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Ryan slammed into the costume shop, chest heaving, sweat plastering his t-shirt to his back. The bell above the door jangled angrily as he collided with a rack of plastic pitchforks, sending them clattering to the floor. His eyes darted desperately around the dimly lit store just as a blonde woman reached for the "OPEN" sign, fingers poised to flip it to "CLOSED."

"Wait!" he gasped, lungs burning. "Please, I need a costume. Anything. Party's in an hour."

The blonde turned slowly, her heavily mascaraed eyes narrowing as she looked him up and down. She wore a tight black top that pushed her tits up and together, creating a deep valley of cleavage. Her lips, painted glossy crimson, pursed into a slight frown.

"We're closing," she said flatly, gesturing at the clock. "Been here since eight this morning. Time to lock up."

"Desperate much?" A voice called from behind a display of rubber masks. A redhead emerged, all curves and wicked smile. She wore a corset that cinched her waist dramatically, pushing her freckled tits up nearly to her collarbone. The tops of her nipples peeked over the fabric, threatening to spill out with each breath. "Look at him, Jen. He's practically begging."

"Let him beg then," came a third voice as a brunette stepped out from the stockroom, twirling a set of keys around her finger. Her hair was a tangle of dark waves, falling over shoulders exposed by a low-cut blouse. She leaned against the counter, her tight skirt riding high on thick thighs. "I'm not in a rush. Could be... entertaining."

Ryan swallowed hard, suddenly aware that these three women were looking at him like he was dinner. "I just need a costume. I can pay extra for the trouble."

The redhead snorted, sauntering toward him. She smelled of cinnamon and musk. "Oh, honey. We might have something special in the back for a big boy like you."

"Special stock," the blonde agreed, her tone shifting as she abandoned the sign and stepped closer. "Limited edition."

"But we'd need to size you properly," the brunette added, sliding off the counter. "Can't just let you try things on without... supervision."

Before Ryan could protest, they had surrounded him. The redhead's fingers trailed along his bicep. The blonde's hip pressed against his. The brunette circled behind him, her breath warm against his neck.

"Back room," the blonde said, nodding toward a velvet curtain at the rear of the store. "We keep our premium merchandise there."

They moved as a pack, herding Ryan between racks of costumes and props, hands touching his back, his shoulders, his arms. His heart hammered. This wasn't normal customer service—not with the way their fingers lingered, the way they pressed against him when they passed through narrow spaces.

"In here," the brunette said, pulling aside the curtain to reveal a cramped changing room. A small bench sat against one wall, a full-length mirror on the other. The space couldn't have been more than five feet square. "Let's see what we have to work with."

Ryan hesitated at the threshold. "I can just try on whatever you—"

"Strip," the redhead interrupted, her green eyes glinting. "Can't size you properly with all that in the way." She plucked at his t-shirt.

"I don't think—"

"You're not here to think," the blonde said, suddenly inside the tiny booth with him. The redhead followed, and the three of them filled the small space completely. The brunette lingered at the curtain, watching. "You're here to be fitted."

Ryan's back hit the mirror. There was nowhere to go.

"Don't be nervous," the redhead whispered, her tits pressing against his arm, her nipples hard points against him through her corset. "We do this all the time."

The blonde's fingers found the hem of his shirt and tugged upward. "Arms up, big boy."

Something in her tone made him obey. The shirt came off, exposing his chest to their hungry eyes.

"Not bad," the brunette murmured from the curtain. "Not bad at all."

The blonde didn't waste time. Her cool fingers traveled down his stomach to his jeans, expertly popping the button. "Big boys like you need close handling," she whispered, her breath hot on his ear as she dragged his zipper down. The rasp of metal teeth filled the tiny space.

Ryan's cock twitched. This was happening too fast. "Listen, I just need a—"

"Shh," the redhead cut him off, pressing her body fully against his side now, her tits practically spilling from her top as she leaned into him. "Let Jen work. She's good with her hands."

The blonde—Jen—sank slowly to her knees in front of him, tugging his jeans down his thighs. His cock strained against his boxers, the fabric tented obscenely.

"Oh fuck," Ryan gasped as her red lips parted in a hungry smile.

"Looks like our customer is excited about our premium service," the brunette chuckled, leaning in through the curtain to stroke Ryan's hair. Her nails scraped lightly against his scalp.

The redhead's hand gripped his chin, forcing his face toward her cleavage. "Look at these while she works you over," she commanded, her voice husky. "Don't you want to see them bounce free?"

Ryan's eyes locked onto the pale globes of flesh threatening to escape her corset. His breath came faster now, cock throbbing painfully as Jen hooked her fingers in his boxers and pulled them down.

His cock sprang free, thick and veined, the head already glistening with pre-cum. The shaft curved slightly upward, pulsing with each thunderous heartbeat. All three women stared at it, their eyes widening appreciatively.

"Nice," Jen purred, wrapping her cool fingers around the base. "Very nice indeed."

Before Ryan could respond, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth. Her hot, wet lips slid over his cock head, tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. The sudden engulfing heat made his knees buckle, and he collapsed onto the tiny bench behind him, his legs splaying open.

Jen followed him down without missing a beat, taking more of his length into her mouth with each bob of her head. Her blonde hair fell forward, tickling his thighs as she worked. Wet, obscene slurping sounds filled the changing room as saliva coated his shaft, dripping from her stretched lips and pooling at his balls.

"Fuck," he groaned, his head falling back against the wall.

The redhead immediately seized the opportunity to press her cleavage directly into his face. "Feel how hot they are," she whispered, grabbing his hand and forcing it to her breast. "Feel how much I want to watch you get your cock sucked."

His fingers sank into the soft flesh, feeling her nipple harden against his palm. The brunette leaned farther into the changing room, her fingers still stroking through his hair.

"Let’s see if he pops before the clock strikes midnight," she cooed. "Think you can make it, handsome? Think you can hold out while Jen swallows that fat dick?"

Ryan couldn't answer. Jen was taking him impossibly deep now, her throat opening to accommodate his length. Her nose brushed against his pubic hair as she deep-throated him, her throat muscles contracting around his sensitive head. Drool leaked from the corners of her stretched mouth, running down his shaft in thick rivulets.

The redhead pinched her own nipples through her corset, moaning as she watched Jen work. "God, his cock looks so good disappearing between your lips, Jen," she breathed. "Take it deeper."

Jen responded by swallowing around his length, creating a rippling sensation that pulled a desperate groan from Ryan's chest. His hips jerked upward involuntarily, forcing his cock even further down her accepting throat.

"He's fucking your face now," the brunette laughed, her voice low and dirty. "Look at him losing control. I bet he's going to blow any second."

Ryan's balls tightened as Jen increased her pace, her head bobbing furiously now. Her hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, twisting and pumping in rhythm with her mouth. Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them between her fingers.

"You gonna cum for us?" the redhead whispered in his ear, her tongue flicking out to trace the shell. "Gonna pump that hot load down her throat?"

The brunette's fingers tightened in his hair, pulling his head back. "Don't close your eyes," she commanded. "I want to see them when you explode."

Pressure built at the base of his spine, his thighs trembling as he approached the edge. Jen sensed it, her suction increasing as she moaned around his cock. The vibrations from her throat pushed him over.

"Fuck, I'm cumming," Ryan gasped, his voice breaking.

Jen drove her face all the way down his length, burying her nose in his pubic hair as the first hot jet of cum shot directly down her throat. She gagged slightly, but didn't pull back, swallowing rhythmically as pulse after pulse of thick, hot semen flooded her mouth.

"That's it, good customer," the brunette purred, watching his face contort in ecstasy. "Empty those balls for us."

The redhead squeezed her tits together, pushing them against his cheek as he bucked and jerked on the bench. "Look how much he's giving her," she moaned. "Fucking gallons."

Jen continued to milk his cock with her lips and tongue, drawing out every last drop. When she finally pulled back, a thin strand of saliva and cum connected her swollen lips to his still-twitching cock head. She licked it away with a satisfied smirk, her throat working as she swallowed the last of his load.

"Delicious," she rasped, her voice rough from the throat-fucking. "Best customer service I've given all month."

Ryan slumped against the wall, breathing hard, his cock still semi-hard despite the intense orgasm. The redhead stroked his chest, her fingers playing with his nipples.

"Such a good start," she whispered. "But we've got so much more to show you."

The brunette grinned, her eyes dark with lust. "And we haven't even started trying on costumes yet."

Ryan's spent cock twitched again as Jen rose to her feet, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. His cum glistened on her chin as she smiled down at him.

"Ready for the next fitting, big boy?"
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Ryan staggered to his feet, his still-sensitive cock hanging half-hard between his legs. He fumbled with his boxers, trying to pull them up. "I should probably go—" The words died in his throat as three pairs of hands shoved him backward, deeper into the store. The changing room curtain whisked closed behind him, and he stumbled into the dim aisles between racks of costumes and decorations, knocking plastic skulls off a shelf.

"Oh, you're not going anywhere," the brunette purred, her voice coming from somewhere in the shadows. "Not until we've finished our... inventory check."

Fluorescent lights flickered overhead, casting strange, angular shadows across the faces of rubber masks that lined the walls. Ryan's eyes darted around, searching for the women, but they had vanished into the maze of holiday merchandise.

"What the fuck?" he muttered, his heart hammering. His cock, despite having just emptied down Jen's throat, twitched with renewed interest.

"We believe in full customer service," came the redhead's voice, silky and dangerous from behind a display of witch's cauldrons. "And you've only experienced the... entrance package."

A gloved hand reached out from between two costume racks, red fingernails gleaming. It beckoned to him. Ryan, against his better judgment, moved toward it.

The blonde—Jen—stepped out first. She'd transformed completely. Gone was the shop uniform, replaced by a skin-tight red devil costume that clung to every curve. The latex material squeaked softly as she moved. Two small horns protruded from her hair, and her eyes were lined with thick black kohl, making them gleam with demonic hunger. Her enormous tits threatened to spill over the low neckline, the areolas just visible at the edges.

"Surprised?" she asked, twirling a small red pitchfork between her fingers. "We like
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