
Feels Like Desire Bonus Chapter 
 
I stepped reverently into the new yoga studio that Nick had finished 

remodeling a week before.  It had been part of our deal to barter services.  
He had taken out the wall for me and I had given him private yoga 
lessons.   

Once we moved in together, he finished the floors and changed the 
windows until now I was ready to open the doors and start giving classes 
here at home.  He and I did yoga everyday in the beautiful light-filled 
room. 

   To celebrate we had invited friends over for a new-yoga-studio-
housewarming-party.  Nick and I had brought in a folding table and it was 
covered by a red table cloth.  I had set out plates, glasses, knives, forks 
and spoons in neat, orderly rows.   

Everyone was bringing potluck so I had only put out a bowl of Caesar 
salad as our contribution.  There were also glass pitchers of ice water and 
homemade lemonade, with water beading on the sides of each jug. 

I took one look around and made sure everything was perfect.  The 
sunlight slanted in through the new windows making rectangles of yellow 
light on the floor. 

“So?” Nick came up beside me, putting his arm around my waist and 
kissing my cheek.  “Everything perfect?” 

I smiled self-consciously.  It was a little scary how well he knew me. 
“Almost,” I said.  “Let’s bring a few more of those lawn chairs in, so 

there’s more seats.” 
“I should have known there would be just one more thing,” Nick said, 

resigned. 
We were back in a few minutes and I decided that everything was just 

right.  At that moment, the doorbell rang.  Nick and I went to answer it.  
The first arrivals were Cecilia and Will, plus her sister and her boyfriend 
— Miranda had told me that she and Jake were catching a ride with 
them, so I wasn’t surprised that they came in a group. 

“Hey,” Nick said, shaking Will’s hand and then Jake’s. 



“Come on in, Ceci, Miranda,” I said, stepping back to give them room 
to enter.  Miranda set down her bag on the floor and Cecilia handed me a 
dish of food. 

“Yeah, come in.  You can hang your coats there,” Nick indicated the 
front closet. 

After they had taken off their things, we led them to the studio.  I 
walked over to put Cecilia’s dish on the table. 

“Oh, Jess.”  Cecilia breathed, walking into the space behind me.  “This 
is beautiful.” 

“Yeah,” Miranda added.  “Wow.  I definitely would rather come to 
classes here.  You did all this, Nicky?” she said, punching Nick in the 
shoulder.  He smiled happily.  He loved Cecilia and Miranda like sisters 
and they bugged each other as if they were siblings, too. 

“The light is amazing.” Jake added his two cents.  “You won’t need to 
have artificial lights on except in the winter or on dark days.” 

“I know.  I hadn’t thought about the windows,” I said.  “But Nick said 
that we should replace them and add a couple more and it has totally 
transformed this room.” 

Everyone nodded and wandered around chatting and admiring until 
the door bell rang again.  Nick returned in a couple minutes with Maggie 
escorted by Kiran, who went to the table and set a roasting pan on one of 
the tiles I had put on the table for hot dishes. 

I went to Maggie and hugged her.  I was so glad that we had become 
friends.  Her belly, which seemed to be bigger every time I saw her, got in 
the way. 

“Ah, hugging the pregnant lady - not always an easy task.”  She 
laughed.  I loved that laughter came so easily to her now.  Her eyes 
sparkled and she looked around in wonder. 

“Hi Kiran,” I said, smiling at my old friend and giving him a hug too.  
We had met when I had first got into yoga.  He was a great guy and one of 
my favourite people.  When Maggie had told me that they were together, I 
couldn’t have been more happy.  “How’s school going?” 

“It’s pretty demanding, what with work and all the other stuff I have 



on my plate,” he said glancing at Maggie's belly.  I noticed the bags under 
his eyes.  “But the creative part is awesome.”  His face lit up when he said 
that. 

“I love how Nick designed this room.” Nick heard his name and looked 
up from his conversation with Will.  Kiran raised his voice so his next 
words would carry.  “I may have to borrow the idea from you, Nick.” 

Nick smiled at Kiran.  They were good friends now. 
“It’s all yours, man,” he said, clearly pleased that Kiran liked how he’d 

redone the room.  “Take it.” 
“Where’s Laila?” I said to Maggie. 
“On her way.  She just texted me.  She was at Nonna’s, visiting.” 
 
In an hour, everyone had arrived and we were all milling around the 

room talking.  I began uncovering everything and putting serving spoons 
into the bowls, pans, and dishes. 

“Need a hand, Jessica?” Mark said, coming up to me as I worked at 
the table. 

I smiled at him.  I didn’t know him very well yet but he seemed like 
such a nice guy. 

“Sure.  I forgot the napkins on the counter in the kitchen.” 
“I’m on it,” he said, turning to go out of the room.  I had recently gotten 

into his books and had read them all in about three weeks.  He returned a 
moment later with the napkins and set them on the table near the cutlery. 

“I have to ask when your next book is coming out,” I said, trying not to 
act like a fan.  A smile brightened his handsome face.  “Laila brought me 
the first book in the series when she came to class because I had asked her 
about reading them.  Holy crap.  Once I started, I couldn’t stop.  I read 
them all.” 

“I’m glad you liked them.”  He said, pleased. 
“Yeah, I really did.  And I can’t wait to read the next one.” 
“It’s in the process of being edited.  I expect it to be out next month.” 
I sighed. 
“Well, I guess I can wait that long,” I said. 



“Couldn’t you speed up production just for Jess?”  Maggie said, 
coming up to us.  She picked up a chip and crunched on it, winking at 
Mark. 

We all looked over when Miranda started singing — Cecilia and Nick 
joined in, harmonizing.  They were singing Down in the River to Pray in 
three parts.  I loved the version by Allison Krauss and this sounded just 
like it.  The rich harmony filled the space.  I saw Will smile at the sound 
and add his voice to the beautiful song.  We all listened, transfixed.  When 
they finished, we all clapped. 

"Where did that come from?" I said. 
"Oh, Mira's rehearsing something new and she likes to drag us all into 

it.  We had our orders to learn our parts and she just couldn't wait to hear 
what it would sound like."  Cecilia explained.  Miranda smiled happily and 
shrugged. 

“Nice acoustics, Nick,” Will said. 
“Entirely unintentional, I assure you,” Nick said, holding up his hands.  

“Acoustics was the last thing I was thinking of.  Hey, are we ready to eat, 
Jess?” he said. 

“I think so.”  I looked to make sure everything was ready and nodded. 
“Okay everyone, help yourself whenever you feel like it.” 
Laila was the first to come over and pick up her food. 
“I am so starving,” she said, loading up a plate. 
Maggie gave me a look which Laila intercepted. 
“What?” she said. 
“Are you telling people?” Maggie whispered, leaning towards Laila, 

but I heard her. 
Laila blushed, smiled, and nodded.   
“I’m pregnant,” she said to me. 
“She doesn’t waste any time,” Maggie said to me.  “Two and a half 

months after the wedding and she’s already three months pregnant.” 
Laila grinned at me, not looking repentant at all. 
“Congratulations,” I said, and my eyes wandered away until they 

landed on Nick across the room where he was urging people to come and 



eat.   
I wondered briefly when I would get my turn.  He must have felt my 

gaze on him because he turned to look at me and gave me one of his most 
charming smiles that made my knees go weak even at twenty feet away. 

I looked back at the women, who were grinning at each other. 
“What?” I said to Maggie. 
“Oh, you two are so in love.  It’s adorable.  When are you getting 

married and doing the whole domesticated thing?” Maggie said. 
“I don’t know.  Soon enough.  I’m just glad he’s here with me.  That’s 

enough for now.”  I told them. 
They both nodded, understanding. 
“Okay, well, let’s eat.  Truth be told, I’m starving too,” Maggie said, 

patting her big belly. 
 

*** 
 

 I stood in the doorway of the new yoga studio, leaning my cheek 
against the smooth wood and imagining the yoga classes I would hold 
here.   

It was one in the morning and Maggie and Kiran had been the last ones 
to leave.  I was exhausted but so happy. 

I couldn’t wait for the whole group of us to get together again.  We had 
all agreed that hanging out was great fun and that we should have a 
supper/party once a month.  A different couple would host it every time 
and it would be a potluck, so nobody would have the burden of cooking 
for all ten of us. 

Just then, I caught a whiff of Nick’s soap and I smiled to myself.  A 
moment later, his arms came around my waist from behind and he stepped 
in close, nuzzling my neck.  I could feel his intent pressing against me 
already. 

He didn’t say anything, but his hands roamed.  I leaned back against 
him enjoying the sensations.  When his hand finally cupped one of my 
breasts, I let out a long sigh. 



“Oh, Jess,” he whispered kissing my neck.   
“You know what, Nick?” 
“What?” he said, continuing to squeeze my breasts as he listened. 
“I think we’ve done it in every room by now.” 
“Mm, hm,” he said, his hands busy unbuttoning the red silk blouse I 

was wearing. 
“But…” I paused to be sure I had his attention.  “We haven’t 

christened the new studio.” 
I turned my head to look at him and he raised his eyebrows at me. 
“Look at the place,” I said, gesturing with one hand.  “It’s begging for 

us to make love here.” 
“Somebody’s going to be begging to make love here really soon,” he 

said, drawing the soft material off my shoulders and tossing it towards the 
table.  It didn’t make it and fell, billowing, to the floor. 

“That’s going to get all wrinkled lying there like that,” I said, not 
making a move to pick it up. 

“I’ll take it to the dry cleaners for you,” he promised into my wrist 
where he was planting kisses, making me shiver with pleasure. 

“The one on the corner or the one downtown?” I said, a little 
breathless. 

“Downtown.  I did some work for them and they said they’d give me a 
discount.  I never thought I’d ever have a need to use it…” He stood up, 
looked into my eyes and smiled.  “Till now.” 

“Ah, ha,” I said, nodding in understanding.  I turned to face him, 
needing to see him. 

He began slowly undoing the buttons on his plaid shirt one at a time, 
watching me all the while.  I was mesmerized by his strong hands working 
the buttons easily through the button holes.  Finally, he took the shirt off 
and dropped it next to mine.  The hard planes of his chest on display for 
me.  He took my hand and led me into the beautiful space he had created, 
grabbed his yoga mat where it was leaning against the wall, and unrolled 
it.  He pulled me down and I sat cross legged.  He knelt behind me and 
began massaging my shoulders.  I was in heaven. 



“When are we going to try some of that crazy yoga sex, anyway, Jess?” 
he said, grinning at me. 

“Yoga sex?” I said, my eyes closed.  “What do you mean?” 
“I don’t know.  Isn’t there something like that?” 
“Maybe.  Do you mean tantric sex?” 
I looked over my shoulder.  He shrugged. 
“There are some poses that are supposed to be good for sex,” I offered. 
He raised his eyebrows. 
“Which ones?” he said, intrigued. 
“Downward facing dog,” I said. 
“Oh my God.”  His eyes bulged.  I clearly imagined myself with my feet 

and hands on the floor, legs and arms straight, my butt sticking up in the 
air — and him taking me from behind.  The thought made my heart beat 
faster. 

“Dead bug pose.” 
“Well, that sounds romantic.”  He commented, working out a knot and 

making me moan.  “I haven’t heard of that one. 
“It’s also called the happy husband.” 
“You’re kidding.”  His hands stopped moving for a moment. 
“Nope.  I lie on my back and pull my knees back, my hands holding my 

feet.  It opens everything up.” 
I heard him swallow. 
“What else?”  He was really curious.  And I was getting to the point 

where I needed to try out some of these poses and not just talk about 
them. 

“Well, there’s this one where you sit cross legged and I sit on your lap, 
facing you, and we line up our energy centres all along the middle of our 
bodies and apparently that creates a lot of energy — of a sexual nature, I 
assume.” 

“Hm.” 
“Want to try some of them out?  You’re making me a little desperate 

here, Nick.” I told him. 
“Am I?”  He leaned over and kissed my bare shoulder.  I heard him 



sitting down and turned around to see him sitting in a cross legged pose 
and waggling his eyebrows suggestively at me.  I reached behind me and 
slowly took off my bra, while he looked on appreciatively. 

I sat down in his lap, lifting my long skirt to straddle him. 
“You are,” I said, pressing my breasts against his hard body.  He slowly 

drew in a deep breath. 
“You’re getting to be quite the yogi,” I said in his ear. 
“Am I?” he said again and I closed my eyes. 
“You definitely are,” I said, leaning in and kissing him. 
We stayed that way for a long time, kissing and holding each other 

close.  After a long while, though, he lifted me off of him and laid me 
down.  He pulled off my full length skirt and panties and removed his own 
pants and boxers, taking a condom out of his pocket and tossing it beside 
me on the ground.  I like a man who comes prepared to seduce me, I thought.  
Then he lay down next to me and stretched out his sexy body next to 
mine. 

He bent his head and teased my nipples into hard buds.  I moaned, 
writhing beneath him.  His hand went to my folds and I was slippery and 
wet for him. 

“Jessica, you want to be a dead bug?” he said. 
Without answering him, I lifted my legs and held on to my feet. 
“Jesus, you’re beautiful,” he said.  “And so limber.” 
I smiled.  He lined himself up and glided into me.  I breathed deeply as 

he moved within me.  Oh, that felt so good. 
He sank himself into me, again and again until we both started to get 

hot. 
“Faster, Nick.” 
He pumped harder and more quickly, bringing me to the edge of my 

release.  So close. 
I changed the angle of my hips and gasped.  I felt a wave of heat wash 

over me.  The pleasure built until I cried out, burning with passion.  I 
thrashed beneath him as a spasm of ecstasy rocked me to the core. 

The sensual contractions reached their pinnacle and then slowly died 



away, until I was still.  Nick held me for as long as they lasted, then he 
whispered in my ear. 

“Do you think you could do the downward dog one, now, Jess?” 
I realized he was still hard inside me.  He hadn’t come yet. 
“Not on your life,” I said.  I don’t have any bones right now.  Wait, I 

know,” I said, feeling slow and lazy.  “I could do shoulder stand if you 
hold me mostly.” 

“Shoulder stand?  Really?” 
I nodded. 
“It’s supposed to be amazing for G-spot stimulation,” I said, closing my 

eyes. 
I pulled my legs towards my chest and rolled back so that I was 

balanced on my shoulders.  I pressed my hands into my back and lifted my 
legs up straight.  Nick put my feet on his shoulders and held me taking 
some of my weight.  He entered me and I sucked in a breath as the 
sensitive tissues were stimulated again. 

“Oh, fuck,” he said, as he thrust into me. 
After only a minute I was panting in a desperate rhythm, about to come 

again.  He plunged into me over and over, until I felt something burst 
inside me and I screamed, my body bucking wildly.  Nick held me still as 
he thrust a couple more times and then stiffened, groaning in blissful 
agony. 

As soon as his climax was over, we uncoupled and he laid me down on 
the yoga mat and disappeared.  He was back a moment later with the new 
blankets I had bought for people to cover up with during the final 
relaxation pose in yoga class.  He covered me and then snuggled in beside, 
spooning.  He put his cheek against mine. 

“Jesus Christ,” I said. 
I felt him smile. 
“Was that as amazing as it sounded?” he said. 
“Better,” I said, my voice barely a murmur. 
“You screamed.” 
“I know,” I said, contented. 



“You never screamed before.” 
“I never had a G-spot orgasm before.” 
“I thought that was a myth.” 
“It’s so not a myth,” I said, drifting off. 
“We can’t sleep here,” he said. 
“I can.” 
He chuckled, evidently proud of the sexual prowess he had display that 

had put me in such a state of relaxation. 
“I love you, my sweet yogi,” he whispered in my ear. 
“Technically, I’m a yogini,” I corrected.  “But whatever.” 
He laughed then.  I knew what he as thinking — only I would correct 

him during our after-sex pillow talk. 
“Whatever you are, Jess.  I love you.  All of you.  Forever.” 
“I love you, too, Nick." 
He kissed along my cheek and on to my forehead. 
"Hey, Nick.  Know how I know you’re a real man?  Other than the fact 

that you give me mind-blowing orgasms?” 
He chuckled. 
“How?” 
“Because you do yoga,” I said, grinning. 
He really laughed then. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

	  


