
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Breathe and Let Go

        

        
        
          Sarah Harris

        

        
          Published by Soul Focus Press, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BREATHE AND LET GO

    

    
      First edition. October 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Sarah Harris.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1764048002

    

    
    
      Written by Sarah Harris.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



Breathe and Let Go

Sarah Harris



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]
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I stood in the street outside my little yoga studio, trying to soak in the calm of my new home—though in reality, I was mostly thinking about whether my plants had survived the move. 

The sky was doing its thing, a proper show-off, really. A soft pink haze was creeping across the horizon, as if the sun was blushing on its way to bed behind the trees. 

The air was heavy with warmth, a kind of languid, end-of-day feeling that clung to your skin. It smelled of salt from the nearby ocean, the sweet eucalyptus from the forest, and a faint whiff of an irresistible barbeque, likely from one of the cottages down a quiet back street. 

Margaret River was one of those places where the air felt charged with a kind of magic, like if you breathed it in deeply enough, it might just change you.

I should’ve felt excited. After all, Serenity Yoga Studio was my creation, a sanctuary for the stressed, the overworked, and the very not-at-peace people to find their way back to some calm. 

But no. Instead, here I was, standing on the footpath in front of it, feeling like a giant bubble of self-doubt had just landed on my chest. 

What the hell have I done? 

Across the street, Jack’s Surf Shack stood as a glaring reminder that I was not, in fact, a local.

The giant surfboard propped up in the window seemed to laugh at me, neon signs flickering in a kind of rebellious defiance of everything that wasn’t sand, surf, or a cold beer. 

I didn’t know anyone this place was designed for, definitely not people like me, who could hardly remember the last time I’d worn bathers or even considered getting a tan. 

The crowd here was probably far more likely to hit the nearby Prevelly Beach for a surf than roll out a yoga mat, and if they were searching for ‘inner peace’, it was more likely to happen over a pint at the pub afterwards. 

I shifted my weight and tucked my hair behind my ears, suddenly self-conscious about how utterly beige I must look in my white t-shirt and sensible flats. I mean, I was dressed for a quiet day at the library, not for a town that runs on surfboards, wineries, and spontaneous bushwalks. 

Margaret River, with its tanned locals and rugged charm, was a place where people wore adventure like a badge of honour, and I was feeling...well, practically invisible. 

My light brown hair seemed to only hang limply around my shoulders, its natural wave as enthusiastic as a soggy towel no matter how many times I try to tame it. I was dressed in what could only be described as the human equivalent of a yawn, an oatmeal-coloured jumper, plain black leggings, and slip-on canvas shoes that had lost their will to live somewhere around 2020.

After years of squeezing into pencil skirts and pretending blazers were comfortable, I finally called it quits on dressing to impress. 

These days? My wardrobe’s about as flashy as a chamomile tea on a Tuesday. Just give me my well-loved jeans, a rotation of neutrals, and shoes that scream ‘I value arch support.’ No bold statements, no double takes, just me, flying under the radar from point A to point B. 

Glamorous? No. Comfortable? Absolutely. 

I thought leaving the city would feel like exhaling after a decade-long breath. But somehow, surrounded by artisanal wine, people who know how to build things, and more flannel than a lumberjack convention, I still felt like the odd one out. 

Of course, I’d picked Margaret River for its postcard-perfect charm, rolling vineyards, windswept coastlines, and a pace of life that didn’t require a meticulously colour-coded calendar. 

I came here for a reset. A fresh start. And sure, there were a few doubts creeping in like uninvited party guests, but I wasn’t about to bail now. No way.

I’d researched this town, scrolled through endless articles about the beauty of the area: the pristine beaches, the towering Karri trees, the world-class wineries dotting the landscape. 

It was a small place, but it was brimming with a kind of understated sophistication. It was exactly what I needed, exactly what I wanted. 

The apartment above my studio was a perfect fit for me, a quirky little space, but big enough for my collection of mismatched vibrant cushions and a queen-sized bed so comfortable it begged me to stay in it all day long. The walls were a gentle grey with hints of pale green, just the right tones to make me feel at home without screaming for attention. 

Downstairs, the studio was everything I’d dreamed of, light, airy, and as peaceful as a quiet morning spent in an art gallery. The big windows let in the rays of sunlight, and the floorboards had that lovely lived-in creak to them that only beautiful old Australian buildings have. 

It smelled like sandalwood and lavender, a soothing contrast from the surf shop across the road, where the air was broken up by indie guitar riffs and the ever-present scent of coconut wax and zinc.

It should’ve felt easy. Margaret River was one of those places that seemed to wrap you up in a big warm hug. 

On a good day, the whole town practically radiates the vibe of one enormous, slightly eccentric family gathering. 

The main street was a delightful mishmash of galleries, boutique shops, and cafes, each one doing its best to lure you in with the smell of freshly ground coffee or buttery scones. 

You could almost hear the ocean whispering in the distance, even though it was a solid twenty-minute drive and two questionable roundabouts away. It clung to the breeze like a postcard promise: famous waves, barefoot charm, and a lifestyle curated by people who owned surfboards and actually used them.

But standing there, looking down the street, I just didn’t expect it to feel quite so...daunting. 

I could practically hear my old yoga instructor’s voice in my head: Breathe through the discomfort, Mel. 

Which, sure, sounded very enlightened back when I was on a retreat in Bali with fresh coconut water and no phone service. But out here? In real life? That was a whole different challenge. 

I told myself—okay, convinced myself, that this new chapter had to be better than the one I’d left behind in Perth city. I mean, what was I really giving up? Long days in a glossy corporate office where my biggest thrill was when the printer actually worked? The daily romance of back-to-back emails and screen time that left my eyes drier than the outback? 

There was something about the city that made me feel like I was constantly on edge, drowning in deadlines, trapped in a loop of fluorescent lights, lukewarm lattes, and calendar invites that felt more like life sentences. I was always rushing, always performing, always on. 

Yoga had showed up in my life with suspiciously perfect timing, like the relaxed friend you didn’t know you needed until everything else was falling apart.

I’d started small. Very small. The kind of small where you end up laughing at yourself, because who thought yoga could be this difficult? 

It began innocently enough, with a few YouTube videos in my small apartment. I’d heard all the buzz, yoga is meant to be transformative, they said. A way to find happiness. Breathe deeply, stretch your body, and suddenly everything in life falls into perfect harmony, right? 

Except when I tried to follow along, I looked less like a serene lotus and more like a tangled pretzel. I'd sneak glances at Instagram goddesses, all glowing, graceful, and sculpted. While I grunted, sucking in my belly like I was hiding a balloon under my shirt.

And no one ever warned me about creaky joints. The first time I tried a backbend, my spine made a noise that should never come from a human body. It sounded like a wooden door opening in an old house. 

But, oddly, it worked. Slowly, painfully, ridiculously, it worked. My weekends began to revolve around yoga. I started going to Saturday morning classes, then again on Sunday afternoons. I got up earlier than usual, which, for someone who normally hits the snooze button approximately five times before sullenly rising and stumbling into the bathroom, was nothing short of a minor miracle. 

And the best part? That strange feeling of connection I didn’t even know I was missing. It was as if my body, which I’d been ignoring or berating for years, was suddenly listening to me. 

It wasn’t just about the stretches, or the breathing, or even the sweating, though, let’s face it—I was very good at sweating, it was about something deeper, something I hadn’t known was missing in my life. 

And then, of course, my mind did what it always did when it found a thing it liked: it obsessed over it. Nonstop. Like a dog with a bone. I began thinking about yoga all the time. I dreamt about it. I read articles about it. I watched more YouTube videos, so many that I could practically identify every yoga instructor by the sound of their voice. 

I’d become one of those people, you know? The ones who pepper their conversations with terms like energy and pranayama and vinyasa. I even bought a couple of different yoga mats, just in case the first one I bought wasn’t good enough. 

I was on the verge of calling myself a yogi (though I would’ve probably pronounced it yogee to be extra). 

But somewhere along the line, I went from 'oh, this is fun' to 'I wonder if I could actually do this full time?'. 

Who does that? Who throws away a perfectly good, stable office job, a good salary, health insurance, a desk with a tiny succulent, that admittedly, was hanging on by a thread, to teach yoga? 

Well, apparently, me. 

I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I kept running through all the possible scenarios in my head: would I be any good at it? Would I actually get people to show up for classes, or would I end up just chanting to an empty room with an echo and a lonely yoga mat? What if I fell flat on my face during the first class? What if I did the wrong pose and someone sued me for a pulled hamstring? 

My brain was an absolute battleground of fear and excitement, until I found myself on the cusp of a very outrageous decision: booking a flight to Bali to get certified as a yoga instructor. 

There was a part of me, (okay, a big part of me) that was absolutely sure I’d lost my mind. I was borderline panicking when I clicked confirm on that booking, staring at the screen as though it might evaporate in front of me. 

But deep down, there was this tiny voice, tiny, but insistent, that told me to be brave and just go for it. And so, after a month of second-guessing, self-doubt, and regretting the decision every single day, I did it. 

I booked the flight. 

And everything changed. 

The retreat centre was tucked in a lush valley, just outside Ubud, and surrounded by bamboo forests and the distant sound of waterfalls. 

I learned to breathe my way out of the stress that had defined me for years, and gently, I started to unravel. Practising yoga every day, my body became more flexible, yes, but it was my mind that was truly shifting. 

By the end of the three months, I wasn’t some corporate drone in an office chair anymore. I was... well, I was still someone who couldn’t do a perfect crow pose without face-planting, but I’d learned to be kinder to myself. I learnt that yoga is not about touching your toes, it’s about realising that you don’t need to. And that made all the difference. 

I returned home to Perth, different, but with no clear idea of what came next. 

When I told my parents my idea to open a yoga studio in Margaret River, their reactions were about as enthusiastic as a glass of warm Chardonnay. 

My mum’s concern came wrapped in love, but it landed heavy, like one of her scones fresh out of the oven. “Melanie, sweetie, are you sure about this? A yoga studio? You’ve worked so hard to get where you are. You’ve got stability. A real salary, sick leave... security.”

She reeled it off like it was a list of sacred things you didn’t just toss aside. And maybe she was right. Maybe I was being reckless.

Dad didn’t say much, he never did when he was trying to be supportive without fully understanding. He just scratched his head and said, “I mean, I get it... but yoga? You’ve never exactly been the peace-and-love type. Are you sure this is your thing?”

I didn’t have a real answer at the time, not one that would’ve made any sense to them, anyway. 

But there was something about the uncertainty in their eyes that made me want it even more. It wasn’t about rebelling, not exactly, but somewhere deep inside, I knew I was going to do it. Even if it terrified me. Especially because it terrified me.

And then, there were my city friends. Some of them were excited for me, too excited, if I’m honest. But others, the ones who believed I was crazy for leaving my comfy office job, gave me those 'good luck' smiles. Yeah, sure, yoga in a small town. What could go wrong? 

As I was standing on the pavement, doing my best to shove these memories and doubts back into the mental cupboard where I keep all my bad decisions, a voice cut through my thoughts, sharp and unexpected.

“Well, well. What have we here?”

I turned around and a guy was walking up the street, strolling toward me like he was in a slow-motion montage, surfboard tucked under one annoyingly tanned arm and a smirk that practically had ‘trouble’ flashing in lights above it. He had that sun-bleached, beach-god thing going on, skin bronzed like he'd never heard of SPF, and the kind of lazy, loose-limbed confidence that suggests he could do a backflip without spilling his smoothie. 

I raised an eyebrow and my eyes widened slightly.

Oh no. He was hot.

Yes, I admit it, he was very good-looking in a rugged, beach-bum-meets-catalogue-model kind of way. But he also looked like the kind of guy who thought ‘balance’ meant balancing a beer in one hand and a surfboard in the other.

“So you’re the new yoga lady, huh?” he said, eyeing the studio behind me. His grin was idle and knowing, like he already knew how this conversation would go.

I smiled, too wide, too quickly. “Yeah. I’m Melanie. Looking to have the grand opening tomorrow. Or, well, maybe. Probably. Anyway...”

Ugh, why do I always say the weirdest stuff out loud? Kill me now.

“Right,” he said, clearly amused. “Well, you’ve definitely brought something new to the street. Not many people around here are into downward dogs unless it’s to do with their rescue puppy.”

I laughed nervously, tucking my hair behind my ears again like that would somehow help me sound cooler. “Yeah, well after a long day of surfing, yoga’s probably perfect for, you know... stretching everything out. Finding your... balance... or core, or whatever.”

Nailed it. Not. 

The guy looked at me like I’d just told him I was starting a podcast about the history of rubber bands. 

“Balance, huh? Well, you know, we’re more into beers, surfboards, and, uh, barbeques around here.” He scratched his head as if I were a strange creature he’d never encountered. 

I crossed my arms and raised a brow, not wanting to reveal that I was sweating slightly under my t-shirt. “And yet here you are, talking to a yoga instructor. How brave.”

There was a pause. And then, to my surprise, he laughed, an easy, infectious sound that infuriatingly made my stomach do a weird twirl.

“Alright,” he said, nodding toward the studio. “Maybe I’ll check it out sometime. If nothing else, it’ll give the boys at the Shack something to talk about.”

“Great,” I said, my voice going squeaky on the last syllable. “I mean...cool. Totally. Bring them along. The more the... bendier?”

Genius Mel, really smooth.

He started to turn away, then paused. “I’m Jack, by the way. From across the road. Jack’s Surf Shack.”

Oh. Of course. That Jack.

He gave me a salute with two fingers and that same maddening grin. “See you around, Zen Queen.”

Then he wandered off toward his shop, flip-flops smacking against the pavement, surfboard swinging under his arm like it was an extra limb.

I mentally face palmed myself as I reflected on our conversation. Had I just invited a bunch of surfer bros to stretch their hamstrings and find their chakras? I stared after him, unimpressed. 

Or at least, I tried to be.

Of course, he’s hot. Of course, he’s smug. And of course he thinks yoga is only something to joke about between beers and board wax.

I turned back toward the studio, where the sunlight danced across the wooden floor, quiet and forgiving.

Inside, everything was still. Peaceful, full of promise. Everything I wanted to be.

I stepped inside, unrolled my mat, and sat down cross-legged.

Okay, universe. Let’s do this.
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​The Studio Opening
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The doorbell jingled as the first trickle of visitors wandered into my studio, drifting in slowly like a flock of nervous sheep, tentative and wide-eyed, unsure if they were in the right place but too far inside to turn back now.

I greeted them with my best welcoming smile, which I’d been practising for at least twenty minutes in front of the bathroom mirror. It was the kind of expression you wear when you’re trying not to make it obvious that you’re about three seconds away from running out the door. 

Inside, I was anything but composed, but I was determined to project the serene, tranquil-like spirit I’d been dreaming of for months. 

The space was thick with the soothing sounds of an acoustic Spotify playlist (very ‘I’m so calm, I might actually levitate’) and the comforting, homely scent of freshly brewed chai tea. 

Add in a little jasmine incense, and it almost felt like the kind of space where open-minded beings came to hang out and have deep and meaningful chats. 

I had pictured this moment so carefully. In my head, it was all twinkly lights, cheerful chatter, and a crowd so big they’d spill out onto the footpath, sipping tea like it was liquid gold. 

Instead? It felt more like an embarrassing brunch where everyone’s too polite to admit they showed up by accident.

The few brave souls who had entered, held their mugs in hand, and were speaking to each other quietly in a kind of subdued way that made the atmosphere feel... well, a little underwhelming. 

My phone vibrated on the counter. I glanced at it quickly, and saw a message from my older brother, Dan: 'How’s the opening? Send pics!' 

I sighed. How could I possibly make this look Instagram-worthy? The grand opening was officially an anti-climax, it was more like a doctor’s waiting room than a lively celebration. 

But still, it was a start, right? 

I plastered on my smile and greeted the next few people who wandered in. “Hi, I’m Mel,” I said, a little too eagerly. “Feel free to grab some tea, relax, and ask me anything about the studio or upcoming classes.” 

They nodded politely, took their cups, and shifted toward the far side of the room. No spontaneous group hugs, or excited questions. Just quiet, cautious sipping. 

I mean, they didn’t exactly look unenthusiastic, but... hey, maybe they were just processing? 

Yes, that’s it, they were processing. 

I tried to focus on the positives: these were my people. The ones who would eventually make the space their own. Build it and they will come, right? I just had to keep positive. 

The door swung open again, and this time, it was like a wave of sunshine rolled in. 

It was a woman with wild, blonde curls, wrapped in a bright, patterned headband, and a necklace that looked like it had been crafted by some free-spirited artist in Byron Bay. She walked in like she was on a mission, radiating composure with just a hint of chaos, like someone who had long since stopped worrying about fitting into anyone’s box. 

She had the kind of confidence that only comes from fully being yourself, no apologies. 

“Hey there!” she called out to me, her voice as friendly as a summer day. “This place is gorgeous! I can already feel the good energy!” I blinked and immediately went from 'I’m dead inside' to 'This is more like it!' 

“Hi! I’m Mel, welcome to Serenity Yoga!” I said, my smile growing bigger. “Would you like some tea?” 

“Would I!” she laughed, practically skipping over to the table, her enthusiasm contagious. “I’m Tessa, I live just outside of town, and I was so excited to see the poster for your new yoga studio. I’m so glad it’s up and running!” 

She poured herself a generous cup of chai, took a dramatic sip, and sighed with exaggerated pleasure. “Oh, this is good. Seriously, you should sell this stuff. I’d buy it by the gallon.” 

I chuckled, watching her sip with far too much enthusiasm for a simple cup of tea. “Glad you like it! I’ve got a bit of an obsession with it myself.” 

“I can tell!” she grinned. “You’ve got the whole vibe going, you know? It’s like... everything here just feels so right. It’s so... tranquil. Not to mention the fresh chai, total game changer.” 

I smiled, feeling unexpectedly pleased. “Well, I’m glad it’s hitting the spot.” 

She looked around the room, her eyes gently sweeping over the space as if she were taking in the very essence of the place. “This is exactly what this area needed,” she said, nodding slowly to herself, like it was some cosmic truth she had just uncovered. “I can already picture myself here, after a day of pottery or a slow, quiet walk along the beach. Somewhere to just be.” 

I laughed. “You’re an artist, then?” 

“Oh, totally,” she replied, her voice light and playful. “Well, not in any official sense, but I dabble. Enough to keep the creative juices flowing, you know? It’s like... a way to clear the clutter in my head. A little way to unwind.” 

I nodded, enjoying the natural rhythm of the conversation. She had that way of making everything sound sacred, even something as normal as a beach walk or a quiet afternoon spent at a pottery wheel. 

Before I could say anything, she leaned in closer, her eyes lighting up with that excited spark, as if she had a secret to share. 

“Okay, okay,” she said, her voice dropping a little, like she was about to whisper some big revelation. “But here’s the real scoop: I’m not just about herbal tea and pottery... I’ve been diving into jewellery design too. Just little things. Organic, free-flowing pieces that kind of connect with the earth. You know, the usual.” 

I raised an eyebrow. "Jewellery?" 

"Yep!" She nodded enthusiastically, pulling a small pouch from her bag and rummaging through it with a flourish. "I make these little pieces, each one with a stone that exudes good energy." 

She pulled out a delicate necklace with a chunky amethyst pendant. "Like this one, amethyst for peace of mind, and it's really great for meditating... but also just for looking cool, obviously." She chuckled to herself, evidently enjoying the moment. “Honestly, I just love working with stones. And sometimes, it’s like I’m making a talisman or something, each piece carries a bit of magic. No big deal, just a side gig.” 

Before I could ask if she had any grand Etsy plans, the door swung open again, and in strode a guy who looked like he'd wandered straight off the set of Point Break. Tall, covered in tattoos, dark long hair up in a bun, and with that coppery, cool glow, like sunscreen was against his personal beliefs. 

Behind him stood a woman who looked like she could shatter your self-esteem with a single raised eyebrow. Tall, brunette, with a dark complexion and cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass, she wore a black tank top and skinny jeans like it was a uniform for world domination. 

She had the energy of someone who owned at least three leather jackets and didn’t hesitate when ordering a whiskey neat. 

“G’day, is this the launch of Serenity Yoga?” the guy asked cheerfully. 

“That’s right,” I said, forcing a big smile, trying to look as welcoming as possible. “Come on in! Help yourself to some tea and feel free to mingle!” 

He stepped inside and gestured to the woman behind him. “Ruby, this is, uh, actually, sorry, I’m not sure what your name is,” he said, looking back at me with an apologetic grin. “But Jack mentioned there was a studio opening today. Hey, Tessa!” he called out, spotting her immediately. 

“It’s nice to meet you both, I’m Melanie,” I said, determined to win them over with my charm. “Welcome!” 

Ruby gave me a quick once-over, arching an eyebrow. She didn’t say much, but her gaze was sharp, no warmth, but not unfriendly either. She walked over to the tea table, filled a cup, and gave me a quick nod. 

“Don’t worry,” the surfer said, noticing the brief pause, “Ruby’s got a heart of gold. She works at the bar down the road.” 

He extended his hand. “I’m Liam,” he said, flashing a friendly grin. “Jack told me there was a new yoga studio opening up today, and I figured, hey, free tea, possible enlightenment? I’m in.”

He gave the space a once-over, then nodded like he’d just discovered a secret cave with hidden treasure.

“I wasn’t totally sure about a yoga studio popping up across from the surf shack. Thought maybe the universe had made a scheduling error,” he added with a chuckle. “But truthfully? It feels good. You picked a solid spot.” 

“I hope so,” I said, laughing lightly. “I’m new in town, so I’m hoping the locals will give it a go.” 

“It’s not that people here don’t like yoga,” he said. “It’s just... the surf crowd’s kinda like sea turtles. They don’t rush into new stuff. You gotta hang around long enough for them to realise you’re not just another tourist with a bunch of mats and a crystal collection.”

Ruby glanced over, took a slow sip from her mug, and 

turned to me with a subtle smirk. “What he means is, you’re not a local yet. It takes a while to get on their radar, but don’t take it personally, they’ll get there eventually.” 

She took another sip and shot Liam a pointed look. “Besides, the town could definitely use a bit more to do that isn’t hiking or surfing.” 

Liam nodded, glancing around at the small, scattered crowd. “Totally. People here move to their own beat. Sometimes it’s a drum, sometimes it’s a didgeridoo, but they’ll come around. You just gotta let ‘em warm up.”

Tessa perked up. “You should come with me to the community wine night that’s happening soon, Mel! It’s chill, fun, and you’ll meet the whole town, well, the entertaining parts.”

My face lit up, touched. “That sounds amazing. I’d love to get to know people here.”

Ruby raised her cup. “Just be ready for some strong opinions. It’s kind of our thing.”

“Sounds like my kind of crowd,” I said, feeling the tension ease from my shoulders.

The conversation flowed easily after that, and I started to feel a little more at ease. People wandered in and out at their own pace. 

Sure, it wasn’t the packed-out, rave review event I’d imagined, but it was enough for now. 

I would just need to be patient. 

Just as I could feel my mood starting to lift, like the smallest, tiniest breath of relief—in sauntered Jack.

I froze. There he was. The moment I’d been dreading.

His presence seemed to flip a switch. Suddenly, the cosy, laid-back atmosphere that had just begun to settle around the room felt like it was on the edge of a cliff, ready to tumble into a deep, freezing ocean. 

He walked towards us, that trademark half-smirk already forming. 

“Is this the yoga thing?” he asked casually, looking around like he was scanning the menu at a new restaurant.

I forced a smile, doing my best to channel the serene and confident mood I was supposed to be cultivating. “Yep. Grand opening. Very exciting.”

He surveyed the space with a slightly raised eyebrow. “Huh. It's... quiet.”

“Uh, yeah. It’s yoga,” I said, crossing my arms. “It’s supposed to be...calm.”

Jack let out a dramatic sigh. “Right. Calm. I just figured people around here would be doing something... you know, more active?” 

I couldn’t help rolling my eyes just a little. “This isn’t a surf shop, Jack. It's a yoga studio.”

“Sure,” he said with a smirk, clearly entertained by himself. “But like... if you did add some surf inspiration, you'd probably get people to actually show up.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You think ‘surf yoga’ is going to bring in more people?”

Jack leaned back a little, looking more thoughtful than usual. “Not necessarily. But, I mean, people around here like to move. More action. Less sitting.”

I’m not sure if it was the sheer cheek of him suggesting improvements before he’d even set foot in a class, or the arrogance in his voice, but I could feel my hackles steadily rising, like a cat getting ready to swipe. 

I fought to keep my voice neutral, even though every part of me wanted to challenge him on everything. 

“Well, some people actually enjoy sitting still. You know, reflecting. Taking a breather from the chaos of their day.”

“Sounds a little slow for my taste.” Jack said, amused that he seemed to be pushing my buttons.

Ruby, who had been quietly observing our back and forth, glanced at Jack and raised her eyebrow. “Do you ever get off that beach long enough to see there’s more to life than waves, Jack?”

Liam grinned at Ruby’s comment. “Guy’s got two modes, surfing and thinking about surfing.”

Jack turned toward them, mock-offended. “Excuse you. I have range. I can also paddleboard and occasionally grill shrimp.”

Tessa laughed. “So well-rounded.”

I had to fight not to laugh at the groups banter. 

“Alright, alright,” Jack said with a sigh, holding his hands up in surrender. “Maybe you’re right. But let’s be real, this place feels like it could use a little more... oomph. You know, to get the locals interested.”

Tessa leaned toward Ruby and stage-whispered, “I give it three weeks before he’s on a mat in warrior pose, asking if he’s finally found his centre.”

Ruby sipped her tea without looking up. “Two weeks, max.”

Jack rolled his eyes, but he was noticeably amused. “You’re all hilarious.”

I tilted my head, letting the corner of my mouth curve. “You know, Jack, you could come and sit in on a class. Just to see what it’s actually like.”

He considered me for a second, as if weighing the pros and cons of quiet contentment. “Maybe I will. Just to see if this stillness thing is as awesome as everyone claims.”

I gave him a humourless look. “Prepare to be amazed. We even breathe in sync sometimes.”

“Ooh, synchronised breathing. I am intrigued.” His grin softened a little, something else flickering behind his usual bravado. “Alright, Mel. I’ll give it a shot. Worst case, I fall asleep and embarrass myself in front of strangers.”

Ruby leaned in and whispered, “He will fall asleep.”

Tessa nodded. “Ten bucks says he snores.”

Jack shot them both a look but didn’t argue. “Fine. Bring it on. I’ll come check out one yoga class. Maybe.”

Ruby raised an eyebrow, turned to me and whispered, “Don’t worry about him. He’s a surfer. They all think they know better.” 

I gave her a grateful smile, the kind that said thanks for being on my team, even if that team was just two mildly caffeinated women against one maddeningly self-assured surfer with a great jawline.

Jack, for his part, had moved on to chatting with Liam, gesturing animatedly like he was either pitching a business plan or, more likely, explaining the physics of the perfect wave. 

Tessa was refilling the chai pot, humming to herself like she’d officially adopted the place. 

And I stood in the centre of it all, trying to look like I wasn’t calculating how many attendees I’d need in my first class to break even on the day’s grocery bill.

The rest of the afternoon blurred into a haze of polite small talk, careful smiles, and that awkward dance of first impressions, like we were all still figuring out the choreography. 

Slowly but surely, people started to meander out, leaving behind empty teacups and a lingering scent of jasmine.

By the time the last guest left, I was absolutely exhausted, my feet ached, my back was sore, and I had a distinct suspicion that my hair was beginning to resemble a crow’s nest. 

I collapsed onto one of the yoga mats with a dramatic sigh, somewhere between namaste and never again.

But there was something else too, something quieter and deeper than physical exhaustion. It wasn’t pride exactly, and it wasn’t quite joy. 

It was more like the flicker of possibility. A tiny spark of okay, maybe I can actually do this. 

There were no confetti cannons or strangers stopping by to purchase a ‘ten class pass’. But what had I expected? The community wasn’t going to instantly fall in love with the studio just because I’d opened the doors. That was my fantasy, the one where everything falls into place perfectly, and everyone sees how brilliant I am from the get-go.

But this wasn’t a movie. It was real life. And in real life, I had to make them care.

I paused, thinking about Jack. About what he’d said. Maybe he was right about the locals needing something more active. Maybe he wasn’t wrong about the fact that I was asking people to trust me with their time and their energy in a town that already had its own rhythm.

I shook my head slightly. 

No, I wasn’t going to let him be right. 

I was going to make this work, prove to him, and to myself, that Serenity Yoga wasn’t just some pipe dream. That I had a place here.

It would take time. Everything worth doing does. Today felt like a good first step, even if it was hesitant and maybe misguided. 

And I was going to hold onto that feeling, because tomorrow... tomorrow, I had my first class.
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​The First Class Fail
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I gave my yoga pants another futile tug, smoothing them down for what felt like the fifteenth time. 

Because, you know, nothing quite screams ‘inner peace’ like desperately trying to untangle yourself from a wedgie in front of a room full of strangers. 

I wiped a bead of sweat off my forehead and took in the scene around me. Everything was in its place: the mats lined up like soldiers, the props piled neatly to one side of my mat, relaxing music floating through the space like it had been piped in, and the faint waft of incense winding its way through the room like some kind of subtle, spiritual hug.

I was ready. Ready for my serene, soul-nourishing debut yoga class in my very own studio. The one where I’d float effortlessly through each pose, radiating calm and poise, and finish with a glimmering, confident smile like some kind of bendy wellness goddess.

Or, you know, that was the fantasy.

Standing in front of a small group of students now, I felt less like a trained instructor and more like a deer caught in the headlights. Why am I so nervous? This is meant to be my thing! Yoga. I should know what I’m doing, right?

Okay, deep breaths Mel. You’ve got this. Just breathe.

I gave the class a smile that felt more like a grimace. There were a couple of backpackers in their thirties, who looked suspiciously like they were here for the free local bush tea, an older woman wearing a tank top that boldly declared 'Namaste All Day', a slogan she’d obviously picked up without fully understanding the meaning, and her older son, who was sitting there like someone had strapped him to the floor against his will. 

I swear, I could practically see the thought bubble above his head: 'Is it too late to leave and get a burger?’ 

The last student, was a teenager holding his phone like it was a lifeline, and I really, really hoped he wasn’t texting through my class.

Oh, and then there was Tessa. 

She was sitting on her mat in the back, looking excited and strangely at home, which was both a blessing and a curse. A blessing because, well...she was actually excited to be here. A curse because, unlike the others, she knew yoga. She wasn’t a beginner, not by a long shot. And that meant she’d be observing every single misstep I made, like a magpie waiting to swoop.

“Alright, let’s get started,” I said, channelling my best teacher voice. “Welcome to Serenity Yoga’s very first yoga class! I’m Melanie. Don’t worry if you’ve never tried yoga before, there’s absolutely no judgment here. This is a safe space. Just relax, breathe, and, you know... have fun.”

They nodded, some more vigorously than others, but already I could see the collective expression morph. That ‘uh... what exactly is happening here?’ look was slowly creeping across their faces.

Okay, don’t panic.

“Right. Deep breaths now,” I said, a little too enthusiastically. “Inhale through your nose ...hold it... and exhale through your mouth.”

I looked around, gauging their progress. The backpackers and Tessa were breathing in sync, fine. But the teenager? Still texting. Of course. And the older woman? She was sitting cross-legged on her mat, staring at me with a kind of blank look usually reserved for people trying to solve a Rubik’s Cube for the first time.

Great. This is going so well.

“Okay!” I said, forcing a cheery tone through clenched teeth. “Let’s try some cat-cow poses to warm up. I invite you to get onto your hands and knees, spread your fingers wide, press into your palms, and, whoops.”

As I eagerly tried to demonstrate the pose, my knee slid out from under me, sending me into an ungraceful sprawl on the mat.

Smooth, Mel. 

I tried to sit up, but my foot was trapped in the yoga bands I’d set up just behind me. You know, the ones that were supposed to enhance the class, not trip me up in a spectacularly embarrassing manner. The whole pile of props groaned under my weight.

“Oh God,” I muttered under my breath, tugging at them. “This is fine. Totally fine.”

Except the bands had other ideas. They twisted around my leg like a vengeful octopus, sending me crashing forward, and the pile of props scattering across the floor behind me. 

I barely caught myself with one hand, and at that exact moment, the incense burner, perched precariously on the other side of my platform, decided to somehow fly off and make a break for it.

I flung my arms out, desperately trying to catch the incense burner mid-air, but instead, I misjudged and whacked it with such a force that sent it sailing across the room. 

The burner flew through the air like a rogue frisbee, narrowly missing the teenager’s phone, before finally smashing to the floor with a loud, mortifying crack. 

In slow motion, I watched as the ceramic holder smashed into pieces across the floor, and for a split second, all I could hear was the deafening silence of everyone holding their breath, until a loud chuckle from the doorway sliced through it.

My breath caught in my throat. 

No. 

Not Jack. 

Not now. 

Not like this.

“Nice recovery,” he called out, arms casually crossed, watching this all unfold like it was some kind of comedy show rather than a yoga class.

Tessa’s laughter rang out, merry and light, cutting through my embarrassment. She was grinning that easy, infectious smile that made it impossible not to smile back.

“That was impressive, Mel,” she said, her voice full of genuine kindness. “I think you just invented a new pose! Very avant-garde. The yoga world’s not ready.”

I rolled my eyes at her, but I was kind of relieved that she was taking it so well. Tessa wasn’t judging me. At least, not too much.

“Ugh,” I muttered, letting my arms drop to my sides, defeated. “This is so not how I pictured my first class going.”

The teenager, who I was fairly certain had only shown up for the free Wi-Fi, finally put his phone down. He cleared his throat, looking a little less disinterested than before. 

“Uh... do you want me to, like, grab the incense thingy?” he asked, as though this was the most helpful offer anyone could make. 

I blinked at him, not knowing what to say. “Um... no, no, leave it, it’s fine,” I said, pretending I had everything under control. 

I might’ve been sweating buckets and mentally questioning every life choice that led me to this point, but at least my voice had a semblance of composure. 

The incense burner, however, was still looking like a sad, broken thing over in the corner of the room.

This is fine. Everything is fine.

Jack was still standing in the doorway, a grin slowly spreading across his face, like he was witnessing a live performance he couldn't wait to heckle. 

"Need a hand?" he asked, his tone casual but with a hint of amusement that made me want to grab my mat and throw it at his head.

I immediately regretted inviting him to sit in yesterday, almost.

As I started trying to untangle myself, I gave him a tight-lipped smile, hating every decision that had led to this very moment. 

"I’m good, thanks," I muttered, doing my best to sound like I had this under control. 

He didn’t move, but his raised eyebrow and the silent judgment in his gaze were louder than any words he could've spoken.

I shot him a look, but he either didn’t catch it or was pretending not to. Instead, he strolled further into the room, his voice annoyingly breezy. “You sure about that?”

“I’m absolutely sure,” I said, a bit too quickly, wanting to sound like I had everything under control, when, in reality, I was about two seconds away from a breakdown.

Unfazed, he went on like I hadn’t even spoken. “Okay, well, I could totally help with the props. I mean, they’re... well, let’s say kind of a mess.’”

I sighed, glancing behind me at the disaster zone of bands, bolsters, and yoga blocks that looked like a game of Jenga gone horribly wrong. “I’ve got this,” I declared, standing a little too straight, radiating the kind of confidence usually reserved for people who definitely don’t have it.

Liam, who had been lurking in the doorway like some kind of ninja, sidestepped in with an exaggerated wince. “You’re not seriously leaving that incense burner like that, are you? Total safety hazard.”

Really irritated now, I sighed, crossing my arms. “If I can survive a class with you two watching, I think I can handle running a studio without it collapsing into a heap on the floor. But hey, thanks for the concern. I think I’ve got it covered.”

Liam slapped Jack on the back with Jack still grinning. “You hear that, mate? She’s already got us figured out.”

“Yeah, well,” Jack shrugged, “I’m not sure if that’s a good thing for her.”

They sat at the back of the class, exchanging smirks as they leaned against the wall, not even pretending to be quiet about it.

I turned my attention back to my class, still a little frazzled, but somehow more in control. “Okay, let’s try some actual yoga now. And I promise, no more interruptions or mishaps.”

And the rest of the class? A bloody miracle, honestly. 

It was less a graceful transition through poses and more like a clumsy game of Twister played by a bunch of drunk toddlers. 

But somehow, somehow, after some deep breathing that sounded more like hyperventilating, and a series of stretches so misaligned even a contortionist would’ve wept, I managed to get everyone on the same page. 

Well, mostly. The teenager remained glued to his phone, his thumb doing some sort of manic dance across the screen like he was writing a novel. But you know what? At this point, I couldn’t bring myself to care anymore.

I wasn’t here for enlightenment, I wasn’t here to impress anyone, I wasn’t even here to teach yoga. 

I was in survival mode. 

Just breathe, Mel. Just get through this. 

That was my new mantra, and I repeated it like a prayer as I moved around the room, adjusting poses and offering gentle encouragements that no one was listening to. 

"Lovely, everyone, just try to find your centre!" Whispers in the wind. 

“That’s great, absolutely beautiful, don’t worry if it’s not perfect!” Clearly, it wasn’t.

The final stretches? Well, they passed without incident, which, with how the class started was as close to a win as I was going to get. 

The class was finally winding down, and I felt this weird sense of relief, mixed with a dash of ‘maybe that wasn’t as bad as it could’ve been?’ But my head was pounding like a drumline at a Rugby match, and my palms were slick with sweat, more sweat than when I’d started, which, given the fact that I had somehow avoided collapsing into a heap, seemed like a technicality.

But when I glanced around at the room, at the misaligned mats, the backpackers still casually sipping on their (now cold) bush tea, and the teenager who had miraculously, discovered the joy of keeping his phone in his pocket (though I was pretty sure he was still scrolling through TikTok on some spiritual level), I realised that maybe, maybe, it wasn’t as much of a disaster as I thought. It was just... well, yoga. In all of its weird, sweaty, occasionally humiliating glory.

As the group began to roll up their mats and shuffle out, I couldn’t help but feel a tiny surge of pride. Not from their form (because let’s face it, nobody was nailing anything today), but because they’d stayed. I hadn’t driven them out with the sheer force of my first class fail.

When the older woman approached me, beaming, I fought the urge to collapse into a heap. “Thank you, Melanie,” she said, with a smile wide enough to make my heart lift slightly. “That was... fun. I’ll definitely be back next week.”

I smiled back, not realising how much I needed to hear those words. “I’m really glad you enjoyed it.”

Once the class wrapped up and the last of the tourists had wandered off, I sank onto the floor, closing my eyes and exhaling deeply. My legs ached in that good, solid way, and for a second I let myself enjoy the stillness.

Jack’s amusement was still evident as he dropped onto the floor beside me, legs up, arms resting loosely on his knees. He looked far too energised for someone who’d just sat watching an hour of yoga. 

Liam followed a beat later, stretching out on the floor with a satisfied sigh like a content Labrador, one arm behind his head.

“Do you always do that bit at the end where everyone just lies there like they’ve passed out?” Jack asked, frowning slightly like it was a genuine mystery to him.

“It’s called Savasana,” I said, not bothering to open my eyes. “And it’s harder than it looks.”

“Looked like nap time.”

I cracked one eye open and shot him a look. “Nap time with full body awareness and intentional breathwork.”

“Right,” he said, nodding seriously. “So... nap time, but smug.”

I gave him a small smile despite myself. “Says the man who couldn’t sit still for thirty seconds.”

“I wasn’t fidgeting,” he said. “I was... observing. Deeply.”

Liam chimed in without opening his eyes. “Jack, you whispered ‘what the hell is happening’ during the breathwork.”

Jack held up his hands. “I was genuinely concerned. People were making noises. There was humming.”

“It’s called chanting.”

“Felt a bit weird.”

“It's ancient tradition.”

“Well, in my ancient traditions, people yell at the telly and drink beer.”

I shook my head and laughed. “So enlightened.”

“Hey, I’m open-minded,” he said, nudging my foot with his. “I just like to understand what I’m looking at.”

I rolled my eyes. “You should come join a proper class sometime. Participate instead of critique.”

“Oh, I don't know. Seems risky. What if I discover I love it and have to start using words like ‘chakra’ and ‘flow’ in casual conversation?”

“You might even find some tranquillity, wouldn’t that be a plot twist?”

He scoffed. “Tranquillity and I have an agreement. I don’t go looking for it, and it doesn’t come looking for me.”

Liam snorted quietly, eyes still closed as he stretched out on the floor. “I’m not sure that’s how it works, mate. Tranquillity doesn’t just show up on your doorstep with a bouquet of flowers.”

Jack grinned. “Well, I’m not waiting for it. I’m more of a ‘get in, get out’ type of guy.”

Liam raised an eyebrow. “Really? You just get in the water, catch a wave, and leave? No room for, I don’t know, actually enjoying the moment?”

Jack shrugged. “Exactly. The wave’s there, you ride it, and boom, it’s over. No need for a deep connection or some spiritual awakening.”

I narrowed my eyes at him and groaned. “What is it with you guys and surfing anyway?”

“Well, it’s Margaret River,” Liam said, shrugging as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. “We’re born with boards attached to our hands. You don’t have to be a surfer to live here, but it helps.”

I bit back a laugh, while also feeling the very real truth of what he was saying. “Right, of course.” It was hard to deny how absurd this entire situation was. And, weirdly, kind of charming.

Jack flashed me that smug grin of his, the one that makes you want to throw a bucket of cold water on him just to see if it’ll knock him off his pedestal. “You should come out with us sometime, Mel. See what all the fuss is about. You’d love it.”

I raised an eyebrow, the one that always gives away that I’m about to make an eye-roll-worthy remark. “Oh, sure. Because there’s nothing more ‘fun’ than the distinct possibility of being eaten by a shark while I try and look cool on a board.”

He chuckled, shaking his head like I was some sort of puzzle he’d just figured out. “You’re impossible. You’d never admit it, but I can tell, you’re curious.”

“Curious?” I scoffed, leaning back with a bit more force than necessary. “I’m not curious, Jack. I’m just smart enough to know that water plus sharks equals no thanks.”

I leaned back, stretching out my legs, feeling the satisfying stretch of muscles that had worked hard in class. 

Jack shrugged in an infuriatingly attractive way. “You’re missing out. But hey, if you’re happy in your little yoga bubble, who am I to argue?”

I felt my heart skip a beat. Definitely not from his stupid smile, no, definitely not. 

“Yeah, well, after today’s class, I might be in the market for a new career,” I said, laughing at myself. “Maybe ‘Professional Klutz’ should be my next title. It’s a niche, but growing industry.”

Tessa shuffled over and plonked herself down beside me, giving me a gentle nudge. “You did great, Mel. We’ve all been there. You know, those days when nothing seems to go right, but somehow, you still made it through.”

I let out a bitter little chuckle, rolling my eyes. “Oh, this was definitely a doozy. Like, one for the memoirs. But I’ll survive. I mean, who needs dignity when you’ve got perseverance, right?”

As the trio left the studio, still grinning and exchanging jabs, I let out a slow breath. 

I leaned back against the wall, wiping my forehead with the back of my hand. The last part of the class had gone better, but the damage had already been done. I was pretty sure I’d just set yoga back a few decades, at least in Margaret River. 

Good job, Mel. You really crushed it.

I let out a sigh, but oddly enough, I felt a strange sense of liberation. Sure, it hadn’t been flawless, far from it, but it wasn’t a complete disaster either. 

I’d survived, and that was something. 

Because really, yoga isn’t about perfection. It’s about finding your own rhythm, your own flow, even when the props try to kill you. Right?
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​The Accidental Friendship
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I was nursing my second flat white of the morning, staring at a text from Tessa that I received five minutes ago: ‘How’s the studio going?:)’ I didn’t even bother with a fake smile emoji this time. Instead, I typed back: ‘It’s fine’. But if I’m being brutally honest, it felt like I was spending more time trying to figure out how to market myself on social media than actually teaching yoga.

I’d stumbled across a quirky beach café called the Sand & Sip on one of my afternoon strolls along the coast, and thought it’d be the perfect spot to camp out with my laptop. I was nestled into one of the mismatched couches, with local art adorning the walls and the most amazing ocean view stretched out before me. 

The place was dead quiet, just the soft hum of the espresso machine breaking the stillness, like it was quietly mocking my lack of focus. 

Outside, the fog was still clinging to the ocean like it had nowhere else to go, blurring the sharp edges of the coastal cliffs. Locals slowly drifted in and out, their footsteps barely making a ripple on the red gravel paths. None of them seemed to notice the yoga-obsessed outsider in the corner, hunched over her laptop, desperately trying to turn an empty studio into the next big wellness destination.

A few weeks in, and I was already running uphill with no stop button. The locals? Yoga didn’t exactly fit into their daily grind. It seemed that the biggest workout around here was getting out of bed before noon on the weekend.

I sighed and took a long sip. Maybe I should post another ‘yoga is the journey, not the destination’ type of quote on Instagram? It would at least give me some content.

“Mind if I join you?”

I looked up, and Jack was casually leaning against the counter as if he'd just returned from some grand surf quest. His hair was still damp, curling at the tips like he couldn’t be bothered to dry it, and that pleased look of his, smooth, like he had no idea what stress even felt like was plastered on his face. 

It was the kind of expression that could make you forget you'd just hit ‘Reply All’ on a company email that included the words ‘literally dying’.

He had that ‘I’m-here-to-save-your-day’ presence, the kind that would normally be a relief... except it tended to make me want to hurl my coffee mug at him instead.

"Do I have a choice?" I asked, my voice dripping with sarcasm more out of habit than anything else.

“Nope,” he said, sliding into the chair across from me like he had all the time in the world. “You look like you could use some company.”

“Company, or another round of unsolicited advice?” I asked, arching an eyebrow. 

Jack chuckled, his eyes sparkling with that mischievous glint. “I’m hurt. I thought we were past the sarcasm stage.” 

“We were never past the sarcasm stage,” I said, grinning back. A little of the tension in my shoulders eased as I leaned back in my chair. “It’s our default setting.”
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