
        
            
                
            
        

    Three's the Charm

An explicit mannequin harem tale

Sandy Laine

PMI
 




Copyright © 2025 Sandy Laine
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.






















Stores always look different after hours, and tonight it swalls pressed in around me closer than usual. My cart rattled down the polished tiles, the sound muffled against racks of clothes lined in perfect rows down each side. Whatever it was that happened the last shift wasn’t real. It couldn’t be real.
But there they were.
The two mannequins stood on their pedestals just as I had left them a week ago, perfectly dressed, still as stone. The lights above picked out the shine in their hair, the gloss of their painted lips, the smooth perfection of their legs posed in heels.
I stopped in front of them and gripped the cart handle until my knuckles went white. Nothing moved. Nothing breathed. Of course it didn’t. They were mannequins.
Still, I couldn’t look away. I searched for some twitch, some hint of life, though all I saw was resin and fabric. My pulse thudded in my ears. I forced myself to turn, to unload the new blouses and skirts onto the stool, to act like it was a normal night.
But when I turned back, my chest squeezed. They were exactly the same. No shift in their stance. No change in their eyes. And yet I couldn’t shake the memory of their warmth growing under my hands, of their lips parting with mine, of their breath against my cheek.
I swallowed hard. The longer I stood staring, the more foolish I felt. I’d imagined it. I had to have. Too many late nights alone, too much time with nothing but blank plastic faces to keep me company.
I stepped closer. My breath caught as I looked them over carefully, inch by inch close up. The blonde’s blouse was neat, the first button snug against her throat. The skirt hung smooth over her thighs, just as I’d left it. Her painted eyes stared ahead, unblinking.
I leaned closer in. My chest tightened until it hurt. She was plastic. She was lifeless. But I had to check.
My hand lifted, stopped, lowered again. My fingers tingled just from the thought of contact. I told myself it was insane, that I’d prove myself wrong the second I touched her. That I’d feel only cold plastic.
I took a slow and raised my hand again. My thumb brushed the edge of her blouse at the collar. The fabric felt crisp, cool from the air-conditioning.
Then her chest rose under my chin.
I jerked back so fast I nearly tripped. My breath came sharp, broken. My gaze locked on her chest. Nothing.
I swallowed hard and forced my hand forward a second time. My fingers slipped the first button free.
Her chest lifted again. A shallow rise, a fall.
My knees weakened. My stomach lurched. I told myself it was a trick of my eyes, the sway of fabric.
Then she exhaled, a faint warm breath against my wrist.
Her lips parted. Her lashes fluttered once. I stepped back hard.
“No,” I said out loud, shaking my head. “No, this isn’t happening. I’m tired. I’m sick. I imagined it before, and I’m imagining it now.”
The mannequin didn’t move. She just stood there, blouse neat, skirt smooth, heels planted. My breath sucked in and pushed out of my chest. I pressed my palms to my face and laughed, sharp and hollow. “You’re plastic. You can’t breathe, you can’t look at me, you can’t.”
Her shoulders rolled, subtle, but too smooth, too human. My hands fell to my sides.
“This is insane.” I circled her, staring at her pale hair, the way it framed her face. “Mannequins don’t sway. They don’t.”
She twirled.
The motion was effortless, a full turn on her heels, skirt brushing against her thighs. When she stopped, her head tilted, and a low laugh slipped from her painted lips, only they weren’t painted anymore. They were wet. Soft. Alive.
I staggered back until I bumped the cart. “You can’t do that. You can’t be real.”
She sashayed toward me, hips loose, arms lifting slightly as if she were testing the balance of them. “Touch me again,” she said, her voice husky with newness.
I pressed both hands flat to my thighs to stop them from shaking. “You’re not alive. You’re a mannequin. A doll in a store window. That’s all you’ve ever been.”
She closed the distance in three unsteady steps and kissed me.
Her mouth was hot, her breath sweet and urgent, her lips clumsy but insistent. I froze, heart pounding, until her tongue brushed my lower lip and a jolt ran through me. I grabbed her arms to steady her, and they yielded under my grip. Soft muscle, not resin. Skin.
She pulled back just enough to speak, her forehead pressed to mine, her chest heaving against me. “But I am real. I’m here.”
My throat worked, dry and raw. “I feel you,” I whispered.
Her smile broke wide, her eyes shining. “Then give me a name.”
I frowned, still clinging to her arms. “What?”
“A name,” she said again, firmer, though her voice trembled at the edges. “You’ve dressed me night after night. You’ve touched me. I’m not just another. I’m yours, and I want to hear who I am.”
Her hands slid down to mine, weaving our fingers together, her palms damp with heat. She kissed me again, slower this time, her lips tasting deliberate, human.
I couldn’t hold back. “Clara,” I said against her mouth. “Your name is Clara.”It’s what I’d always thought her name was.
She gasped, her eyes fluttering open, her whole body shivering against me. “Clara,” she repeated, as though testing the sound. Then she laughed again, not hollow but bright, shaking in my arms with the joy of it. “Yes. Clara.”
Clara clung to me, laughing breathlessly, then nipped at my ear, sharp enough to make me flinch. Her hands roamed my chest, down my ribs, over my hips, as though every inch of me was hers to explore.
“You’re shaking,” she whispered, pressing her lips to my jaw. “But you know it’s true. You know I’m alive.”
“I don’t know anything,” I muttered. My heart hammered against my ribs, my palms damp where I gripped her waist.
She caught one of my hands and pushed it upward, hard, guiding it to the brunette mannequin standing beside her. My fingers brushed stiff fabric. “No,” I said, pulling back, but she laughed and bit my neck, rolling her hips into mine.
“Yes,” she breathed, her tongue flicking against my ear. “Do it. Touch her. She’s waiting.”
I tried to yank my hand away, but Clara was relentless, forcing my palm against the brunette’s blouse. “Clara, stop.”
“She wants to breathe too,” Clara teased, her voice thick with delight. She pressed my fingers harder, slipping them down between the rigid plastic buttons. “Give her a name.”
“I can’t.”
She giggled, the sound wild and bright, and caught my other hand, dragging it down her own body. She shoved my fingers between her thighs, against the heat already soaking through her panties. My knees buckled.
“See?” she whispered, laughing into my mouth. “I’m warm. I’m wet. I’m yours. She’ll be the same. Touch her, and you’ll know.”
My hand trembled against the second mannequin’s chest. The fabric was cold, but Clara’s body pressed hot against me, her breath rushing, her nails raking lightly over my back.
“She’ll move,” Clara promised. She kissed me hard, grinding against my thigh, then pulled away suddenly, twirling in a wild spin across the polished floor. Her skirt lifted with the motion, flashing bare skin before she landed back on her heels with a laugh.
“Go on,” she called, cheeks flushed, eyes blazing. “Touch her. Name her. Watch.”
I stared at the brunette mannequin, my hand still resting on her blouse. My throat burned. “This isn’t real,” I muttered, though the heat of Clara’s kiss lingered on my lips, though my fingers still felt her wetness.
Clara darted back to me, laughing, grabbing my wrist, shoving it against the brunette’s chest again. “Say it,” she whispered fiercely, her breath rushing hot against my ear. “Say her name.”
I shook my head, but Clara only pressed my fingers lower, against the seam of the mannequin’s skirt, grinding them there with a wicked grin. “You’ll feel it. She’ll open for you. Just like me.”
I gasped, torn between yanking my hand free and giving in. Clara kissed me again, frantic, hungry, then darted back in another spin, hair flying, arms stretched wide.
“Do it!” she cried, laughing as she swayed and twirled under the harsh ceiling lights. “Make her real!”
Clara’s laughter echoed off the racks as she spun away again, but her eyes never left mine. She moved like she’d been alive forever, skirt swishing, hair falling in her face, lips parted with mischief. I tried to hold my ground, but the weight of her presence pressed me forward until my hand was flat against the brunette’s blouse.
My chest tightened. “I shouldn’t.” The words burned in my throat.
Clara slipped in close, her breath hot against my cheek, her fingers curling into the waistband of my pants. “You should,” she whispered, rubbing her nose along my jaw. “You dress her. Don’t you want to bring her to life, too?”
I closed my eyes and forced my fingers to move, undoing the first button. Nothing. My stomach twisted. I slid the next button free, the fabric pulling gently.
The brunette’s chest rose against my palm.
I jerked, but Clara pressed herself harder into me, lips grazing my ear. “Yes. Keep going.”
I swallowed hard and unfastened another button. The mannequin’s throat shifted, a tremor under her skin. A faint gasp escaped her parted lips.
Her lashes quivered. Her eyes fluttered open.
I froze, caught in that moment where the impossible became undeniable. Warmth seeped into my fingers where they rested on her skin. She blinked up at me, confusion clouding her gaze, and a breath shuddered out of her chest.
Clara laughed, kissing my jaw, then leaned toward her. “He did it again,” she teased. “Such a bad boy,” she groaned in a playful whisper in my ear.
The brunette’s cheeks flushed pink, the color rising fast as her eyes darted between us. She pressed her lips together, trembling.
The brunette turned her face slightly, embarrassed, her blush spreading down her throat. Her hands lifted, shaky, as if she wasn’t sure how to hold them. She finally settled them against my chest, barely pressing, as though afraid I’d pull away.
Clara kissed me hard, biting my lower lip, then turned and kissed her, quick and playful, making her gasp again. “Don’t be shy,” Clara coaxed. “Tell him who you are.”
The brunette’s eyes found mine, wide and searching. Her voice caught. “I don’t have a name.”
My throat was dry, but the word formed before I could think. “Eva.”
Her lips parted, the blush deepening. She repeated it softly, testing it. “Eva.” Her hands slid higher on my chest, tentative but warm. She looked down, smiling faintly, almost coy. “That’s me. Eva.”
Clara clapped her hands together and kissed my neck again, laughing. “Clara and Eva. Perfect.” She bit my ear, hard enough to make me flinch. “Now touch her, the way you touched me.”
Eva’s face went crimson. “Clara, ” she started, her voice shaking.
But Clara only laughed louder, twirling away again, arms stretched wide. “He’ll love it. He always does.”
Eva’s gaze snapped back to me, embarrassed, caught between wanting to deny it and wanting me to prove it true.
Her blush deepened as she stood trembling in front of me, her hands uncertain on my chest. One sharp nail dug deep, circling. Clara laughed and nipped at my ear again, pressing her body against mine, but her eyes were locked on Eva.
“See? She’s real,” Clara whispered hotly, dragging my hand back over Eva’s blouse, forcing me to feel the heat now pulsing under the fabric.
Eva shivered and let out a shaky breath. “I, I don’t understand how this is happening.” Her voice was soft, hesitant, and the way she looked at me, like she needed me to explain it, knocked something loose in my chest.
“You’re alive,” I said, the words raw in my throat. “I made you real.”
Her lips parted at that, her flush spreading all the way down her throat. She leaned in close, eyes wide and searching.
“Eva,” I whispered.
Her lashes fluttered, and a small smile touched her lips, shy but undeniable. “Eva,” she repeated again, testing it softly, as though afraid the sound might vanish if she spoke too loud. She held my hand against her cheek and closed her eyes briefly.
Clara laughed again, twirling around us, skirts lifting. “Clara and Eva,” she sang, almost giddy. She stopped suddenly and grinned at Eva, mischief flashing across her face. “Do you remember last time? How far we went? How he touched every part of us?”
Eva’s eyes flew open, and the blush turned scarlet. “Clara!” she gasped, pressing her hands to my chest as if to steady herself. “Don’t.”
But Clara only laughed harder, nipping my shoulder, sliding her hand between my legs. “It’s true,” she teased, voice dripping with delight. “He couldn’t stop himself. He had me on the floor, in his arms, gasping and begging for more.”
Eva’s head dropped, her hair falling across her face as she bit her lip, trembling with embarrassment. Her voice came out small, breathy. “You, you did that?”
Heat seared through me. I nodded slowly. “Yes.”
Her eyes lifted to mine, shy but glinting with something more. Her lips parted as though she might speak again, but instead she leaned in, kissed me lightly, tentative. Then deeper. Her body pressed into mine, soft and uncertain, but insistent too.
Clara clapped her hands once, delighted, then wrapped herself around my back, kissing my neck, biting, laughing. “Now you see,” she whispered against my skin. “Now you know she’s real.”
Eva’s blush burned brighter as Clara darted behind me, arms looping around my waist, lips grazing my neck. Clara’s laughter buzzed in my ear. “See how she trembles? She’s awake now. She’s yours.”
Eva shook her head quickly, but her eyes stayed fixed on me. “I don’t know what to do,” she whispered. Her hands pressed lightly against my chest, then slipped away as though she was afraid of her own touch.
I caught her wrists gently, holding them there. “You don’t have to do anything. Just breathe. Just feel.”
Her lips parted on a shaky exhale, her lashes lowering. The warmth under her skin was undeniable. I brushed her knuckles with my thumbs, slow and steady, and she leaned into me a fraction more.
Clara giggled and bit my shoulder, then whispered, “Last time he couldn’t stop touching me. His hands were everywhere. His mouth too.”
Eva gasped, her blush deepening to crimson. She dropped her gaze, her thighs pressing together as though the words themselves embarrassed her body. “Clara.”
Clara twirled away, skirts flashing, then swept back in, pressing against Eva’s side, kissing her cheek quick and playful. “It’s true. He had me undone right here, right on this floor. And I begged him for more.”
Eva’s eyes shot to mine, wide, mortified. Her voice was a breath. “You did?”
Heat flared in me at the memory. “Yes.”
Her gaze wavered, torn between shyness and something heavier. She bit her lip, trembling, then leaned forward, pressing her forehead against my chest. Her whisper was barely there. “Do you want me too?”
I tipped her chin up, my thumb brushing along her jaw. “I named you. You’re Eva. Yes I want you.”
She shivered, her breath stuttering. Clara laughed and shoved my hand lower, pressing it against Eva’s waist. “Touch her. She wants to know it’s real. Show her the way.”
Eva stiffened, then melted, her blush deepening as she whispered, “Clara, don’t.”
But Clara only laughed harder, nipping at my ear before darting away again.
I slid my hand down Eva’s hip, tentative, waiting for her to pull away. Instead she leaned closer, her eyes fluttering shut, her lips parting. Her body warmed under my palm, the heat spreading through the thin skirt.
Clara clapped once, delighted. “See? She feels it. She’s alive.”
Eva gasped as my fingers brushed lower, her whole body trembling. She pressed her face into my shoulder, whispering my name as though it steadied her. Then, almost against her will, her thighs parted just enough for my hand to press closer.
Clara laughed again, triumphant, twirling across the aisle. “Now she knows! Now she feels what I felt.”
Eva’s face flushed hot against my chest. She whimpered faintly, then looked up at me with wide, glistening eyes. “I’m real,” she whispered, testing the words as though they might vanish. “I’m really alive.”
Clara’s laugh was wild as she pressed herself back into me, her hands roaming, her mouth dragging over my jaw. She grabbed Eva’s wrist and yanked her closer, forcing her against my chest.
“Don’t hold back,” Clara said, her eyes sparkling. “Feel him. He’s hot for you already.”
Eva squeaked, her blush furious, but Clara shoved her hand against me, pressing my erection through my pants. Eva froze, wide-eyed, her palm trembling over me.
Clara nipped my ear, whispering, “See how hard he is? That’s for you.”
Eva swallowed hard, her breath uneven. Her fingers flexed against me, tentative at first, then more certain as she stole a look at my face. I caught her gaze, heat flaring between us, and she bit her lip, her coy smile breaking through the shyness.
Clara slid her hand between Eva’s thighs, grinning as Eva gasped and clutched my shirt. “You’re wet already,” Clara teased. “Just like I was. He’ll love it.”
“Clara,” Eva whimpered, her voice a protest, but her hips tilted into Clara’s fingers anyway, her blush burning hotter.
I gripped her waist, my name breaking from my throat before I could stop it. “Eva.”
Her eyes widened, her lips trembling, and then she kissed me. Not shy this time. Hungry. Her tongue brushed mine, hesitant at first, then more sure as Clara stroked her harder.
Clara moaned, pressing herself against my back, her hand sliding over both of us, laughing breathlessly. “You see? She’s alive now. She wants you. We both do.”
Eva pulled from my mouth just long enough to whisper against my lips, “Jonathan.”
Hearing my name on her tongue shattered something in me. I dragged her closer, kissing her deep, feeling her melt against me as Clara’s hand worked faster, coaxing moans from her throat.
Clara laughed again, sharp with joy. “That’s it. That’s how it starts.”
My knees buckled, and I stumbled backward under the heat of them both, trying to catch my balance. My shoulder hit something hard. I turned just enough to see what it was.
Another mannequin.
She stood in a cocktail dress, her red lips painted in a frozen half-smile. My hand braced against her hip, and the cold fabric jolted through my palm.
I tried to pull away, but Clara shoved me harder into her, laughing as she kissed Eva again. “Touch her too,” Clara urged, pressing my wrist. “You’ll see.”
“No,” I gasped, trying to twist free, but the mannequin’s chest shifted faintly under my hand.
Eva’s moan broke against my mouth, Clara’s laugh filled my ear, and beneath my palm the mannequin’s ribs expanded in a slow, deliberate breath.
Her lips parted. Her eyes flickered.
My hand stayed braced against the cold curve of her hip. For a long moment nothing moved, nothing changed. My pulse hammered so loud I thought I’d imagined that breath, that flicker of her lips.
Clara pressed herself into my side, laughing into my shoulder, her hand sliding down my stomach. “You felt it,” she teased. “She’s stirring.”
Eva clung to my other arm, her eyes wide, her blush still deep. “Jonathan,” she whispered, almost pleading, “it’s happening again.”
I tried to step back, but Clara shoved me forward, pinning my palm against the stiff fabric. My throat was raw. “No. This isn’t right. Two was already too much.”
Clara bit my neck and ground her hips against me. “Then you’ll love three,” she whispered, hot and certain.
Eva shifted closer, pressing her forehead to my shoulder as though seeking cover, but she kept sneaking looks at the mannequin’s painted face, her lips parted with nerves.
Under my hand, the mannequin’s ribs lifted faintly, deliberate this time. My chest tightened. Her head tipped a fraction to one side, the motion stiff at first, then smoother, more human.
“God,” I muttered, stumbling a half step back, but Clara caught me, holding me there.
“Don’t fight it,” she said, grinning wickedly. “She wants to feel you too.”
Eva blushed, her fingers curling into my shirt. “What if she’s not like us?”
The mannequin’s lips parted wider, a shallow breath spilling out, dry and shaky. Her eyes blinked once, then again, the painted stare breaking into something sharper, heavier.
I froze, unable to move, my hand still resting at her hip. Her skin warmed under the fabric, the cold giving way inch by inch.
She turned her head fully now, and her eyes locked on mine. There was no wonder in them, no nervous delight. Only an intensity that hollowed me out.
Clara squealed, clapping her hands, pressing against me with giddy triumph. “There she is!”
Eva buried her face in my chest, trembling. “She’s, different.”
The mannequin’s lips curved faintly, not into a smile but into something that felt like she already knew me. She drew in a deeper breath, chest rising slow and steady, then let it out with a soft hum that slid under my skin.
I couldn’t breathe. My hand slipped away from her hip, but she caught it, fingers closing tight around mine with surprising strength.
Her voice was rough, low, the words shaped with effort but sure. “Give me a name too.”
Her grip on my hand was strong, too strong, and it rooted me to the spot. I stared at the place where our fingers met, watching the shift of tendons, the unmistakable warmth seeping into me.
Clara pressed in on my other side, laughing into my ear, her lips brushing my skin. “She’s here now, Jonathan. Don’t you see? She wants you too.”
Eva clung to my arm, trembling, her blush deepening. “Clara, she feels different. She’s not like us.”
Clara giggled and kissed my jaw. “Different is good.”
The third mannequin, no, not a mannequin anymore, lifted her head with slow precision. Her eyes fixed on me, unblinking, heavy. She breathed again, longer this time, and the sound vibrated through her chest into my palm.
I tried to pull back, but she tightened her grip until my knuckles ached. Her lips parted, and the words dragged out of her, rough, deliberate. “Name me.”
My heart thudded. “I, I don’t know if I should.”
Clara squealed and twirled away, clapping her hands. “Of course you should! Give her what we have. Give her full life.”
Eva shook her head quickly, pressing her face into my shoulder as if hiding. “But what if she’s not like us? What if she doesn’t want what we want?”
The third’s eyes narrowed faintly, a flicker of something sharp passing over her face. She leaned in closer, pressing my captured hand harder into her body. “Name me,” she said again, firmer this time, less plea than command.
My throat closed. I looked at Clara, who spun back toward us, hair falling wild, her grin bright and untroubled. She threw her arms around me and kissed my mouth hard, laughing against my lips. “Say it, Jonathan. Say it and set her free.”
Eva whimpered, her voice muffled against my chest. “Jonathan, please. Be careful.”
The third tilted her head, studying me with eyes that seemed older than hers should’ve been. She hummed low, a sound that rattled my chest. “You can’t stop. Not now.”
I felt torn in three directions, Clara giddy and reckless, Eva blushing and trembling, this new one holding me tight with a gaze that unsettled me to my bones.
My mouth opened, but no sound came out. I swallowed hard.
She leaned in, her lips so close I felt the heat of her breath. “Give me a name,” she whispered, and this time it was softer, but edged in something darker, something that told me I’d already lost the choice.
Her grip tightened until my fingers throbbed. I tried to twist free, but she wouldn’t let me. Her eyes never left mine, sharp and unwavering, as though she could strip the answer out of me if I didn’t speak it.
Clara pressed herself against my side again, laughing, her mouth brushing along my neck. “Don’t fight her, Jonathan. She’s already halfway here. Just finish it.”
Eva shook her head, her face hot against my chest. “Jonathan, don’t. She doesn’t feel the same as us. She scares me.”
The third exhaled, slow and heavy, her chest rising against my trapped hand. “Name me,” she said again, her voice low, dragging, but steadier now.
I shuddered. “I don’t even know you.”
Clara’s nails grazed my stomach as she giggled. “That’s how it starts. You didn’t know me either, remember?” She bit at my ear and whispered, “Say it. Say it and watch her change.”
Clara only laughed harder, twirling away and spinning back in, her skirt flashing, her hair falling loose. “That’s what makes it fun!”
The third tilted her head slowly, her expression unreadable, but there was no joy in her face. Only focus. Her breath came steadier now, each inhale deliberate, her body warming under my palm. She pulled my hand higher, sliding it across her ribs, her skin coming alive beneath the dress.
I gasped, my throat raw. “I can’t.”
“You can,” she cut in, her voice rough but certain. “You will.”
Clara kissed me again, hot and messy, while Eva buried her face in my chest. Clara playful, Eva shy, this new one something else entirely, darker, heavier, impossible to ignore.
My lips moved before I could stop them. “Lena.”
The third’s eyes flared, her breath catching. Her mouth curved, not a smile, not quite, but something knowing, something satisfied. She whispered the name back to me. “Lena. There, now was that so hard?”
Clara clapped her hands, squealing. “Yes! Clara, Eva, and Lena!” She wrapped her arms around my neck and laughed against my skin. “Now we’re three.”
Eva lifted her face, still blushing, her eyes darting nervously to Lena.
Lena held my hand against her body, sliding it higher across her ribs, forcing me to feel the heat building under her dress. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, unblinking, as though every twitch of my face told her something she wanted to know.
Clara squealed and spun around us, her hair flying, laughing with wild joy. “Look at her! Look at Lena! She’s alive!” She pressed herself against my back, kissing my neck quick and playful, her hands pawing at me as though she couldn’t get enough.
Lena turned her head slowly toward Eva, her lips curving faintly. Not a smile, not warmth, but something knowing. Eva flinched and pressed harder into me, her thighs rubbing together unconsciously.
Lena dragged my hand down, pressing it hard against her hip, then lower, sliding it between her legs. The fabric there was warm, damp. My knees nearly gave out.
Clara clapped her hands, her laughter ringing. “Yes! Just like that.” She pressed against me from behind, grinding against me, kissing my ear. “You love it, don’t you?”
“I . . . ” My words broke off. I wanted to deny it, to say no, but the heat pounding through me betrayed me. Lena’s gaze tightened, as if she’d read the truth straight from me.
Eva gasped softly, her breath catching. She squeezed my arm, whispering, “She’s making you.” Her voice trailed off, but her thighs pressed tighter together, her blush rising to her hairline.
Lena leaned in, so close her lips brushed mine without kissing. “Say you want me,” she demanded softly, almost daring me.
My chest heaved. I should have resisted. I should have pushed her away. But the steadiness of her stare, the certainty in her grip, the way she made no excuses for what she wanted, it broke me. My hips shifted forward against her, my hand flexing harder between her legs.
Clara squealed again, delighted, kissing my cheek over and over. “He does! He wants you, Lena. He can’t help it.”
Eva whimpered, hiding her face against my shoulder, but the tremor of her body told me she felt it too, the heat, the inevitability.
“I want you,” I rasped, the words torn out of me.
Lena’s mouth curved again, that faint not-smile, dark and certain. “Yes.” She pressed her lips to mine, not playful like Clara, not tentative like Eva, but hard, sure, claiming.
Lena’s kiss was hard and deliberate, her mouth moving against mine with none of Clara’s laughter, none of Eva’s hesitation. Her tongue pressed forward, insistent, testing, and my body betrayed me, I opened to her, clutching her hips to keep from falling.
Clara squealed in delight, dancing around us, her hands tugging at my shirt as if she wanted to peel it off then and there. “Look at her, Jonathan! She’s fearless. Isn’t it perfect?” She pressed against my side, kissing my jaw, laughing as though the whole scene were a game.
Eva stayed close on my other side, her breath fast, her face flushed crimson. “She’s bold,” she whispered, as though saying it aloud might steady her. Her hand brushed my arm, tentative, then lingered there, trembling.
Lena didn’t even glance at them. She kissed me deeper, pulling my hand tighter between her thighs until I felt the wet heat through the thin fabric. My chest convulsed with a sharp breath.
She broke from my mouth just long enough to drag her lips along my jaw, then down to my neck. Her teeth grazed me, not playful nips like Clara, but a deliberate scrape that made my legs go weak. She did it again, harder, and I gasped, my hips jerking forward.
Clara laughed, delighted. “She knows exactly what she’s doing.” She pressed her palm over me, stroking through my pants.
I wanted to deny it, but the truth surged out of me in a groan. Lena’s hand slid up under my shirt, her nails dragging lightly over my stomach. The sharpness made me shiver.
Lena caught my chin and pulled my face back to hers. She kissed me again, slower now, but with a weight that pinned me in place. Each movement was measured, calculated, and I couldn’t look away even if I tried.
Clara leaned against my back, her voice bubbling with laughter. “She’s turning you inside out. You can’t hide it.” She pressed herself against me, her breasts soft against my shoulder.
Lena’s free hand trailed down my stomach, over Clara’s fingers, until she gripped me herself. My whole body stiffened. She squeezed, testing, watching my face.
I groaned, unable to stop myself. The sound seemed to satisfy her, her lips curved faintly, her eyes narrowing with focus. She stroked me again, slower, firmer, her gaze never leaving mine.
Clara gasped happily, kissing my cheek. “He can’t resist you, Lena. Look at him.”
Eva clutched my sleeve tighter, whispering, “She’s turning you on.” Her voice broke, but her thighs shifted again, betraying her.
Lena kissed me one last time, then pulled back just enough to speak, her voice low and certain. “You feel it too.”
Lena’s hand still gripped me, firm and deliberate, her eyes fixed on my face as she stroked me again. I should have flinched, pulled back, but instead I leaned into her touch, my own hand sliding over hers, pressing harder. A low sound left her throat, satisfaction, but not laughter, and something inside me cracked open.
Clara squealed, delighted, kissing my cheek quick and noisy. “Oh, look at you, Jonathan! You’re not just letting her, you’re doing it.” She kissed me again, giddy with it, grinding against my hip.
Eva’s thighs squeezed together, but her eyes never left me.
I pushed Lena back against the display stand, my hand slipping under her dress this time, not waiting for her to guide me. Heat spread through my fingers. She tilted her head, studying me, lips parting with the faintest exhale.
Clara gasped happily, her hands clapping once before she pressed herself into my back again. “Yes! Touch her like that.”
Eva whimpered, her blush fierce, but I saw her hands knotting into her skirt, tugging as if she wanted to free herself and couldn’t.
Lena’s nails raked lightly down my stomach, leaving lines that stung and thrilled. I grabbed her wrist, not to stop her but to hold her there, forcing her hand to stay against me as I pushed harder into her. She hummed again, that low sound that made my chest tighten, and her eyes narrowed with a glint that both unsettled and aroused me.
I bent and kissed her, rougher this time, my mouth claiming hers. She answered instantly, biting my lip hard enough to draw a grunt from me. Instead of recoiling, I pressed into her more, my tongue forcing hers open, my hand gripping her thigh to drag it higher around my waist.
Clara moaned behind me, wriggling against me, her giggles high and breathless. “He’s alive,” she sang, kissing my neck. “He’s finally alive with us.”
Eva gasped again, her hands fluttering as if she didn’t know where to put them. Finally she pressed one against my chest, right over my pounding heart, whispering, “It’s beating so fast.” Her other hand drifted lower, hesitating, then catching my hip, her face burning as she realized what she’d done.
I slid my fingers deeper between her legs, stroking until her breath hitched, until her lips parted with a soundless gasp. My other hand yanked her tighter against me, grinding my cock against her through the thin fabric of my pants.
She stared at me, that same dark glint in her eyes, but for the first time it flickered, like she hadn’t expected me to push her back, to take what I wanted. That flicker lit something inside me I hadn’t felt before: the rush of being the one to drive this, not just follow.
Lena’s lips crushed against mine again, sharp and unyielding, and this time I didn’t just take it. I grabbed her hips and pulled her tighter, grinding into her until she gasped. The sound was raw, not playful like Clara’s, not shy like Eva’s. It sent a jolt straight through me.
For the first time, I felt the weight of what was happening. Three women, warm and breathing, each responding to me in ways I couldn’t have dreamed. Clara squealed at every touch, turning everything into a game. Eva blushed, hesitant, but melted the second I laid a hand on her. And Lena, Lena pushed back, hard, demanding more.
I realized with a start that I could reach out and touch them anywhere I wanted, and they responded instantly, as though each brush of my fingers mattered more than breath.
I slid a hand across Lena’s breast, squeezing firmly. She arched into it, a guttural sound breaking from her throat. I pulled my other hand free and reached blindly for Clara. My palm landed on her hip, hot and alive, and she laughed, wriggling against me.
“Yes!” she cried, grinding back. “Touch me, touch us all!”
Eva whimpered when my hand left her side. I turned, caught her wrist, and drew her against me too, my thumb grazing the underside of her breast. She gasped, her blush spreading hot across her face.
My chest tightened with something close to awe. I touched Clara’s thigh, she squealed and leaned harder into me. I slid a finger under Eva’s skirt, her knees buckled, her voice caught in her throat. I pressed Lena harder against me, stroking between her legs until her lips parted in another dark gasp.
Each one so different. Each one so real.
I laughed then, short and disbelieving, shaking my head. “God, you’re all alive. You’re all really here.”
Clara clapped her hands, bouncing against me. “Of course we are! You made us.” She kissed me quickly, sloppy and eager.
Eva’s eyes darted away, shy but fevered. “It feels too much. Too real.” But she pressed my hand harder against her chest anyway.
Lena just stared at me, her eyes dark and fixed, her body yielding only where I forced it. And yet when I thrust harder into her, she groaned deep, her nails clawing lightly at my back.
It struck me then like a flash, why here, crammed between racks, when the whole store was ours? My gaze shot upward, to the sign in the far aisle.
Furniture. Sofas. Beds.
The idea gripped me. “Come with me,” I said, pulling Lena’s wrist, catching Clara’s hand, drawing Eva tight to my side. “Upstairs. To the furniture section.”
Clara gasped, delighted. “Yes! Yes, let’s!”
Eva hesitated, trembling, but nodded faintly, her blush fierce.
The wheels of the cart squeaked faintly as I pushed it aside and led them up the wide stairwell to the furniture floor. My heart hammered, not with dread anymore, but with a rush of ownership I hadn’t let myself feel before.
Rows of sofas and beds stretched out in neat displays under the harsh ceiling lights. The space smelled of fabric and varnished wood, too clean for what I was about to do. Clara tugged at my arm, giggling as she bounced toward the nearest bed, a king-sized frame with a white comforter tucked tight.
“Here! This one!” she cried, flopping down and wriggling like a child playing dress-up, her skirt riding high over her thighs.
Eva followed slower, hesitant, her hands clasped tight, but her eyes betrayed her. She kept glancing at me, her lips parted, her blush so deep it looked painted on. She finally sank onto the mattress beside Clara, perching nervously, thighs pressed together.
Lena didn’t wait. She stood at the edge of the bed, staring at me as she unbuttoned the top of her dress with steady fingers. The fabric shifted over her ribs, exposing the heat I’d already felt beneath. She didn’t smile, didn’t tease, just watched me, daring me to do something about it.
I stepped forward, my palms sweating, but this time I didn’t hesitate. I reached for Clara first, sliding my hand under her blouse and tugging it free of her skirt. She squealed, arching her back dramatically, her body writhing as though my touch sent shockwaves through her.
“Yes, Jonathan! More!” she panted, clutching at my wrist, dragging it higher across her chest.
I shifted to Eva, my hand brushing the buttons of her blouse. She gasped sharply, trembling, and when I slipped the first one free she shuddered as though the air itself caressed her bare skin. Her head tipped back, lips parted, a whimper escaping her throat.
My chest swelled. The power of it, how they bent under my hands, how every gesture set them aflame, it was like stepping into a dream I finally knew I could control.
I pushed Eva back gently until she reclined beside Clara, both of them panting, their skirts riding higher as they writhed against the comforter.
Lena still stood, her eyes locked on mine. Slowly, deliberately, I reached for her, slipping the dress off her shoulders. She let it fall, her chest rising hard with every breath. No giggles, no blushes, just that heavy stare, her body arching subtly into my hands as though daring me to go further.
I stepped back to take them all in, Clara laughing and twisting, Eva moaning softly, Lena steady and unyielding. My hands trembled, but not from doubt anymore. From hunger.
I stripped them piece by piece, guiding them onto the bed, their bodies pressing into the sheets as I touched them everywhere. Each gasp, each moan, each frantic writhing movement only fed the fire building in me. They were alive because of me. And now they were mine to command with nothing more than my hands.
Clara rolled onto her back first, laughing breathlessly as she kicked her heels off. “Faster, Jonathan, don’t make me wait!” She arched her back hard, wriggling as though every inch of her skin already burned for me. Her blouse slid open under my hands, her bra straining as her chest heaved, and she squealed as if the simple act of me unhooking it tore through her.
Eva lay beside her, trembling, her fingers twisted into the comforter. She bit her lip as I moved to her, her eyes flicking up to mine and away again, her blush spreading even lower down her chest. “Please, just, slow,” she whispered, but her hips lifted the moment I slid her skirt higher. Each button I freed drew a sharper gasp, her thighs pressing tight then parting as if against her will. She covered her face with one hand, mortified, but her moans spilled out clear.
Lena didn’t recline with them at first. She stood at the foot of the bed, her dress fallen to her waist, watching. When I reached for her, she stepped forward, grabbed my wrist, and pressed my palm flat to her stomach. Her gaze was steady, her breath deep, and only when I slid lower, inch by inch, did she climb onto the bed with the others. She didn’t laugh like Clara, didn’t flush like Eva. She hissed through her teeth as if daring me to push further, her back bowing sharply as I slid the fabric down her hips.
I knelt between them, my hands moving from one body to the next. Clara shrieked and writhed, her legs kicking against the sheets, her fingers clawing at the air. Eva whimpered with every touch, arching but trying to hide her face, her voice high and desperate each time my fingers grazed her thighs. Lena lay taut and tense, her body jerking at my touch, her nails biting into the mattress, her eyes never leaving mine as though each reaction she gave was a choice, deliberate and testing.
I marveled at it, the way they rose higher with nothing but my hands. Clara thrashing, Eva trembling, Lena straining under her own control. All three of them alive, because of me, all of them climbing faster with each stroke.
I pulled Clara’s skirt down and she squealed, arching so high she nearly lifted off the bed. Eva moaned into her palm, her whole body shaking as I stripped her next, her panties damp against my fingers. Lena finally pushed my hands lower, forcing me to peel the last fabric from her hips, her breath coming hard, her teeth sinking into her lip until a drop of red beaded there.
They sprawled across the bed in front of me, stripped bare, their bodies twisting and panting, each one a storm of heat in her own way. Clara laughing through gasps, Eva’s blush consuming her as she begged without words, Lena’s dark eyes daring me to take her further.
Clara was already sprawled wide across the bed, panting, her hair mussed, her chest heaving as if she’d run miles. She grabbed my wrist and tugged it down between her legs, squealing with laughter even as her hips shot upward.
“More, Jonathan, more!” she cried, her voice high, almost giddy, every sound tumbling out of her as though she couldn’t contain herself. I slid my fingers over her, pressing, circling, and she bucked so hard the bed frame rattled. She clawed at my shoulders, pulling me down until her lips mashed against mine in a wet, messy kiss. Her laughter spilled into it, cut with moans that shook her whole body.
I gripped her hip, holding her in place, and dragged my mouth down her neck. She arched even harder, her shrieks echoing in the cavernous space of the showroom. Her thighs clamped around my hand and her nails raked down my back, not with precision but wild abandon, every movement a burst of raw, unfiltered heat. When I bit gently at her collarbone she screamed my name, writhing beneath me as though I’d set fire to her skin.
Her body convulsed under each stroke of my fingers until her laughter broke into ragged panting, her chest thrust up, her nipples hard against my tongue. She begged incoherently, words spilling too fast, too tangled, her hips thrashing until I finally pulled back. She collapsed against the sheets, gasping, still wriggling as though every nerve in her body crackled.
I turned then to Eva. She had inched herself down the mattress, her knees bent, her arms folded across her stomach as though she could shield herself. But her eyes betrayed her, wide, desperate, pleading.
I touched her ankle first, gentle, and her whole leg trembled. I slid my hand slowly upward, over her calf, her knee, the soft skin of her inner thigh. She whimpered, covering her mouth with both hands, her eyes darting shut, then open, then shut again.
“Look at me,” I whispered.
She did, reluctantly, and the flush over her cheeks deepened until it looked like she was burning alive. I pressed my fingers against her, barely grazing, and she bucked, the sound in her throat breaking into a choked sob.
I slid one finger lower, just inside, and her head snapped back, her body arching off the mattress. Her hands clawed at the sheets, bunching the fabric tight in her fists, her moans high and thin like she was on the edge of crying out but couldn’t. Each time I stroked deeper, slower, she writhed harder, her breath shuddering, her thighs clamping against my wrist as if she could hold me there forever.
I bent and kissed her breast, and she nearly screamed, her body convulsing under me. “Jonathan,” she gasped, her voice trembling, “please, don’t stop,”
Her legs quaked around me, her body twisted tight, every reaction wrung out of her as though she’d never known touch until now.
Clara was still gasping, her chest heaving as I traced my fingers over her stomach. She laughed through the panting, writhing wildly, every brush of my hand sending her body into another convulsion. When I tugged her skirt lower, she squealed, grabbing at my shoulders, her whole body arching up as though she’d never been touched before.
“Yes, yes, don’t stop!” she cried, her legs kicking, her voice breaking into giggles that turned straight into moans. Every second with her was chaos, bright, loud, impossible to contain. She kissed me sloppily, her tongue pushing into my mouth, her hands clawing at me like she couldn’t get enough. I stripped her bare piece by piece, and each snap of fabric made her shriek louder, her body twisting uncontrollably until the sheets beneath her were tangled tight.
Beside her, Eva trembled. She had one arm draped over her face, hiding, her lips parted as shallow breaths escaped in quick bursts. I moved to her slowly, brushing her thighs apart, and she whimpered like she was ashamed to let me see. But when my hand slid higher, her body arched off the mattress, her cry muffled against her arm.
“Please,” she gasped, her voice small, shaking. “Don’t, don’t stop.”
Her blush spread down her neck and chest as I opened her blouse fully, baring her completely. She shuddered, her nipples tight in the cool air, and when I bent to take one into my mouth she screamed, her back bowing so hard she nearly pulled herself from the bed. Her hands clutched at me suddenly, gripping my shoulders, holding me to her breast even as her face turned aside, her blush overwhelming.
The contrast burned itself into me: Clara noisy and wild, begging for more with every breath; Eva soft and desperate, consumed by her own shyness but still rising to every touch. Both of them felt alive under my hands, impossibly alive, as though their bodies had been waiting for me all along.
My chest heaved, my cock straining against my pants as I pulled back to look at them, Clara sprawled and laughing through gasps, Eva blushing, trembling, but unable to stop herself from lifting toward me again.
And then, out of the corner of my eye, I caught her.
Lena hadn’t moved much, hadn’t spoken, but she was watching. Her eyes fixed on me, dark and heavy, her body taut as though holding back from something. She wasn’t writhing, wasn’t giggling, wasn’t hiding. She waited, steady, her lips parted faintly, her breath drawn deep.
When my gaze locked to hers, something tightened in my gut. Clara’s squeals faded, Eva’s whimpers blurred, and all I felt was Lena’s stare anchoring me in place.
I stepped away from Clara’s thrashing body, from Eva’s trembling blush, and turned to Lena. She was already waiting, lying back against the pillows, her dress fallen open, her eyes locked to mine. She didn’t laugh, didn’t whimper. She breathed slow, steady, her chest rising with a rhythm that seemed to dare me closer.
I climbed onto the bed between her legs, my hands sliding along her thighs. Her skin was hotter than I’d expected, tight with tension. When my fingers pressed higher, brushing over her, she gasped, but it wasn’t light, or shy. It was guttural, pulled from deep inside her, the sound vibrating straight into me.
And then I noticed it: Clara squealed at the same time, writhing against the sheets, her hands grabbing at her breasts as though I’d touched her instead. Eva moaned softly, her thighs squeezing together, her blush deepening until it looked painted on.
I froze, staring at them. Clara was panting, twisting in wild abandon. Eva clutched her stomach, her chest heaving, her body shifting like she was caught in the same wave. And all I’d done was stroke Lena.
The realization sent a surge of heat through me. My hand pressed harder against Lena, and her body jerked up to meet it. Clara shrieked, her back arching clean off the mattress. Eva whimpered, her head tossing side to side, her hips twitching upward as though begging for more.
I laughed under my breath, shaking my head. “God, you all feel it.”
Clara moaned in answer, her legs kicking at the sheets. “Yes! Yes! Don’t stop!”
Eva covered her face, sobbing into her palms, but her voice spilled through, high and desperate. “Please, more,”
Lena only stared at me, her eyes half-lidded, her lips parted. She lifted her hips again, grinding into my palm, her breath sharp. The others convulsed with her, their moans overlapping, their bodies responding as though my hand belonged to all three.
I leaned down and kissed Lena, hard, pushing my tongue into her mouth. She clawed at my shoulders, pulling me closer, her moan rough in my ear. Clara gasped, arching so high she nearly flipped onto her side. Eva whimpered, trembling uncontrollably, her thighs shaking.
The power of it nearly made me dizzy. My touch on Lena was enough to unravel them all, to send each of them higher, their reactions feeding into one another until the bed shook with their combined heat.
I slid Lena’s dress off completely, baring her, and the others reacted as though I’d stripped them again too. Clara twisted and kicked, moaning wildly. Eva clutched at her breasts, crying out, her blush swallowing her whole.
I pulled back just to look at them, all three writhing in sync, their bodies burning with the same fire. My chest heaved, my cock straining, and for the first time I felt the full weight of it: I had them, all three, tied together through me.
I spread Lena wider on the mattress, my hands firm on her thighs. She didn’t flinch, didn’t giggle. She just watched me, her breath drawn sharp as I traced upward. Her skin trembled under my fingers, but her eyes stayed steady, daring me to go further.
I bent low and dragged my tongue along her stomach, tasting salt, her muscles tensing hard. Her gasp broke rough from her throat, her nails clawing into the sheets. Behind me Clara shrieked, arching into the air, her voice spilling in ragged bursts. Eva whimpered, her hips jerking, her hands clutching at her breasts.
But I didn’t look at them. I stayed with Lena.
I pulled her bra down, freeing her breasts, and took one into my mouth. She hissed through her teeth, her chest shoving up against me, her nipple stiff against my tongue. I sucked harder, biting gently, and her body writhed beneath me, her moans low and guttural. Clara moaned in echo, thrashing wildly; Eva sobbed softly, covering her mouth as her body twisted.
I switched to the other breast, dragging my tongue slowly around the edge, then latching down until Lena’s back arched clean off the bed. Her nails dug into my scalp, pulling me tighter, her breath breaking into uneven bursts. I held her there, sucking until her voice cracked into a ragged cry, before finally letting her fall back.
Her chest rose hard, her lips parted. I slid my hand lower, over her stomach, into the heat between her thighs. She gasped sharply, her hips snapping up against my fingers. I stroked her slowly, pressing harder each time, circling until her whole body twisted. Clara wailed, thrashing beside us. Eva pressed both hands between her legs, moaning into her palms, her thighs clenching tight.
Lena gripped my wrist, forcing me deeper, her breath catching in her throat. I slid two fingers inside, pushing until her cry tore out raw and broken. She clamped down hard, her hips jerking against me, her nails raking my arm. I fucked her with my fingers, steady, relentless, feeling the wet heat soak into my hand.
Her head tossed, her hair spilling across the pillows, her lips pulled back in a gasp that never ended. I bent down and licked her, tongue pressing hard against her clit while my fingers drove deeper. She screamed, her voice tearing through the showroom, her thighs locking around my head. Clara shrieked with her, her legs kicking wildly; Eva’s cries broke into sobs of pleasure, her whole body quaking beside us.
I pulled my mouth away only to bite her inner thigh, hard enough to make her convulse, then licked her again, pushing her higher until she writhed uncontrollably under me. Her moans grew guttural, each one rawer than the last, her body twisting in frantic, helpless arcs.
I stopped just short, my cock pressed hard against her thigh, throbbing, desperate. She looked at me, her eyes wide and dark, her lips trembling, her chest heaving.
I didn’t give her time to catch her breath. My fingers drove deeper, harder, twisting inside her as my tongue lashed her clit. Lena’s scream tore through the air, raw and unrestrained, her body thrashing under me. Her thighs locked around my head, crushing me tighter, but I forced myself in harder, relentless, refusing to let her down.
Her nails raked lines across my shoulders, sharp enough to sting. She bucked wildly, her voice breaking into hoarse cries, each one louder than the last. Sweat dripped down my face, the taste of her hot on my tongue.
Clara screamed too, throwing her arms over her head, her back bowing so high she nearly flipped off the mattress. “Yes! Yes! Oh God!” she shrieked, her body convulsing in jerks and shudders, her legs thrashing against the sheets.
Eva sobbed, her voice caught in hiccupping moans, her thighs quaking as she clutched her breasts tight. “Please, please, I can’t, ” Her cry broke into a scream as she bucked in time with Lena, her face red and wet with tears of release.
Lena’s body locked hard around me, her breath catching in her throat. For a second she froze, her nails digging deep into my skin. Then it ripped through her, a violent, shaking climax that tore her open. She screamed again, raw and guttural, her whole body convulsing, her chest thrust high, her thighs crushing me in waves of desperate force.
Clara climaxed with her, shrieking, her laughter mixed with gasps, her body shaking uncontrollably as she kicked and writhed. Eva followed, her moans breaking into sobs of pleasure, her hips bucking helplessly, her blush blazing across her whole body.
The bed shook beneath them, the air thick with their cries, their heat, their bodies twisting in unison. My fingers kept pumping inside Lena, my tongue pressing harder against her clit, milking every last spasm from her until her voice cracked, until her nails slipped weakly from my skin.
Finally she collapsed back against the pillows, her chest heaving, sweat shining across her skin. Her lips trembled as she dragged in ragged breaths, her eyes dark and glazed.
Beside her Clara flopped onto her stomach, still laughing breathlessly between gasps, her legs twitching with aftershocks. Eva curled into herself, hiding her face in the sheets, but her hips still shuddered with every echo of release.
I pulled my hand free from Lena, trembling, my cock throbbing painfully hard. I sat back on my knees, staring down at them, all three undone by nothing more than my hands and mouth.
My chest swelled with the power of it, the impossibility of what I had just done. I’d taken them all over the edge at once, bound them together through me, and now they lay before me gasping, shaking, mine to bring back up whenever I chose.
I rose to my knees, my cock hard and aching from the heat of everything we’d done. Lena lay back against the pillows, her chest heaving, her eyes locked to mine. No laughter, no blush, just raw hunger pulling me forward.
I climbed over her, straddling her shoulders, pressing my cock against her lips. Her breath hitched, and then she opened wide, welcoming me in with a guttural moan that vibrated straight through my body. The sound alone nearly broke me.
The moment I pushed into her mouth, her eyes rolled back, her nails digging into my thighs. She clutched me like she’d been waiting her entire life for this exact thing, her throat convulsing as I slid deeper. Her moans were frantic, almost worshipful, every sound sharp with desperate arousal.
Clara shrieked beside us, writhing and clawing at her breasts as though I’d shoved into her instead. “Yes, yes, God yes!” she screamed, her body thrashing against the sheets.
Eva sobbed into her palms, her hips bucking wildly, her thighs wet, her voice breaking. “Oh, Jonathan, please, please, ” She twisted on the mattress, her blush covering her whole body, her cries spilling louder with each thrust I gave Lena.
I gripped Lena’s hair and drove deeper, fucking her mouth harder, my cock sliding wet and tight down her throat. She gagged, coughed, but moaned through it, her nails raking my skin in wild approval. Her tongue lashed against me, frantic, as if every inch of me in her mouth sent her spiraling higher.
Her body writhed beneath me, her legs kicking, her hips thrusting into the air though I touched nothing else. She treated my cock like the purest pleasure she’d ever known, her moans climbing higher, broken, desperate, until she was shaking violently beneath me.
Clara thrashed with her, shrieking, her laughter mixed with sobs of ecstasy. Eva buried her face in the sheets, screaming into the fabric as she convulsed, her hips jerking uncontrollably.
I thrust harder, faster, groaning as Lena’s throat tightened, her nails carving into me, her eyes watering as she moaned around every inch of me. The sheer intensity of her response was unreal, her whole body convulsing, her chest heaving, her legs thrashing as though my cock in her mouth was the only thing holding her to the world.
When I pulled free, strings of spit clung to her lips, her chest heaving, her face flushed and wet. She gasped for air, then moaned again, reaching up with trembling hands to stroke me, her expression wild with hunger.
And Clara and Eva panted in sync, both of them undone, their bodies twitching with the same aftershocks as Lena’s.
Lena dropped back onto the mattress, her chest rising hard, sweat across her skin. She spread her legs wide, pulling her knees up, her hands slipping between her thighs as though to pry herself open. Her eyes burned into me, raw and demanding, her lips trembling.
I crawled lower, my cock brushing against the heat of her. She gasped, clutching at me with both hands, wrapping her fingers tight around my shaft. “Inside,” she rasped, her voice cracked, her nails biting into my skin as she tried to pull me down.
I resisted, holding myself steady. Instead I pressed the head against her clit, circling it slow, grinding into her folds. She cried out, her hips snapping up, her hands yanking at me with frantic strength.
“Please!” she screamed, her voice guttural, raw. Her whole body twisted, bucking under me, her thighs quaking as though she couldn’t stand another second without me inside her.
Clara shrieked beside us, writhing on her back, her hands clawing at her breasts as she kicked wildly. “Yes, yes, yes, don’t stop!” Her laughter turned ragged, broken with gasps, her body thrashing like she was the one being teased.
Eva’s face burned scarlet, tears streaking down her cheeks as she clutched at her thighs, moaning loud and broken. “Jonathan, oh God, please,” she begged, her hips grinding into nothing, her body twisting uncontrollably.
I dragged the head of my cock slowly down Lena’s  folds, pressing just at her entrance, not breaking through. She screamed, her hands shoving at me desperately, her nails biting deep into my hips as she tried to pull me in. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth wide, moans pouring out in wild, uncontrolled bursts.
I pulled back slightly, brushing her clit again, grinding the head against her swollen flesh. She convulsed, her whole body jerking, her voice breaking into sobs of need. “I can’t, please, inside me, ”
Her thighs clamped tight around me, her hands clutching frantically at my cock, trying to guide it in, but I held her just out of reach, circling, teasing, making her writhe in delirium.
Clara’s screams hit a higher pitch, her body thrashing so hard the bed frame groaned. “He’s driving you crazy! He’s driving us all crazy!” she howled, twisting violently against the sheets.
Eva covered her mouth, sobbing into her palm, her hips jerking helplessly as she moaned, every sound torn out of her.
Lena clutched me harder, her voice a broken cry. “Please, please, I need it, ” She arched so high her back left the mattress, her whole body trembling, desperate to take me inside.
I rubbed the head against her entrance again, slow and deliberate, watching her lose herself in waves of pure delirium, her cries echoing through the empty floor.
Lena snapped. With a guttural cry she shoved at my chest, twisting her hips hard. I lost my balance, tumbling sideways onto the mattress. Clara squealed with delight, pouncing instantly, her hands clawing at my arms, giggling like this was the most fun she’d ever had. Eva followed, hesitant for half a breath, then desperate to touch me, pressing down on my shoulders with trembling hands.
I struggled, laughing through a groan, but the three of them pinned me fast. Clara straddled my chest, pressing her breasts into my face, laughing wildly. Eva leaned over my arm, her blush fierce, her breath fast, her lips parted as she clung to me with surprising strength. And Lena, Lena climbed up between my legs, her thighs spreading wide as she grabbed my cock in both hands.
Her heat dripped down onto me. She ground herself against the head, smearing her wetness across the length of me, her moans sharp and guttural. “Now see how you like it,” she rasped, her voice shaking as she rocked against me, her juice coating me with every movement.
Clara squealed above me, writhing against my chest, laughing between frantic moans. “She’s making him crazy! Oh, Jonathan, she’s making you lose it!”
Eva whimpered, her blush deepening as she pressed her lips to my neck, kissing me with trembling urgency. “She’s she’s covering you,” she whispered, her voice high and broken as she clutched me tighter.
Lena’s hips worked harder, sliding her folds along my cock, leaking down over me until the entire length was wet. Her head tossed back, her hair spilling wild across her shoulders, her moans turning frantic. She rubbed me faster, harder, each grind soaking me more, her thighs trembling as she forced herself down onto me without letting me inside.
I groaned, my hips bucking despite myself. She grabbed my chest and shoved me back flat, grinding harder, dripping down my shaft, pooling at the base. “Not yet,” she gasped, her eyes wild, her voice cracked.
Clara shrieked with laughter, clawing at her own breasts, her hips rocking wildly against me as though she felt every grind Lena made. Eva’s body convulsed, her thighs squeezing together as she moaned into my neck, her teeth sinking into my skin as though to steady herself.
Lena rocked faster, frantic, the head of my cock sliding over her clit again and again until she screamed, her body shuddering above me. She collapsed forward for a moment, gasping, her chest pressed to mine, her wetness still spilling down across me in waves.
I lay there panting under their weight, Clara moaning, Eva trembling, Lena straddling me, dripping down my shaft, held down, denied, but aching harder than I’d ever thought possible.
Lena shifted her weight, her thighs tightening around my hips. She lifted herself just enough to guide the head of my cock to her entrance. Her hand trembled on me, shining with her wetness, her breathing ragged. Clara squealed above me, pressing her chest against my face, giggling through moans. Eva kissed at my throat, her hands gripping my shoulders as though holding me still.
But all I saw was Lena.
She hovered over me, her lips parted, her chest heaving. The tip pressed against her folds, spreading them slightly, the heat of her body radiating down onto me. She paused there, shivering, her eyes rolling back as she gasped. My cock throbbed under her, aching, straining for her to move.
Then she pushed.
The head slipped past her lips, slow, deliberate, inch by inch. Her mouth fell open in a cry that broke sharp from her chest. Her folds stretched tight around me, unyielding, pulling me in with a grip that made my breath catch.
I groaned, my hips bucking involuntarily, but she held me down with both hands flat on my chest. “Yes,” she gasped, her voice trembling, her body shaking as she sank further.
Clara screamed with her, her laughter turning into high-pitched cries as she writhed above me. Eva sobbed softly, moaning into my neck, her thighs pressing tight together as though she felt the push herself.
Lena’s heat engulfed me, the wetness soaking, her body clenching hard around the head as it slid deeper inside. Every millimeter tore another groan out of me, every twitch of her hips pulling me further.
I looked down. The sight seared into me: her lips stretched wide around the head, swallowing me slow, her folds glistening, clinging to every ridge. Wetness smeared across my shaft as she sank lower, dripping down to my thighs. Her stomach quivered, her breasts bouncing with each subtle thrust as she forced herself to take me.
She cried out again, louder this time, her voice raw. Her back arched, her nails raking across my chest as she rocked forward. The head slid in fully, popping past her tightest point, and she collapsed onto me with a scream that echoed through the empty showroom.
My cock pulsed deep inside her, the squeeze unbearable, her heat surrounding me completely. I clenched my fists against the sheets, groaning, fighting the urge to drive up into her. But she held me there, impaled on the first push, her body shaking with the shock of it.
Clara shrieked, clutching her breasts, her legs kicking wildly as she writhed in shared delirium. Eva pressed herself tighter to me, gasping, moaning into my ear, her blush burning hot.
Lena sat straddling me, trembling, her eyes wide and glassy, her lips mouthing wordless cries as her body spasmed around me. Every clench milked me deeper, her wetness flooding down over my cock, soaking me, dripping to the sheets.
Lena sat heavy on my hips, her thighs clamped tight around me, her hands braced against my chest. She didn’t move. Her whole body trembled, shivering as though she were caught in a storm, her breath breaking in frantic bursts.
Inside her, it was chaos. Her pussy gripped and pulled, clenching in rolling spasms that felt nothing like stillness. She twitched and fluttered around me, milking me in waves, every clench unpredictable, as if she were sucking me deeper without moving at all. The wet heat wrapped me, drawing me tighter into her.
I groaned, my head dropping back against the pillows, my fists knotted in the sheets. “God, Lena,” The sensation was unbearable, as if her body had a mind of its own, working on me like a mouth, swallowing me in endless pulls.
Clara squealed, wriggling down beside me, pressing her chest to my arm. She kissed my jaw in quick bursts, her hands roaming over my chest, tugging at my shirt. “I can feel it, I can feel what she’s doing to you!” she cried, giggling through moans, her hips grinding against the mattress as though she were riding me too.
Eva slid in on my other side, her body trembling, her blush burning across her cheeks and chest. She pressed her lips to my ear, soft kisses turning into frantic bites, her breath hot and ragged. “It’s inside her,” she whispered, her voice breaking with awe. “I know, I know what it feels like,” Her hand clutched at my stomach, her nails dragging lightly over my skin as though to steady herself.
Lena’s head tossed back, her hair spilling wild down her back. She moaned low, guttural, her lips trembling as she fought for breath. Her eyes were glazed, half-lidded, her body rocking slightly as if she were lost in a trance. Every tremor of her pussy clenched harder around me, pulling, squeezing, milking me with frantic rhythm.
I groaned louder, my hips twitching helplessly, though I didn’t thrust. I didn’t need to. Her body was already doing everything, her heat dragging me to the edge without motion.
Clara clung to me tighter, kissing my neck, her laughter bubbling wild and breathless. “She’s shaking! She’s losing it on you!” She pressed her hand against my chest, feeling my heart slam against my ribs, her giggles breaking into gasps.
Eva buried her face against my shoulder, kissing me softly between whimpers, her teeth catching my ear. “Jonathan, it’s so much, I can feel her in me too,” Her thighs rubbed together frantically, her whole body quivering.
Lena convulsed on top of me, her moans breaking into ragged cries. Her pussy clenched so tight around me that I nearly screamed, my cock throbbing violently inside her. She rocked slightly, but not enough to lift or lower, just enough to drag me through her spasms again and again.
She was gone, lost, shaking in trance-like delirium, milking me inside her without moving an inch.
Lena braced her hands on my chest, her fingers digging into my skin, her arms trembling with effort. For a long moment she held still, her body spasming around me, her eyes half-closed, lips trembling as she fought for breath. Then, with a low cry, she lifted herself, barely an inch, and slid back down again.
The shift was enough to tear a groan from my throat. Her pussy clenched tight and pulsing, dragging at every inch of me as she sank back onto my cock. Her moan echoed mine, sharp and broken, her body shaking violently as though the movement had shattered something inside her.
She did it again. Slower. Rising, squeezing, then dropping down with a guttural gasp that made her whole body convulse. My hips jerked up to meet her, the heat unbearable, the wetness soaking me in every thrust.
Clara shrieked beside me, thrashing on the bed, her laughter breaking into desperate cries. “Yes! Ride him, ride him!” she screamed, clawing at my chest, her nails scratching across my skin as she kissed and bit at my shoulder. Her hips bucked against the sheets as though she felt each thrust herself.
Eva moaned into my neck, clutching me tighter, her blush glowing hot against her flushed skin. Her lips trailed frantic kisses over my ear, her teeth catching me, her hips grinding against my side in sync with Lena’s rhythm. “Oh God, Jonathan, I can feel her moving on you,” she whimpered, her voice breaking as she pressed herself harder into me.
Lena’s eyes snapped open, glazed but blazing with hunger. She started moving faster, lifting higher, slamming down onto me with cries that ripped from her throat. Her breasts bounced wildly with each drop, sweat shining across her chest, her hair sticking damp to her face. She threw her head back, her voice raw and guttural, each thrust shaking her body to the core.
I gripped her hips hard, helping her rise and fall, driving her faster, deeper. Each slam filled me with unbearable heat, my cock throbbing inside her as she convulsed around me.
Clara screamed, clawing at herself, her legs kicking, her body thrashing in a frenzy. Eva pressed her face into my shoulder, sobbing into my skin as her hips jerked against me. Both of them rode the wave with Lena, their cries echoing hers, their bodies convulsing as though I were inside them too.
Lena ground down hard, twisting her hips, her pussy milking me in violent spasms. She cried out again, louder, her voice shaking as her nails dug deep into my chest. “Yes, yes, yes!”
I groaned, my hips snapping up, slamming into her as she rode me harder, wetter, her body writhing in delirium. The sheets were soaked beneath us, the bedframe rattling with the force of it.
Her cries rose higher, frantic, her body shaking uncontrollably as she fucked me with wild abandon, every thrust a surge of heat, every clench dragging me closer to the edge.
Lena’s pace broke into chaos, her thighs trembling, her hips slamming down with frantic force. Each thrust drove me deeper into her, the wet heat swallowing me whole, clenching tight around every inch. She cried out with every drop, her voice rough, guttural, spilling into the cavernous showroom like she was breaking apart.
I held her hips, forcing her harder onto me, my own groans torn raw from my chest. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the air, wet, relentless. Sweat ran down her chest, her breasts bouncing wildly as she arched back, her hair flying damp across her shoulders.
Clara shrieked beside us, her laughter dissolving into screams as she writhed on the mattress. She clutched at her breasts, pinching herself, twisting wildly as though every thrust inside Lena hit her too. “Yes, yes, oh God, yes!” she wailed, her legs thrashing, her body arching high.
Eva sobbed into my ear, her face pressed tight against me, her nails clawing into my arm as she convulsed. “Jonathan, she’s, she’s taking you all the way, ” she gasped, her voice breaking as her hips bucked uncontrollably.
Lena slammed down harder, her cries jagged, her body shaking so violently she could barely stay upright. Her pussy clamped down on me in rapid spasms, milking me, pulling at me with unstoppable force.
Her scream tore through the room, raw and unrestrained, her whole body convulsing as she climaxed on me. She ground down hard, her thighs locking around me, her folds gripping so tight I nearly came apart with her. Wetness poured down over me, soaking my cock, dripping onto my thighs and the sheets below.
Clara screamed with her, thrashing violently, her body jerking into frantic aftershocks as her orgasm tore through her. Her laughter mixed with sobs, high-pitched and broken, her chest heaving, her voice echoing Lena’s.
Eva clutched me harder, her whole body shaking against mine. She screamed into my shoulder, her hips jerking, her thighs squeezing together as her climax ripped her apart. Her blush blazed scarlet across her chest and face, her tears hot against my skin.
Lena stayed straddling me, her body shaking in relentless spasms, her pussy convulsing around me like it was determined to drain me dry. She collapsed forward, her chest pressed to mine, her nails raking shallow lines across my shoulders as she moaned through the aftershocks.
I groaned under her, my cock throbbing inside, my hips twitching involuntarily with every spasm she gave. Clara and Eva pressed close, their bodies trembling, their cries fading into gasps, their lips kissing and biting at my skin as if to share the moment.
Lena’s head fell onto my chest, her hair damp and tangled, her breath harsh and uneven. She shuddered one last time, her pussy squeezing me so hard I nearly lost control.
I couldn’t hold it back any longer. Her body milked me too hard, too fast, every clench inside her dragging me to the brink. My grip on her hips tightened, my groans rough and desperate.
“Lena, ” I gasped, my voice breaking.
She lifted her head, eyes wild, lips trembling, and ground down hard, burying me to the hilt. “Yes,” she cried, her voice raw, her whole body convulsing.
I slammed up into her and it hit me. My cock pulsed deep, the release tearing out of me in hot, violent spurts. I groaned loud, the sound guttural, my hips jerking up as I spilled inside her.
Lena screamed, her back arching, her breasts thrust high as she convulsed around me. Her pussy clamped down, squeezing every drop from me, her wetness mixing with my heat until it spilled out around us. She shook violently, moaning ragged, her hands clawing down my chest.
Clara shrieked, her body thrashing in perfect sync, her laughter breaking into sobs as she writhed. “Yes, yes, he’s coming, I feel it, I feel it too!” She screamed again, her body bucking into a frenzied climax.
Eva moaned brokenly, pressing her face into my neck, her thighs trembling around nothing. “Jonathan, oh God, yes, ” Her whole body shook, sobs turning into cries of release as she came with us, her nails digging into my skin.
I groaned louder, my cock pumping more inside Lena, the hot wet flood spilling deep. Her hips jerked, grinding to take it all, her voice ragged as she gasped. Her moans echoed through the cavernous showroom, guttural and raw, every one timed with the spasm of her pussy dragging me dry.
The bed shook under us, the frame groaning as we writhed together, our bodies soaked and tangled. Clara kicked violently beside us, screaming through her climax, her breasts bouncing as she thrashed. Eva clung tighter, trembling uncontrollably, her lips pressed to my ear, sobbing through each wave.
Lena collapsed onto me at last, her chest pressed against mine, her breath hot and uneven. Her pussy still twitched around me, sucking faintly, her thighs trembling against my hips. I felt the wetness leaking out, warm trails down my shaft and thighs, soaking the sheets below.
I wrapped my arms around her, panting, my cock still buried deep inside. My chest heaved against hers, our sweat mingling, our bodies glued together by the mess between us. Clara and Eva cuddled in tighter, their bodies hot, their lips kissing at my chest, my neck, my cheeks, their moans fading into soft whimpers.
Lena’s head rested on my shoulder, her hair damp against my skin, her breath shallow but steady. She twitched one last time around me, a small, broken moan escaping her lips.
I groaned, still hard inside her, still pulsing faintly, the aftershocks making me shiver. My cock throbbed in her soaked heat, locked in her trembling grip.
Lena sagged against me, her breasts pressed flat to my chest, her skin moist with sweat. She trembled in small aftershocks, her pussy still twitching faintly around my cock, keeping me locked inside her. Each weak pulse wrung another groan from me, though I had nothing left to give.
Clara curled up against my side, her laughter finally quieting into breathless giggles. Her hair stuck damp across her flushed face as she nuzzled into me, kissing my chest in soft, wet bursts. “So good,” she whispered between gasps, her fingers tracing across my ribs. “So, so good.”
Eva pressed close on my other side, her blush still fierce, her lips swollen from biting them raw. She hid her face in my shoulder at first, but her hands explored me with trembling urgency, stroking my stomach, clutching my arm, brushing against Lena’s damp thigh where it rested across me. Each touch made her whimper softly, as though she couldn’t stop herself.
The air was thick with heat and the smell of us, sex, sweat, skin. My chest heaved under their weight, each breath a struggle, but I didn’t want to move. I wanted to stay buried inside Lena, her heat holding me, her body twitching around me.
She finally lifted her head, her hair falling loose around her face, her lips parting for shaky breaths. Her eyes were glassy, her mouth trembling as she leaned down to kiss me. It wasn’t rough now, not wild, it was soft, slow, wet. Her tongue brushed mine, her moan low and drawn out, her body melting further against me.
Clara whined, tugging at my arm until I turned enough for her to kiss me too. Hers was eager, messy, her giggle spilling into it as her tongue darted into my mouth. She pulled back only to kiss my cheek, my jaw, my neck, as though she couldn’t stop.
Eva hesitated, her face buried in my shoulder, until I tilted toward her. Her lips brushed mine timidly at first, then firmer, trembling as she moaned into the kiss. She pulled back quickly, hiding again, but her body shook against me, her arousal still simmering just beneath her shyness.
The three of them clung to me, pressing their bodies into mine, skin against skin, still shivering from what we’d done. My cock throbbed faintly inside Lena, not with the frenzy from before, but with the steady, relentless closeness of being locked in her heat. She moaned softly at the twitch, her hips shifting unconsciously against me.
Clara cuddled tighter, draping her leg over mine, her hand stroking idly across my chest. Eva clutched my other side, her blush pressed against my skin, her lips grazing my ear in timid kisses. Lena lay across me, her weight heavy but welcome, her lips brushing lazily along my neck, her body still quivering in tiny pulses that rippled through me.
Lena lay heavy on my chest, her body warm and limp, her pussy still clenching faintly around me every few breaths. Each little squeeze made me shiver, though the urgency had drained away, leaving only the molten afterglow of release. My cock twitched weakly inside her, softened but unwilling to leave her heat.
Clara curled tighter against my side, one arm draped across me, her leg hooked possessively over my thigh. She breathed in shallow gasps that broke into tiny giggles every so often, her lips brushing my chest as if she couldn’t stop kissing me even half asleep.
Eva stayed pressed to my other side, trembling still, her face hidden against my shoulder. Her lips moved in quiet, barely-there kisses, her breath tickling my skin. She clutched my arm as though afraid I might slip away, her body clinging with a desperation she didn’t dare put into words.
I lay trapped under them, cocooned in heat and sweat and the smell of sex. My head spun, heavy, the world reduced to the weight of their bodies on mine, the feel of skin against skin. I stared up at the ceiling, my breaths long and ragged, my mind in a haze that felt close to a dream.
Time slipped. Seconds stretched and blurred until I couldn’t tell if minutes or hours had passed. I stroked Clara’s back lazily, my fingers brushing over Eva’s trembling arm, my other hand resting on the curve of Lena’s hip. They moaned faintly at every touch, not in demand but in contentment, their bodies melted against me.
It was trance-like. My mind floated between waking and sleep, lulled by their warmth, by the occasional twitch of Lena’s body still clenching around me, by Clara’s quiet giggles, by Eva’s timid kisses against my neck.
I could have stayed like that forever.
Then a thin shaft of light cut across the showroom.
It fell through the high window near the ceiling, stretching across the floor, bright against the chaos of sheets and skin. My eyes blinked, struggling to adjust, but I knew what it meant.
Dawn.
The night had passed while I lay here, tangled with them, undone.
My chest tightened with a jolt of realization. I hadn’t dressed a single mannequin. Not one display finished. No outfits chosen, no shoes buckled, no tags set out. Nothing.
All of it lost in the blur of bodies and heat.
I groaned softly, closing my eyes again, Lena’s weight pressing me down, Clara’s breath tickling my chest, Eva’s blush burning against my shoulder.
The shaft of light grew brighter, spreading across the floor until it reached the bed. It caught on Clara’s hair, on the sweat still shining across Lena’s back, on Eva’s flushed cheeks. My chest tightened with panic.
I shifted under them, groaning as I tried to slide Lena off me. She moaned, clenching tight around my cock even as it softened, her body refusing to let me go. Clara giggled and clung harder, kissing me quick and sloppy on the lips. Eva whimpered, hiding her face against my shoulder, her grip on my arm tightening.
“I have to get up,” I rasped, my voice harsh from the long night. “I’ve done nothing. Not one mannequin dressed. If the manager sees,” I trailed off, my throat tight. “If I lose this job, I won’t come back. Not ever.”
Clara tilted her head, her hair falling into her eyes as she giggled softly. “Why would you go? You’re here now. Stay with us.” She kissed my chin, her laughter bubbling as though I’d said something silly.
Eva lifted her face, her eyes wide and damp, her blush spreading hot across her cheeks. “But, you can’t leave. You made us.” Her voice broke, trembling. “If you leave, what happens to us?”
Lena finally lifted her head, her hair clinging damp to her face, her lips parted. She stared down at me, her breath heavy. “You’re not leaving,” she said flatly, her tone low and steady, as though it were fact, not a plea. She pressed her hips down, grinding faintly, keeping me trapped inside her.
“I don’t have a choice,” I whispered, my voice cracking. “This job is everything. Without it, I don’t come back here. I don’t see you again.”
Clara shook her head wildly, laughing through sudden tears. “No, no, no, you can’t leave us! We’ll help you! We’ll do it all! Just stay with us, don’t stop this!” She pressed frantic kisses all over my face, her laughter broken, desperate.
Eva clung tighter, her lips brushing my ear, her voice high and trembling. “Please don’t go. Please, Jonathan. We’ll be anything you want. Just don’t walk away.”
Lena’s stare never wavered, her body holding me down, her pussy still twitching faintly around me as if to anchor me inside her. “You belong here,” she whispered, her voice low and guttural. “With us.”
I swallowed hard, my chest aching. The light grew brighter, spilling across the bed, reminding me of the hours gone, of the work undone. My heart pounded, torn between the warmth of their bodies pressed against me and the cold truth of what morning meant.
I gripped Lena’s hips, trying to push her up. She resisted, grinding harder, her eyes dark, unblinking. Clara wailed, clinging tighter to my chest. Eva sobbed against my shoulder.
None of them understood.
I shoved hard against Lena’s hips, twisting beneath her until I slid free. My cock slipped wetly out of her with a sticky pull, and she gasped, collapsing to the side. Clara squealed in protest, grabbing for my arm, but I rolled away, stumbling off the mattress.
My legs nearly gave out. I staggered, naked and dripping, my chest heaving, my head spinning. The bright shaft of light on the floor was like a spotlight on my failure. Mannequins stood silent in the distance, undressed, unchanged, accusing.
“Oh God,” I muttered, clutching at my hair, my voice raw. “It’s morning. It’s done. I’ve ruined everything.” The bed was a shambles, clothes were strewn all over the floor.
Panic clamped around my chest. I lurched toward the racks, my hands shaking, reaching for the nearest mannequin. “I have to work, if I don’t, if I lose this, ”
“Jonathan.”
Clara’s voice cut through me, high and teasing, still laced with laughter. She knelt on the bed, her hair wild, her face glowing with sweat. She shook her head at me, smiling like I’d missed the obvious. “You really don’t understand, do you?”
Eva rose slowly beside her, trembling but steadying herself on Clara’s shoulder. Her blush was still fierce, her lips swollen, but her eyes were soft, pitying almost. “You don’t have to do it alone,” she whispered, shaking her head too. “You never did.”
Lena sat up last, her movements slower, deliberate. Her hair hung damp around her face, her chest still rising and falling hard, but her eyes fixed on me with a steadiness that froze me in place. “You panic for nothing,” she said, her voice low and sure. “We can do it. All of it.”
I froze, my hand on the cold shoulder of a mannequin. “What?”
Clara hopped off the bed, bouncing toward me, bare and carefree. She spun once, her arms wide, her laughter bubbling. “We’ll dress them! Every mannequin, every outfit, all of it.” She giggled as though it were the most obvious thing in the world.
Eva nodded, clutching her hair back from her damp face. “We’ll dress each other, too. You’ll see. Faster than you ever could.”
Lena slid off the bed with a heavy step, her gaze never leaving me. She shook her head once, slow, almost disappointed. “You think we’re just here for you to lose yourself in. But we’re more. We’ll keep you safe.”
I stared at them, my breath ragged, my chest heaving. “You can’t, you can’t do that. You’re not, ” I broke off, the words choking in my throat.
But Clara only laughed again, twirling until her hair whipped across her face. “You really don’t understand anything, do you?”
Clara was the first to dart away, her laughter echoing through the empty showroom. She seized a blouse from a rack, twirled, and slipped it over the stiff arms of a mannequin in one fluid motion. Her bare skin brushed against the cold plastic as she buttoned it up with quick, nimble fingers. She kissed its cheek with a giggle and moved on, tugging a skirt from a hanger as if she’d done it all her life.
Eva followed slower, more hesitant at first, but once she touched the fabric, something changed. Her blush deepened, but her hands steadied, precise. She chose a dress, sliding it over a mannequin’s shoulders, smoothing it down with gentle care. She knelt to buckle the shoes, her lips parted, her breath fast, but her movements exact and efficient. When she finished, she looked up at me shyly, almost proud, her cheeks glowing.
Lena moved last. She didn’t rush, but every step was deliberate. She pulled a jacket from the display, slipped it onto a mannequin, and adjusted the cuffs with firm, practiced hands. She stepped back, tilting her head, her eyes sharp and critical, then moved to straighten the collar, her touch precise, authoritative. She didn’t giggle or blush, she simply made it right, her certainty radiating as she worked.
I stood frozen in the aisle, my mouth dry, my chest pounding. One by one, they moved through the rows, their naked bodies weaving between the mannequins, laughter and gasps and the sound of fabric filling the silence that had haunted the store every other night.
Clara flitted from one figure to the next, humming as she dressed them, spinning skirts around waists and clapping her hands at her own handiwork. She glanced at me often, grinning, eyes sparkling, her body bouncing with joy.
Eva knelt at the feet of another, tugging stockings into place, fastening heels with careful fingers. Her hair fell forward, brushing her flushed face, and when she finished, she looked back at me again, her eyes wide, seeking approval even as her lips trembled with excitement.
Lena strode past them both, adjusting buttons Clara had missed, tightening belts Eva had left loose. She moved like she owned the showroom, her eyes never flicking to me, her attention fixed on the mannequins. When she did glance my way, it wasn’t for reassurance, it was to remind me she already knew what she was capable of.
Within minutes, displays that had been bare for hours were clothed, polished, alive again. The racks thinned as they worked, garments flying from hangers, sliding onto still forms with startling ease.
My panic dulled, replaced by disbelief. My legs felt weak, my breath uneven. I pressed a hand to the nearest shelf just to steady myself.
“You see?” Clara called out, her voice high, triumphant, as she twirled in front of a row of freshly dressed mannequins.
Eva nodded quickly, her chest rising and falling, her lips parting in a shy smile.
Lena buttoned the last collar, stepped back, and shook her head at me once more. The showroom looked transformed. Where there had been bare mannequins an hour ago, now there were rows neatly dressed, collars straightened, skirts smoothed, shoes buckled. I stood in the center of it all, panting, my hands shaking, staring at what they had done.
Clara skipped back to me first, hair flying loose, her skin still damp with sweat. She held up a pair of pale pink panties, dangling them from her fingers with a wicked grin. “These are for you put on me,” she said, her voice sing-song, tilting her hips toward me.
I blinked, my throat dry. She pressed the fabric into my hand, then lifted one foot, balancing on the other. “Go on,” she teased, biting her lip, her giggle bubbling. “Pull them up for me.”
I knelt, the panties trembling in my grip, and slid them over her ankle. She squealed, wobbling, pressing her hands to my shoulders. I drew the thin fabric higher, up her calves, her thighs, until it stretched over her hips. She moaned as the waistband snapped into place, giggling as she twirled away to fetch a bra.
Eva approached next, timid, her blush fierce. She held a pair of white lace panties folded neatly, her hands shaking. She looked at me, then quickly looked down, her lips parting. “Please,” she whispered, holding them out.
I took them gently, kneeling again. She lifted her foot slowly, hesitantly, resting her hand on my shoulder to balance. My fingers brushed her skin as I slid the panties up, inch by inch, over her trembling thighs. Her breath caught, her face burning scarlet, but she didn’t pull away. When I reached her hips, I smoothed the lace into place, and she moaned faintly, covering her mouth with her hand as though ashamed of the sound.
Lena came last. She didn’t smile, didn’t blush. She stepped forward with a black thong dangling from her fingers, her gaze locked on mine. She dropped it into my hand without a word, then planted her foot against my thigh, steady and deliberate.
I pulled the fabric up her leg, slow, my eyes never leaving hers. She trembled only once, when I dragged the thin strip high between her thighs, stretching the band around her hips. Her breath hissed through her teeth, her gaze unwavering, her chest rising hard.
When the thong snapped into place, she exhaled sharp, then turned to pull on a bra and slip into a black dress she’d chosen from the rack. She fastened each button with precision, her eyes flicking to me once, as if daring me to say she hadn’t done it perfectly.
Clara twirled in her skirt, laughing, tugging at the hem as though showing off for me. Eva smoothed her dress over her stomach, shyly biting her lip, her blush unrelenting. Lena stood last, calm, collected, the dark dress hugging her body, her eyes steady on me.
I stared at them, three women alive in the glow of sunrise, dressed and radiant, their bodies still humming with what we’d done.
I leaned back against the counter, my chest still heaving, my legs trembling from the night. The racks were half-empty, the mannequins dressed, the floor scattered with discarded hangers and wrinkled garments. And standing before me, Clara glowing with mischief, Eva trembling in shy pride, Lena steady and unyielding, were three women who hadn’t existed yesterday.
Clara skipped toward me, her skirt fluttering, her laughter bubbling high. She pressed her palms against my chest and kissed me quick, wet, and playful. “See? You don’t have to worry about anything,” she said, grinning, her hair tumbling wild around her face.
Eva came next, slower, her blush fierce as she lifted her eyes to mine. She smoothed her dress nervously, then reached for my hand, guiding it against the lace at her waist. “We did it, for you,” she whispered, her voice trembling but certain. Her lips brushed my cheek in the lightest kiss before she pulled back, her breath shuddering.
Lena lingered last, her gaze locked on me, unblinking. She didn’t smile. She didn’t need to. She stepped closer until her chest pressed against mine, her hand gripping the back of my neck. She kissed me once, hard and lingering, then pulled away just enough to speak. “You belong here. With us.”
My heart pounded, not with fear now, but with something heavier, something that rooted me to the floor. I looked at the mannequins lined neatly, their clothes perfect. I looked at the racks, at the piles of garments, at the shafts of morning light cutting across the room. And then I looked back at them, their bodies humming with the heat of what we’d shared, their eyes burning into me.
The panic drained away. The thought of the manager, of the job, of the daylight outside, it all felt distant, unimportant. What did it matter if I’d lost a night’s work, if I risked losing everything else? I had found something no one could explain, no one could take away.
Clara nestled against my side, giggling as she tugged my arm around her. Eva leaned in from the other side, shy but insistent, her cheek pressed to my shoulder. Lena stood before me, her dark eyes steady, her presence holding me in place as surely as chains.
I exhaled, long and ragged, my body sinking under the weight of them. “Alright,” I whispered, almost to myself. “Alright.”
Clara squealed and kissed my chin, Eva clutched tighter to me, and Lena finally let her lips curve, just barely, into something close to a smile.
I surrendered then, not to the job, not to the daylight, not to the panic of everything undone, but to them. To Clara’s laughter, to Eva’s blush, to Lena’s unshakable stare. To the impossible reality of three women alive and mine in a way I could never have imagined.
When I looked back up, they had each become rigid again with that far off stare overtaking their eyes. Keys jiggled in the door and just as I turned, Clara winked at me.
I swear she did.
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