual.

Afterward, we roll up mats, pretend we’ve achieved nirvana. The younger crowd lingers, phones at the ready. I tie my sweatshirt around my waist like a timid boa, and pretend my water bottle is fascinating. He sees me. Of course he does. 

He comes to me. “Great form,” he says. “But you carry a lot of tension.”

“Story of my life,” I purr, flicking him a grin that says, I know you know my panties are getting soaked right now as I smile at you. He laughs—genuine, low—reading me like an ancient manuscript. “Ever tried a private session?”

I arch an eyebrow. “Not sure I’m flexible enough.”

“You’d be surprised what you can do,” he leans in—just enough, not too much.

Later that night, I lie to myself: I’ll bathe, eat salad, go to bed with my husband, forget this by sunrise. Spoiler alert: I’m a terrible liar.

A week later, I glide back into Awaken, feigning interest in “core work” but really craving the scorch that sparks whenever Zane is near. I arrive pre-dawn and claim the front-center mat like it’s an altar. My electric-blue leggings light up the wood floor; my wedding ring flashes a guilt trip—happily married, yet inexplicably here in hope that the young Yoga guru will plunge his cock into my married, yet wet for him, pussy.

As the Tuesday tribe materializes—eyeliner sharper, gazes more feral—I wonder who else has tasted his sweat, who quivers under his corrections, who fantasizes like I do. I love my husband—steadfast, kind, totally off my radar right now—but this obsession threatens to eclipse every honeymoon memory.

Then, like a confession in flesh, Zane appears: hair tied back, stubble neatly trimmed for moments exactly like this. He tweaks the thermostat, dims the lights, sweeps us with a glance that fractures my composure. I offer a single nod—no words needed: I’m not here to get better, I’m here to unravel.

The sequence unfolds, familiar but electrified. Each pose flirts with exquisite agony; his voice threads through me like liturgy. When he kneels by my mat, palm cradling my nape, fingers tangling in my hair, breath caves in. “Breathe from the bottom,” he murmurs. I inhale as if drawing in sin itself. His hand holds me, whispering “Perfect” as he moves on, but the echo vibrates through my core.

In downward dog, his hands appear on my hips, inching them open. The room tilts. He leans close, low enough that only I hear: “You’re already so open.” My knees quake, but my exhale is a taut no-voice. Inside, I’m splintering.

The rest of class blurs into a tension-soaked haze. Every stretch feels like a dare, every posture a highlight reel of my obsession. I see nothing but him—and the funeral pyre of my guilt for loving my husband.

When class ends, everyone flees. I linger, mat rolled, hands shaking.

“How’d it feel today?” `Zane asks.

“Intense,” I whisper. One word, infinite layers.

He smiles—dangerous and warm. “You can handle it.”

“I can handle a lot,” I toss back, part bravado, part terror.

He glances at my ring, my hungry eyes. “Ever consider one-on-one?”

I laugh—sharp, disbelieving. “Think you can handle me?”

He shrugs, voice gravelly: “Try me.”

No flirtation. A promise.

“There’s a room upstairs,” he says. “Fewer rules.”

My heart ricochets. “I’ll think about it,” I murmur—though I decided the second he spoke.

He scribbles his number on a scrap of paper, pencil smudged like a prelude. “Text me anytime.”

Outside, the streets glisten with dusk. My cheeks cool—my insides ignite. I type his number, thumb quivering, then I write: 

"Private session?" and press send before my brain can protest.

“Next week, same time. Come straight to upstairs,” his reply pings instantly.

Yes!
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Oh, did I sleep the next week? No, but who needs sleep anyway? The next week, every night, my brain was playing the highlight reel of Zane’s hands, Zane’s eyes, Zane’s everything. In my dreams, he was like a freaking cat who owned my pussy, lounging up there on that yoga mat, all muscles and smirks before he rammed himself into me.

“Jesus,” I mutter as I wake up from the wet dream.

I’m over here trying not to have a volcanic eruption under the covers while my husband snores away, blissfully unaware that I’m one pinprick away from screaming another man’s name like a bingo winner. 

_________________

Five hours later, I’m digging through my wardrobe like I’m preparing for a covert ops mission—a mission to look casually sexy. Oh, this old thing? Just a cropped tank, no bra (gasp!), and leggings that are shiny and basically a second skin. Comfort, my ass. The mirror’s giving me a standing ovation, and my nipples are leading the cheer squad.

The yoga studio lobby is a ghost town. Upstairs, the door’s wide open, and there he is—Zane, barefoot and buff, arms crossed like he’s guarding the gates of heaven. He gives me the once-over, slow and deliberate, and then flashes that grin. 

Not the ‘namaste’ smile, oh no, this is the ‘I see you and I know what you’re thinking’ smile. I strut in mouth drier than the Sahara
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