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Megan’s fingers shook as she laced her sneakers in the gravel lot. Three days ago she had been folding laundry in their quiet Ohio suburb, telling Ryan it was only a weekend yoga intensive, nothing life-changing, just something she needed after the long gray winter. Ryan had kissed her forehead, told her to go find whatever she was looking for, and then, almost too casually, asked if he could come watch. Not participate. Watch. The way he said it made her stomach flip, a small, secret heat pooling low while she pretended to consider.

Now they were here, the retreat center a cluster of cedar buildings half-hidden by pines, and Ryan sat cross-legged on a cushion near the back wall of the studio while thirty other students rolled out mats. Megan chose a spot near the front, close enough that when the guru walked in she could smell the faint sandalwood on his skin.

His name was Arjun, though he never introduced himself that way; the assistants simply called him Teacher. Tall, brown, the kind of lean muscle that comes from years of holding impossible poses, hair tied in a knot that looked effortless. When he spoke, his voice moved like warm oil across the room.

“Find the breath that already knows you,” he said, and Megan’s eyes flicked to Ryan. He was staring at her the way he used to stare the first year they dated, hungry and a little lost, as if he couldn’t believe she belonged to him.

Class began. Down dog, warrior two, plank that made her arms tremble. Every time Arjun adjusted someone, his hands lingered, thumb pressing just beneath a shoulder blade, fingers splayed across a lower back, guiding hips into alignment. When he reached Megan in side angle, he didn’t ask. He simply placed one palm on her belly and the other on the small of her back and drew her torso open. The heat of his hand burned through her thin tank. She felt the pulse between her legs answer before her mind caught up.
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