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By

Sasha Blackwood

I pushed through the glass door of Mattress Outlet with ten minutes to spare before closing. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a harsh glow over rows of pristine display beds. My plan was simple—browse quickly, avoid the sales pitch, and get out. What I didn't expect were the three women who turned toward me in unison, their matching navy polos stretched tight across curves that had no business in a goddamn mattress store. My cock twitched immediately, a Pavlovian response to the kind of beauty that didn't belong in the real world, let alone all in one place, let alone all looking at me like I was the last man on earth.

The blonde—clearly the manager from her slightly different polo and the authority in her stance—stepped forward first. She was tall, maybe five-ten, all legs and attitude, with a mouth made for filth. Her hair fell in messy waves around shoulders that were squared with confidence, and her eyes dragged over me from top to bottom like she was already mentally removing my clothes.

Behind her, the redhead leaned against a display, all freckles and danger. Her copper ponytail was pulled back tight, giving her a fierce, almost predatory look. Her ass filled out her black pants in a way that made me want to sink my teeth into it, and the curve of her waist was so dramatic it looked edited.

The brunette hung back, adjusting her glasses with a smirk that said she knew exactly what her massive tits were doing to the buttons of her polo. They strained against the fabric, threatening to pop free with any sudden movement. Her hips were wide, her waist narrow, and the way she bit her lower lip made my mouth go dry.

"Looking to lie down, sweetheart?" the blonde asked, her voice honey-coated barbed wire. "We've got beds that'll make you moan." She stepped closer, her perfume hitting me in a wave of something expensive and musky.

I opened my mouth to respond—though what I would have said, I'll never know—when I heard the distinct click of a lock behind me. The redhead had slipped to the door and flipped the sign from "Open" to "Closed," her eyes never leaving mine as she turned the deadbolt.

"No rush," she said, voice like whiskey and smoke. "You can test anything you like. We'll stay after hours." Her tongue darted out to wet her bottom lip, and I swear I felt it on my skin.

"I was just—" I started, but the blonde pressed a finger to my lips.

"We know what you need better than you do," she said. "That's our job."

They moved as a unit, the blonde taking my left arm, the redhead my right, while the brunette trailed behind us with her hand grazing the small of my back. They led me deeper into the store, past rows of twin and queen displays toward a secluded corner where a king-sized memory foam mattress sat on a platform, covered in crisp white sheets.

"This one responds to pressure," the brunette murmured, her breath hot against my ear. "It remembers the shape of your body." Her hand slid lower, cupping my ass and squeezing. "We want to see how you respond to pressure too."

I felt a gentle push against my chest and tumbled backwards onto the mattress. The memory foam embraced me, molding around my body as I sank into its surface. Before I could push myself up, the brunette was on the bed, crawling over me with feline grace. Her knees planted on either side of my thighs, her weight settling over me as she straddled my lap.

"Let's test your responsiveness," she whispered, rolling her hips in a slow, deliberate grind. The heat of her core pressed against my rapidly hardening cock through my jeans, the friction sending sparks up my spine. Her hands braced on my chest, fingers splayed wide as she rocked forward and back, her eyes half-lidded behind those sexy librarian glasses.

The mattress dipped again as the blonde climbed on behind my head. She sat cross-legged, lifting my head into her lap while her hands stroked down my chest. She leaned forward, her massive tits spilling over my shoulders and into my peripheral vision, the scent of her skin making my head spin.
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