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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.”
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