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I arrived at Silverleaf Sanctuary exhausted in every sense—tight shoulders, aching back, and a head full of static. Seven days off the grid was exactly what I needed. The retreat looked just like the brochure promised: serene pines swaying against blue skies, wooden buildings with curved roofs, and the distant sound of meditation gongs drifting through crisp mountain air. What the brochure hadn’t shown were the three women who ran the place—or how their robes clung to curves that didn’t seem entirely in line with the “pure mind, pure body” branding.

The gravel crunched under my feet as I hauled my weekend bag toward the main building. I’d come here hoping for silence, sleep, and maybe a few deep-tissue massages. Nothing more. But something about the way those women looked at me as I arrived—smiling just a little too knowingly—made me wonder if there was more to this place than herbal tea and yoga poses.

"Welcome to Silverleaf." The voice hit me like warm honey poured over ice. I turned to see a woman standing in the temple doorway, backlit by amber light. She stepped forward, and my throat went dry.

She was older than me—late thirties, maybe early forties—with chestnut hair that fell in waves past her shoulders. Her white linen robe was cinched at the waist, accentuating the massive, heavy tits that strained against the thin fabric. When she moved, they swayed with a hypnotic rhythm that made my cock twitch.

"I'm Mira," she said, her dark eyes holding mine with unnerving intensity. "Sanctuary guide and spiritual facilitator." Her lips curled into a smile that wasn't quite innocent. "You must be our four o'clock arrival."

Two more women appeared behind her, both in similar robes but with different energies altogether. The second woman was softer, rounder, with a playful smile and strawberry blonde hair pulled into a loose bun. Her tits were even bigger than Mira's, pressing against her robe with each breath.

"This is Lani," Mira said, gesturing to the blonde. "Our body harmonizer."

Lani stepped forward and took my hand in both of hers, her touch lingering longer than necessary. "Your aura is so... constricted," she said, her fingers trailing up my arm. "We'll have to work on releasing that."

The third woman hung back, observing with cool blue eyes that seemed to strip me bare. Her robe was slightly darker than the others, and her black hair was pulled tight against her scalp before cascading down her back. Unlike the others, she didn't smile, but the intensity of her stare made my skin prickle with heat.

"And that's Anya," Mira said. "She oversees our more... intensive practices."

Anya nodded once, her eyes dropping deliberately to the bulge in my jeans before meeting my gaze again. My cock hardened further under her appraisal.

"Let me show you to your quarters," Mira said, taking my bag from my hand. Her fingers brushed mine, and I felt a jolt—not just from the contact, but from the deliberate way she let her knuckles graze my palm.

As she led me across the courtyard, I couldn't help but watch the sway of her ass under the thin linen. The robe clung to every curve, revealing the clear outline of her thong—or was it a G-string?—cutting across her round cheeks.

"The sanctuary operates on principles of energetic exchange," she explained, her voice soothing yet somehow provocative. "The body stores tension, particularly masculine energy, in very specific centers." She glanced back at me, her eyes dropping briefly to my crotch. "Our cleansing rituals help release that stored energy."

My room was sparse but comfortable—a low platform bed with crisp white sheets, bamboo floors, and sliding paper doors that opened to a small private garden. Mira set my bag down and turned to face me, standing close enough that I could smell her scent—something floral with an undertone that made my cock throb.

"Tonight, after dinner, we'd like to invite you to your First Cleansing," she said, her voice lower now. "It's an essential part of the realignment process."

"What does that involve?" I asked, my voice rougher than I'd intended.
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