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The Yoga Retreat

The Banyan Tree Wellness Retreat was Leila’s creation, her sanctuary carved from a slice of coastal paradise she’d fallen in love with a decade ago. The memory was still so vivid: the first time she’d stood on this bluff, the air thick with the perfume of ylang-ylang and the briny tang of the ocean, a taste so potent it felt like a kiss. She’d fled a life in corporate law, a life of sixty-hour weeks defined by the sterile scent of recycled office air, the greasy residue of takeout containers staining her fingers, and a relationship that had crumbled under the immense, silent weight of two ambitious people who had forgotten how to be kind to one another. Their apartment had echoed with unspoken resentments, the air holding the metallic chill of disappointment.

Here, nestled between the turquoise whisper of the Pacific and the emerald hum of the jungle, she had built a haven. Polished teak floors, cool and smooth under her perpetually bare feet, gleamed with the natural oils she insisted the staff use. The open-air shalas were designed to blur the lines between inside and out, allowing the ever-present breeze to carry the scent of frangipani and salt through every yoga class, a constant, gentle reminder of place. Every detail was a testament to her vision. She curated peace for a living, guiding burnt-out executives with shadowed eyes and spiritually curious travelers with restless souls back to their own centers. She taught them to breathe again, to feel the earth beneath their feet, to taste the sweetness of a mango without distraction.

Her life was serene, ordered, and aesthetically beautiful, a living advertisement for the very wellness she sold. The wind chimes outside her bungalow played a soft, random melody that was the soundtrack to her days. She ate vibrant, nourishing meals, felt the sun on her skin daily, and moved her body with intention and grace. It was, by all accounts, a perfect life. It was also, she admitted in the quietest hours of the night, when the only sounds were the chirping of geckos and the distant sigh of the surf, profoundly lonely. The quiet that was so restorative during the day could feel cavernous and consuming after the sun went down.

The connections she fostered were transient by design, a necessary component of the business model she hadn’t fully considered the personal cost of. People came, heartsick and weary, their faces etched with the strains of their other lives. They would spend a week or two wrapped in the cocoon she had built, their shoulders gradually unhunching from their ears. They found a piece of themselves they thought they had lost, their laughter becoming easier, their eyes brighter. And then they left, their bags packed, their tans fresh, promising to keep in touch, which they rarely did. Their emails, if they came at all, would taper off after a few weeks, drowned once more by the demands she had helped them escape. She was the facilitator of their transformations, a permanent fixture in their temporary journey, the steadfast lighthouse keeper who watches ships sail back out to sea.

She had dated, of course, attempting to plant a garden for herself within the larger one she tended for others. There was a handsome surf instructor for a few months, a man whose skin always tasted of salt and whose passion was as powerful and fleeting as the waves he rode. Their time together was sun-drenched and physical, but their conversations never ventured far from the shore. Then there was a visiting artist, a man with ink-stained fingers and melancholic eyes, who had painted her portrait and then moved on to capture new muses in a new country, leaving her feeling like a finished study, appreciated but ultimately archived. Nothing had ever truly taken root in the fertile soil of her carefully cultivated life. The men were like the guests: they came, they took something from the beauty of the place, and they departed. She’d begun to believe, with a quiet resignation that felt like a shroud settling over her heart, that perhaps her great passion was the retreat itself, and she, its solitary, celibate priestess.

Over the years, she had become an expert at maintaining a professional, serene distance. It was a shield, polished as brightly as her teak floors. Her retreats attracted the beautiful, the wealthy, and the athletic people for whom wellness was both a goal and a status symbol. She was used to toned bodies glistening with expensive, reef-safe sunscreen and radiant faces that had never known a moment of nutritional neglect. They were the currency of this world, and she had grown immune to their luster. She could appreciate a well-defined bicep holding a challenging arm balance or a graceful warrior pose silhouetted against the sunset with the detached, discerning eye of an art connoisseur admiring a sculpture. It was all form, all aesthetics.

But then, Samuel had walked in.

It wasn’t that he was objectively more handsome than anyone else who had ever rolled out a mat on her floor. She’d seen men who were taller, more classically chiseled, more obviously aware of their own magnetic appeal. It was something else entirely, an energy that buzzed almost visibly beneath his skin, a thrum of quiet confidence that didn’t demand attention but captured it all the same. He moved with an easy, unhurried grace that spoke of a deep comfort in his own body, his limbs long and lean, his skin tanned the color of warm, liquid caramel from a life lived under the sun. He didn’t stride; he flowed. Today was the third day of the week-long retreat, a point where the initial awkwardness of strangers had melted away into a comfortable group rhythm, and Leila found her eyes, those professionally impartial eyes, drifting to the back corner of the shala far more often than was necessary. An embarrassing, unprofessional amount.

Leila was accustomed to a sea of attractive people in various states of lycra-clad exertion, but for some inexplicable reason, Samuel stood out in a forest of downward dogs and warrior threes. Perhaps it was the way his sandy blonde hair, bleached by sun and salt into a tapestry of pale golds and whites, fell in soft, damp waves across his brow when he was inverted, catching the light. Perhaps it was the surprising sprinkle of freckles across the bridge of his nose and high on his cheekbones, a boyish touch that created a fascinating contrast with the mature, powerful set of his shoulders. Or maybe, her mind supplied with a bluntness that startled her, it was the simple, unnerving fact that when she looked at him, a current of something decidedly un-zen-like, something hot and electric and deeply needy, zipped straight through her core, pooling in a low throb between her legs. Peace and health are important, yes, but sometimes a person just needs a nice, good fuck to truly realign their chakras.

The thought was so raw, so contrary to the gentle mantras she espoused daily, that a small, secret smile touched her lips. She was only human, after all. A human who hadn’t been touched with genuine desire in a very long time.

The heavy, humid air of the open-air yoga studio was thick with the clean, medicinal smell of eucalyptus, diffused from a small, dark stone vessel in the corner. Its sharp scent mingled with the sweeter note of frangipani blossoms drifting in from the garden and the ever-present salty tang of the nearby ocean. The gentle whir of the large ceiling fans overhead was a soft, percussive beat beneath the more chaotic symphony of the jungle, the distant crash of waves on the shore, the insistent chatter of tropical birds, and the hum of insects. “And now, transitioning into Eka Pada Rajakapotasana,” Leila’s voice was a calm, melodic hum, a finely tuned instrument trained over years to soothe and guide frayed nerves. “Reclined pigeon pose. Gently guide your right ankle to your left thigh, flexing the foot to protect the knee. Breathe into the sensation. Feel that beautiful, deep opening in the hip.”

She instructed everyone to take a slow, deep breath in their reclined pigeon pose, feeling the collective sigh of thirty bodies surrendering to the stretch. Her eyes, soft and unfocused, scanned the room. She began her slow, methodical walk through the rows of mats, her bare feet making no sound on the warm, smooth wood. Her role in these advanced classes was less about correction and more about presence. Most people who attended her week-long immersion retreats were already dedicated practitioners. They knew their alignment, could hold a headstand for minutes on end without a quiver, and breathed with the focused, rhythmic intensity of seasoned yogis. Mostly, Leila was there to facilitate a great class, to hold the energetic space for their practice, and to lead them through the pranayama breathing exercises that would hopefully, for an hour at least, quiet the frantic drumbeat of their everyday lives. She offered a gentle touch here, a hand pressing lightly on a lower back to encourage release, a whispered suggestion there.

When she got to the back of the room, she knew, with a flutter of something like nervous anticipation in her stomach, that her path would inevitably lead her to him. The man with the deeply tanned skin in forest green workout shorts was impossible to miss; he was a focal point her eyes kept snagging on. He was lying on his back, his right leg crossed perfectly over his left in a textbook expression of the pose. The shorts were loose, riding high on his powerfully built thighs, and as he actively deepened the stretch, she could see the taut, vibrating line of his hamstring and the powerful curve of his glute. His shaky, sandy blonde hair, damp with sweat and clinging to his temples, fell against the dark grey of his mat in a halo of gold. His chest, broad and sculpted, rose and fell with a slow, controlled rhythm, the muscles of his abdomen subtly defined beneath the sun-kissed skin even in repose.

She intended to walk past him, to give him the same brief, professional assessment she gave everyone else, and continue her circuit. It was the safe, correct thing to do. But as she drew near, a strange, compelling impulse took over, a magnetic force pulling her off her predetermined course. She paused, her shadow falling over him, a brief eclipse in the sun-drenched room. As Leila timed her steps to cross his mat just as she passed, a small, almost unconscious act of trespass, the man opened his eyes and smiled up at her.

It wasn’t a tentative, bleary-eyed smile, or a polite, fleeting acknowledgment. It was a full, genuine, crinkle-at-the-corners-of-his-eyes smile. A smile that was bright, and knowing, and completely disarming. A smile that said, I see you. His eyes were the color of a clear summer sky after a storm, a startling, brilliant blue that seemed to hold the light and reflect it back at her, amplified. It was such an unusual, intimate thing for one of her students to do, to break the meditative focus of the practice, to shatter the silent contract of the room, and connect with her so directly, that it caught her completely off guard. For a split second that stretched into an eternity, she wasn’t Leila the Serene Yoga Guru, the untouchable priestess of wellness; she was just a woman, caught in the arresting gaze of a startlingly handsome man.

She felt a hot blush creep up her neck and spread across her cheeks, a wave of heat she was powerless to stop. She smiled right back, a wide, unbidden grin that felt foreign and wonderfully illicit on her usually composed, professional face. The moment was fleeting, lasting no more than a second or two before she forced herself to move on, but it left an indelible, humming imprint on the rest of the class. For the remaining thirty minutes, as she guided them through twists and finally into Savasana, she was hyper-aware of him, of the space he occupied, of the quiet power in his movements, and of the lingering warmth of his smile on her skin.

When the final “Namaste” had been spoken, her palms pressed together at her heart, a collective sigh of release filled the room, the sound of thirty minds and bodies letting go. People began to stir, slowly returning to the world. The shala filled with the usual post-class sounds: soft chatter, the satisfying zip and roll of mats being secured, the clatter of wooden blocks being returned to their shelves. Leila busied herself at the front of the room, a practiced routine to ground herself. She wiped down her own mat with a calming lavender-scented spray, the familiar fragrance usually a balm to her senses, though today it did little to quell the frantic energy inside her. She could feel him lingering, even with her back to the room. He was the last one to roll up his mat, taking his time with a deliberate, unhurried slowness that felt deeply and wonderfully intentional.

“I’m Samuel, by the way,” a low, pleasant voice said from just behind her. The sound of it, richer and closer than she’d imagined, seemed to vibrate right through her.

Leila turned from the shelf where she had been meticulously straightening the yoga blocks, stacking them into neat, colorful towers, a nervous, displaced energy in her hands. He was standing there, his grey mat tucked neatly under one arm, a small white towel slung over his shoulder. Up close, his eyes were even more striking, not a flat blue but a complex mosaic flecked with deeper shades of cobalt and hints of grey, like the ocean on a cloudy day. A few stray strands of his damp hair fell across his forehead. “This was a great class.”

A warmth spread through her chest that had nothing to do with the humid air, blooming outward into her limbs. “Oh, thank you. It’s nice to meet you, Samuel. I’m Leila.”

“I know,” he said, and that simple, two-word acknowledgment sent another little jolt, a zap of electricity, straight through her. It implied he’d asked, that he’d made a point to learn her name before this moment. “You’ve built something truly special here.” He gestured vaguely with his free hand, a sweep that encompassed the shala, the meticulously tended gardens visible through the open walls, the sliver of blue ocean beyond. It was a compliment she received often, almost daily, but coming from him, from his low, sincere voice, it felt different. It felt less like a platitude and more like a genuine observation. More personal.

“It’s my little slice of heaven,” she replied, her voice a little softer, a little breathier than she intended.

“I can see why. I was wondering… are you free to grab a juice? I noticed the bar on my way in.”

It was a bold move, a confident, immediate shattering of the typical student-teacher dynamic that usually held for at least a few days, if it was ever breached at all. Part of her, the professional, well-honed part that had run her life for a decade, screamed at her to politely decline, to maintain the boundary that kept her safe and serene. He’s a guest. It’s a week-long retreat. Don’t complicate things. But the other part of her, the part that had felt a jolt from a simple smile, the part that had been dormant for so long it felt mummified, was suddenly wide awake, buzzing, and clamoring for a taste of complication. “I… yes. I’d love that.”

Before her rational mind could mount a counter-argument, she was leading him from the shala, her bare feet padding alongside his flip-flops on the stone path. They sat on high wooden stools at the small, open-air juice bar, overlooking the vast expanse of the Pacific, the afternoon breeze cool and life-giving on their sweaty skin. Two hours evaporated as if they were minutes. They didn’t just talk; they connected with a speed and depth that left her breathless. He wasn’t a tech CEO or a hedge fund manager on a forced digital detox, the usual clientele. He was a writer, an author of travelogues who roamed the world collecting stories and experiences, his life a stark, thrilling contrast to her own rooted existence.

He told her about the bone-aching cold and crystalline silence of trekking in Nepal, the overwhelming sensory assault of getting lost in the spice-scented souks of Marrakech, and the quiet, melancholic beauty of the Scottish Highlands under a sky of bruised-purple clouds. He spoke with a passion that was infectious. And he asked her questions, real questions. Not just about the retreat’s philosophy, but about her life before it, about the specific fears that had paralyzed her and the surge of courage that had finally propelled her to leave it all behind. He asked about the dreams that had brought her here, and the ones she might still be nurturing in secret.

She found herself opening up in a way she hadn’t with anyone in years, the words tumbling out as if a dam had broken. She told him about the suffocating pressure of her old life, the endless docket of cases, and the sheer, heart-pounding terror and wild exhilaration of signing the papers for this land, of building this place from the ground up with nothing but a vision and a dwindling bank account. He listened with an intensity that was almost unnerving, his gaze never wavering, his blue eyes watching her mouth as she spoke. He made her feel like the most interesting person in the world. His laughter wasn’t a polite chuckle; it was a rich, easy sound that started deep in his chest, and she found herself saying things she hoped would make him laugh, just to hear it again and again.

When they finally stood to leave, the sun was beginning its spectacular descent, painting the sky in violent, breathtaking strokes of orange, pink, and deep violet. He walked her along the winding path that led toward the more secluded area where her private bungalow was nestled among a grove of hibiscus. They stood for a moment in an awkward, charged silence, the air thick with unspoken things. The symphony of the evening insects had begun. “I had a really wonderful time, Leila,” he said, his voice low and serious now, the laughter gone.

“Me too,” she breathed, the words feeling inadequate.

He hesitated for only a fraction of a second, then he leaned in and wrapped his arms around her in a hug. He was warm and solid, his body radiating a palpable heat. He smelled of salt from the sea breeze, his own clean sweat from their earlier practice, and something uniquely, intoxicatingly Samuel, a clean, masculine scent like sandalwood and sun-warmed skin. It was more than a friendly, end-of-a-date hug; his arms held her for a fraction of a second longer than was strictly necessary, a gentle, deliberate squeeze that felt like a question and a promise all at once. Leila realized as he pulled away, her heart thumping a wild, frantic rhythm against her ribs, that she was completely, irrevocably smitten with this guy. It was a terrifying, exhilarating feeling that made her feel sixteen again.

“Dinner tomorrow night?” he called after her as she turned to go.

She turned back, a huge, uncontainable smile breaking across her face, feeling it light her up from the inside out. “Yes.”

So the next night, she found herself standing in front of her closet with a sense of nervous, fluttering excitement she hadn’t felt since she was a teenager getting ready for prom. It was a dizzying, wonderful sensation. She sifted through her practical wardrobe of beige linen pants and simple, earth-toned cotton tops, discarding them all with a dismissive flick of her wrist. This wasn’t a night for serene and simple, for the ‘Leila’ her guests knew. This was a night for… more. She finally settled on a skirt she rarely wore, a beautiful, flowy garment made of sapphire-blue silk that fell to her ankles, purchased on a whim years ago and saved for an occasion that had never materialized. It was printed with delicate white flowers and whispered around her legs when she moved, feeling impossibly soft and decadent. She paired it with a simple white camisole that left her shoulders and arms bare. She wasn’t a heels person, not anymore, so she slipped her feet into her favorite pair of Birkenstocks, the worn leather familiar and comfortable against her skin. The cool night breeze felt amazing as it brushed across her bare shoulders, raising goosebumps of anticipation as she walked the sandy path to the resort’s small, lantern-lit restaurant.

She saw him before he saw her, a stolen moment that made her heart give a little squeeze. He was sitting at a corner table, one bathed in the soft, flickering glow of a candle, looking out at the dark, moonlit ocean. He was wearing a simple white linen shirt, the sleeves rolled up to his forearms, revealing strong, tanned wrists, and dark pants. He looked relaxed, at ease, and so impossibly handsome it almost hurt to look at him.

“You look gorgeous,” said Samuel, his voice a low, intimate murmur that sent a shiver chasing its way down her spine. He stood up from the table the moment she arrived, his eyes doing a slow, appreciative sweep of her that felt both deeply respectful and thrillingly possessive. He didn’t just hug her this time. He leaned in and gave her a kiss on the cheek, his lips soft and warm against her skin, his hand resting for a potent moment on the small of her back, his fingers pressing gently against her bare skin just above the waistband of her silk skirt. Leila’s stomach swooped, a dizzying, delightful plunge like a rollercoaster cresting its highest hill. She was shocked at the intensity of her own reaction, a breathless giddiness that felt utterly intoxicating.

Dinner was even better than the juice bar. Fueled by a bottle of crisp, citrusy Sauvignon Blanc and the undeniable magic of the evening, their conversation flowed effortlessly. It danced from funny, self-deprecating stories of his travel mishaps to deeply personal philosophies on life, love, and what it meant to build a meaningful existence. The flirtation that had simmered just beneath the surface yesterday was now overt, a playful, crackling current that arced between them with every shared glance across the candlelight, every accidental brush of their hands as they reached for the bread basket, every time his knee grazed hers under the small table.

After dinner, he suggested a walk on the beach. The moon was a bright silver disc, hanging in the inky sky and casting a shimmering, hypnotic path across the dark water. The air was warm, scented with the heady perfume of night-blooming jasmine and the eternal, salty breath of the ocean. They walked in a comfortable, charged silence for a while, their shoulders occasionally brushing, the small points of contact sending sparks through her. It was Leila, to her own astonishment, who broke the spell. She was shocked when she realized she was going to make the first move, but the impulse was too strong to ignore. She stopped in her tracks on the cool, damp sand and turned to face him. The sunset was a distant, beautiful memory on the horizon, a final streak of bruised purple and soft orange. In that moment, she felt a powerful wave of carpe diem, a fierce, primal desire to stop analyzing, stop worrying, stop being the serene facilitator, and start living. So it was easy, the easiest thing in the world, to lean into things, to rise on her toes, and to press her lips to his.

His surprise was palpable for a single, heart-stopping second. She felt his lips, soft and still, under hers. Then his mouth softened and yielded, and his hand came up to cup the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair with a gentle possessiveness that made her knees weak. The kiss started gently, a soft, tentative exploration, a question and an answer. But the chemistry that had been crackling and building between them was a volatile, combustible substance. In a heartbeat, their kiss dissolved into a make-out session, a hungry, searching collision of mouths and tongues and teeth. His other hand slid around her waist, gripping her hip and pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard planes of his chest against her own, the solid strength of his body, and the undeniable, rock-hard evidence of his arousal pressing insistently against her stomach. A low moan escaped her throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated want she didn’t try to stifle.

He broke the kiss, resting his forehead against hers, both of them breathing heavily, their chests rising and falling in unison. His blue eyes were dark with desire in the moonlight, the pupils blown wide. “My bungalow or yours?” he murmured, his voice thick and raspy.

“Mine’s closer,” she breathed, her own voice barely a whisper, her mind a swirl of lust and disbelief.

He laced his fingers through hers, his grip firm and certain, and they walked, almost ran, back along the path, their intertwined hands a promise of what was to come. Back in Leila’s bungalow, the world outside seemed to fall away, the sounds of the jungle and the ocean fading into a distant hum. The space was simple but beautiful, with a large, dark wood four-poster bed draped in white mosquito netting that billowed softly, and wide French doors pushed open to a private veranda. With the warm night air blowing in through the open windows, carrying the intimate sound of crickets and the rhythmic hush of distant waves, she didn’t hesitate. She pulled him over to her bed, her heart hammering a frantic, joyous beat against her ribs. She didn’t want to wait another second.

She knelt on top of the covers, the soft duvet sinking beneath her knees, and looked up at him with what she knew must be a look of pure hunger. He stood beside the bed, watching her with an intensity that made her skin prickle with heat. Reaching out, her hands trembling just slightly, she began to unbutton his linen shirt. She took her time, a delicious, deliberate slowness, her fingertips brushing against the warm, taut skin of his chest with each button she released. She pushed the fabric off his broad shoulders, letting it slide down his arms and fall in a heap on the floor.

His body was unreal. She had seen the outline of it in yoga class, the graceful lines of a body in motion, but seeing him like this, bare-chested in the soft, golden lamplight of her room, was something else entirely. Not bulky, but perfectly sculpted, with visible, defined abs that tapered down in a sharp V to the waistband of his pants. A fine, tantalizing dusting of golden hair trailed from his navel downwards, disappearing beneath the fabric. Samuel pushed his fingers through his hair, a gesture that was both endearingly nervous and incredibly sexy, a small, knowing grin playing on his lips as he reached for the button on his own pants. He slid them off, along with his underwear, in one fluid, graceful motion, kicking them aside without breaking eye contact.

Leila drew a sharp, audible breath as Samuel’s hard cock sprang free, bold and magnificent in the warm light. It was magnificent, truly. Thick and long, beautifully proportioned to the rest of his powerful body, with a proud, swollen head that was already dewy and glistening with pre-cum. It jutted out from his body, impossibly erect, a proud, physical testament to the desire that had been arcing between them all night. She couldn’t take her eyes off it, this beautiful, intimidating offering.

A new kind of energy filled the room, a raw, primal anticipation that made the air feel thick and heavy. She moved onto all fours, the silk of her skirt pooling around her thighs, and angled her head up at Samuel’s face. His expression was a dizzying mixture of raw want and something softer, more tender, that made her chest ache. “Can I?” she asked, her voice hushed, feeling unusually timid and nervous as she gestured with her eyes toward his erection. This felt monumental, a threshold she was about to cross into a new, unknown territory.

A slow, sensual smile spread across his lips. “Of course,” he said, his voice a low, encouraging rumble. “If you want to.”

Want to? She had never wanted anything more in her life. She shuffled forward on the bed until her face was level with his stunning erection. She reached out a hesitant hand, her fingers tracing the rigid length of him, marveling at the contrast between the velvety-soft skin and the steel-hard muscle beneath. He was hot to the touch, alive and pulsing with blood. A thick, prominent vein snaked its way around the shaft, disappearing under the heavy, mushroom-like corona of his cockhead. He let out a low, guttural groan as her fingers wrapped around his base, the sound vibrating through her hand. Encouraged by his response, Leila parted her lips and slid her mouth down the length of Samuel’s cock.

He tasted of clean male musk and the faint, lingering trace of ocean salt, a primal, intoxicating flavor she instantly craved more of. She took him in slowly at first, teasing the very tip with her tongue, lavishing attention on the sensitive, slit-like opening and the ridge of the frenulum beneath. He groaned again, a louder, more desperate sound this time, and his hands came to rest on her head, fingers gently weaving into her hair. It wasn’t a gesture of force, but of guidance, of complete and utter surrender. Emboldened, she opened her mouth wider and, with a deep breath, took him all the way in, her lips sealing around his base, the smooth, broad head of his cock bumping against the back of her throat. It was a staggering, powerful feeling, having him fill her mouth so completely, a feeling of both submission and control.

Leila was fueled by his sounds, her body responding instinctively to his response. Each guttural moan that escaped his lips was like a shot of adrenaline, a vocal confirmation that what she was doing was driving him absolutely wild. She bobbed her head up and down, establishing a steady, wet rhythm, getting his cock slick and shiny and impossibly hard. She used her hands too, stroking the part of his shaft that wouldn’t fit in her mouth, her thumb rubbing insistent circles at his base where his erection met his body. His hips began to move, a gentle, involuntary bucking motion that met her mouth with each downward slide, pushing him deeper into her throat.

“Oh, fuck, Leila… that’s amazing,” he gasped, his head thrown back, his throat arched.

His praise sent a dizzying wave of heat through her. She loved this, loved the raw power of it, the profound intimacy. But she wanted more. She wanted to feel his skin against hers, all of it.

“Come here,” said Samuel, his voice thick and strained. His fingers tightened ever so slightly in her hair, guiding her back up, away from his cock. “Let’s get you out of those clothes.”

Leila shivered with anticipation as Samuel came onto the bed and began to undress her, taking his time, making it a ceremony. He didn’t just rip her clothes off in a rush of lust; he savored the act, his eyes burning into hers. He knelt before her as she sat on the edge of the bed, his hands going to the hem of her camisole. He lifted it slowly over her head, his gaze hot and appreciative as her breasts were revealed. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples were already hard, tight pebbles, aching for his touch. He didn’t touch them, not yet. He let his eyes do the work, a slow, heated appraisal that made her feel like the most beautiful woman on earth.

The slow reveal was delicious and tantalizing, the way he peeled her clothes off her. The way he slid her silk skirt down her legs felt like an act of worship. His hands, warm and slightly calloused, skimmed over her hips, down her thighs, his fingertips raising goosebumps on her skin as he pushed the soft fabric down past her knees, her ankles, until it was a sapphire pool on the floor around her feet. She was left in nothing but a pair of simple white cotton panties, feeling utterly exposed and vulnerable.

He paused, looking her over from her bare feet to her flushed face, a playful, wicked glint in his eye that excited her more than she could say. Then, with a sudden, surprising movement, he gently pushed her back onto the bed so she was lying down. He moved between her spread legs, and she let out a little squeal of shocked delight as Samuel hooked his hands under her thighs and pulled her on top of his face. One moment she was lying there, exposed and waiting, and the next she was straddling his head, his strong hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place, her sex pressed intimately against his mouth. The suddenness of it, the sheer audacity and confident dominance of the act, sent a thrill of pure, wicked pleasure through her.

He looked up at her from between her legs, that playful, predatory look still in his eyes. He licked his lips slowly, a clear, deliberate promise of what was to come. Then his tongue darted out, hot and wet through the thin cotton of her panties, tracing the central seam directly over her clit. She gasped, her back arching off the mattress. He chuckled, a low, muffled sound against her, and used his teeth to gently hook the waistband of her underwear, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside with a deftness that suggested plenty of enthusiastic practice.

Now it was his mouth against her bare skin, and the sensation was a thousand times more intense, an electric shock that made her entire body light up. She began to grind against his mouth, a slow, instinctual rhythm taking over her body as she chased the pleasure. She was angling herself, shifting her weight so that his tongue rubbed directly against her clit with maximum pressure. He seemed to understand instantly what she needed, his tongue becoming a firm, pointed instrument of pleasure, circling and flicking with an expert rhythm while the rest of his mouth created a gentle suction that threatened to drive her completely insane.

It had been so long since she had done this, since she had felt this uninhibited with a partner. But there was something that thrilled her about Samuel, something in his easy confidence and playful dominance that made her want to explore all the sexy, forbidden things she rarely even allowed herself to fantasize about. She felt safe with him, safe enough to completely let go of the composed, controlled woman she was supposed to be.

Leila closed her eyes and let the pleasure wash over her, her mind blissfully blank, focused only on the incredible, escalating sensations building in her core. Her hips moved faster now, her body rolling on top of Samuel’s face in a desperate, needy dance. He moaned underneath her, a sound of pure appreciation, his own excitement feeding hers like fuel on a fire. His fingers were digging into the soft flesh of her thighs, not painfully, but firmly, holding onto her as she rode his face, anchoring her as the tidal wave of sensation began to crest.

When she finally climaxed, it was a shattering, all-consuming event that took over her completely. Her breath came out in shuddered, helpless groans, her chest heaving as she tried and failed to suck down gasps of air. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably, and she cried out his name, a raw, broken sound that was torn from her throat. She didn’t care that the windows were open, that anyone could walk by her secluded bungalow and know exactly what was happening inside. In that moment, the entire world consisted of Samuel’s mouth on her and the explosive, star-bursting pleasure he was so expertly giving her.

Leila collapsed onto the bed, her muscles quivering and useless, her mind a starry, blank canvas. She was still reeling from the aftershocks, her body flush with the glorious, languid aftermath of her orgasm as Samuel moved up her body, his hair damp, his lips slick and shining. He positioned himself between her legs, getting on top of her. He looked as cool and smooth as ever, not a hint of fatigue in his powerful frame, just a burning, focused desire in his eyes. “I want you,” he whispered, his voice husky, smiling as he met her dazed, heavy-lidded gaze.

“Me too,” she managed to pant, her voice sounding far away to her own ears.

Samuel took his cock, slick now with both her juices and his own, and nudged the swollen head against her entrance. He didn’t rush. He guided the tip of his cock into her wet, swollen pussy, her lips spreading open obediently around his thick, intimidating shaft. She was so open, so ready for him after her powerful orgasm, yet the sheer size of him, the incredible girth filling her, still made her gasp. He moved with agonizing slowness, letting her body adjust to the invasion, each inch sliding inside, filling Leila up more and more completely, stretching her in a way that was both painful and exquisitely pleasurable.

He paused when he was only halfway in, letting her feel the intense stretch, the pressure. Samuel muttered something under his breath about how tight she felt, a low, gravelly sound of raw appreciation that made her blush fiercely. Leila made a sound halfway between a laugh and a whimper. It was true. Her pussy hadn’t ever felt this stretched out, this impossibly full. When he finally pushed all the way in, seating himself to the very hilt, she cried out, her head tossing on the pillow. It was a feeling of being utterly possessed, completely taken, a feeling she hadn’t known she’d been craving.

He stayed there for a long moment, buried deep inside her, letting them both savor the profound connection. He held himself up on two fists planted on the bed on either side of her head, his arms straight and corded with muscle, his biceps bulging. Then, he began to move. He pumped into her, pulling back almost all the way before plunging back in with slow, deep, deliberate thrusts that sent shockwaves of pleasure through her entire system. The powerful muscles of his chest and back rippled with each movement as he thrusted into her, a beautiful, powerful machine dedicated solely to her pleasure.

They stayed like that for a few minutes, their bodies finding a hypnotic, primal rhythm. The soft, slick sounds of their joining filled the room, a wet, intimate counterpoint to the chirping crickets outside. He lowered himself down, his sweat-slicked chest brushing against her sensitive, aching breasts, and wrapped her up in his arms. She did the same thing with her legs, instinctively wrapping them around his back, hooking her ankles together to pull him even deeper inside her. The new angle was devastating. His big cock pistoned in and out of her, now hitting a spot deep inside her, a nerve center she hadn’t known existed, that made her see stars with every single thrust.

“Oh fuck, Leila,” Samuel moaned, his voice a breathy, desperate thing in her ear. His control was starting to fray at the edges, his thrusts becoming faster, harder, more frantic. He was no longer the cool, collected writer; he was a man utterly lost to pure sensation, and she was right there with him, spiraling out of control.

Just as she felt the deep, internal tremors of another orgasm beginning to build, he stilled. He pulled back just slightly, his breath hot and ragged against her cheek. “Can we try something?” he asked, his voice strained and tight.

Leila could barely utter a choked “yes” before he was moving. In one astonishingly fluid and powerful motion, Samuel gripped her hips and lifted her up off the bed. Her legs were still wrapped tightly around his waist as he stood, holding her as if she weighed nothing at all. He carried her the few steps over to the wall. He pushed her up against it, the cool plaster a stark, shocking contrast to their heated skin, and fucked her right there, standing up.

Leila’s head spun. The world tilted on its axis. She felt like she was living out a scene from a movie, a wild, passionate fantasy brought to vivid, panting life. This muscular, gorgeous man she barely knew was holding her effortlessly against the wall of her bungalow and fucking her with deep, relentless, unrelenting thrusts. Her back was pressed against the wall, her hands braced on his powerful, sweat-slicked shoulders for balance, and her head was thrown back as he drove into her again and again. Her breasts, free and heavy, bounced wildly with each powerful impact.

They shared intense, unbroken eye contact, his brilliant blue eyes burning into hers. Normally, it might have felt a bit too much, too intimate for having just met Samuel, but right now it felt absolutely fitting for the raw intensity of the situation. It was a raw, naked honesty, a silent communication of mutual, ravenous need. She was seeing him, and he was seeing her, in the most primal way imaginable. Leila was making low, animalistic noises that she had never felt herself make before, guttural moans and whimpers that were torn from the very depths of her soul.

Sweat was trickling down both of their bodies, plastering his hair to his forehead and running in rivulets between her bouncing breasts. The ceiling fan turning lazily overhead did very little to keep them cool; they were generating their own private inferno. Leila’s body bucked wildly on top of Samuel’s cock as he held her up, his powerful thighs and core doing all the work, barely seeming to struggle under her weight. She was deeply, profoundly impressed by both his stamina and his raw strength, because he wasn’t slowing down at all. If anything, his pace increased, becoming more punishing. He kept plunging inside of her, his rhythm punishing and perfect, each thrust deeper than the last. Her pussy was soaking wet now, gripping and slicking his every powerful stroke. She could feel her second orgasm rapidly approaching, a massive, roaring wave even bigger than the last one on his mouth.

“Fuck, can I come inside you?” Samuel gritted out the words ripped from his chest. He leaned in closer now so that his face was just an inch from hers, his entire body trembling with the effort of holding back. His forehead was lined with tension and his blue eyes, dark and dilated, stared deep into Leila’s soul.

There was no hesitation, no thought, only instinct. “Yes,” panted Leila, the word a prayer and a command all at once.

Her permission sent him over the edge. It was as if her single word had snapped the last thread of his considerable control. With a guttural roar that seemed to vibrate through the very wall they were pressed against, he began to come. Leila loved the loud, uninhibited sounds, the gasping groans that left his throat as he emptied himself deep inside her. She felt his body clench violently, his thrusts becoming short, convulsive, uncontrollable jolts that pushed him impossibly deeper. She could feel his cock throbbing and pulsing inside her as his hot, thick cum filled her womb. The simultaneous sensations of his powerful release and her own cresting orgasm sent her over the edge in a blinding blaze of white-hot light. She screamed, a sound of pure, untamed ecstasy, her body convulsing around him as the climax ripped through her, wringing every last drop of pleasure from her.

Samuel’s eyes were closed tight, his face a mask of exquisite agony and sublime release. When he finished, he slumped against her, his forehead resting on her shoulder, his breathing ragged and harsh. He pulled out slowly, a torturous, delicious slide of slick flesh. Cum dripped out of her, running down her inner thigh in a shameless trail, and the sight of it, the sheer, primal naughtiness of the moment, was thrilling. He held her for another long moment, his own legs shaking slightly from the exertion, before gently lowering her feet to the floor.

She felt boneless, utterly spent, her legs barely able to support her. “Wow,” was all she could manage to whisper, the word a soft puff of air.

He kissed her, a deep, lingering kiss that tasted of sex and sweat and profound satisfaction. “Wow is right.”

Leila cleaned herself up in the bathroom, splashing cool water on her flushed face and neck. Her reflection in the mirror was a stranger—a woman with wildly flushed cheeks, swollen, well-kissed lips, and eyes that were bright, dazed, and feral. She looked debauched and deliriously, incandescently happy. When she came back out, wrapped in a soft white cotton robe, Samuel was lying on his side in her bed, propped up on one elbow, the white sheet draped casually over his hips, leaving his glorious torso exposed. That charming, easy smile was on his face again, the same one that had caught her off guard in the yoga studio. It seemed like a lifetime ago.

“Did all that yoga help prepare you for fucking like that?” he asked, his voice laced with genuine amusement and a hint of awe.

She laughed, a genuine, bubbling sound that came from deep in her belly, a sound of pure joy. She approached the bed, untied her robe, letting it fall to the floor in a heap, and joined him, crawling under the sheet to press her naked body against his. His skin was still warm and damp. “Hey,” she said, tapping his chest playfully, “the yoga doesn’t hurt. Flexibility is a virtue, you know.”

He chuckled, pulling her into the curve of his body, his arm wrapping securely around her waist, holding her close. “Neither does having a very, very sexy yoga teacher.” He kissed the top of her head, a gesture of comfortable intimacy that felt shockingly, wonderfully natural. Leila snuggled against him, her head finding the perfect spot on his chest, listening to the steady, strong, slowing beat of his heart under her ear. For the first time in a very long time, the silence of her bungalow wasn’t lonely. It was full. It was resonant, humming with the afterglow of shared passion, the scent of their bodies on the sheets, and the comforting, solid weight of his arm around her. It was the perfect, soul-deep quiet she had been searching for all along.
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About the Author

I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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