
        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents

Title

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Recent Releases

About the Author


The Magic Bimbo Ring

by

Stacy Pines


Chapter 1

I can barely hide my feeble moans in the bathroom cubicle, rutting back against my boyfriend’s cock and sending him stumbling backwards.

“Yeah, you like that?” he murmurs in my ear, thrusting his fingers harder into me and sending my pussy into short, overwhelming spasms. I moan and squeeze my eyes shut as he tears away at my blouse, pulling it away to reveal my frilly pink bra. He teases one of my teacup-sized breasts out and rubs hard at the nipple.

“Fuck, Madison…”

Jolts of pleasure shoot through my body, and I can’t help but squirm.

“Slow down,” I murmur as my hips jolt against his, and Steve makes a pitiful noise as he nuzzles my throat.

“Any chance you’d get implants?” he asks, stroking my breasts and trying to squeeze them together, but they’re too small and far apart to make any decent cleavage. “God, I could just imagine sliding my dick between them…”

Whatever pleasure I’m feeling fizzles out. I come crashing down to reality — my less than fucking perfect reality — and my stomach feels like it’s sinking. I’m once again reminded that I’m never entirely enough for Steve, that he’d rather fuck a real live Barbie-doll than me.

I pull away from Steve’s arms, wrangling myself out of them.

“What?” Steve asks. “What did I say this time?”

I roll my eyes, putting my tragically-small breasts back into my bra and fixing my blouse.

“Why don’t you go jerk off to your phone? Plenty of ginormous fake tits there.”

Steve laughs, and for a moment it makes me feel both pathetic and furious. I leave the stall but Steve is right on my heels.

“Babe, you know I only have eyes for you. It’s just that it would make me so happy if you made a few changes. I’m not asking for much!”

“How are implants not much?”

“Literally every woman here has them! They’re, like, crazy cheap now. You could at least wear those push-up bras…”

I sigh and I feel like I might as well deflate and shrink away into nothing. And Steve isn’t wrong: the bustling crowds around us at the Dover Summer Festival are filled with gorgeous tan women in summer dresses, their long blond hair swishing down to their asses, and double-D cup breasts barely contained by their sheer plunging necklines.

I feel pathetic next to them. They’re probably sex goddesses, too, with men lining up to even so much as touch them.

I’m wearing a cute low-cut dress, at least, but my breasts barely fit into a B-cup. My hair is more of a chestnut brown that barely touches my shoulders. I’m skinny enough, but without the wondrous feminine curves Steve is so desperate for.

Part of me knows he’s being an entitled asshole, but most of me just wants to please him.

“I’m sor— ,” I say as I turn back to Steve, only to find him lost in his phone.

And I already know exactly what he’s looking at before I even see it for myself.

I snatch the phone away from him.

Naturally, he’s on some slut’s twitter feed. She’s exactly like all the others. Tall, blond, her tits like swollen, glistening beachballs as she squeezes them and runs her manicured fingernails over her hard nipples.

She’s practically a horny, sentient sex doll, and I hate how much it’s turning me on, my own body betraying me and telling me: I can see exactly why he’d prefer someone like her.

“Oh my god, Steve,” I seeth, clutching the phone hard in my palm until it hurts. “Why don’t you just fucking break up with me already?”

“Madison, come on…”

I practically throw the phone back into his hands, turning away and walking as fast as I can away from him. I end up having to push through crowds and clouds of perfume and smoke, feeling stupid already for making an outburst like that.

I make my way towards the beach, yanking off my sandals and walking furiously to nowhere in particular. It’s cold away from the food stalls, and the breeze is whipping my dress violently around as I try to clear my head.

Steve never used to make complaints about my body before — at least, not until the past few months. But maybe he’s reached his limit with me, maybe I just don’t match up to Slutty Barbie’s promises on twitter, with her gaping pretty little mouth and her barely-there thong.

I could dye my hair blonde. I could even, maybe, wear tighter, sluttier clothes. But there was no way I could compete with a body like mine…

The festival music is quieter now, more distant. I stop and realize I’ve walked a long way away from Steve. It’s dark, and the only stalls are weathered, abandoned ones that look like they’ve come out of a creepy 1920s circus.

There’s one that looks like a fortune-telling stall, with a purple starry tent and the letters “FINE POTIONS AND SPELLS FOR YOUR DEEPEST DESIRES” across the top. Warm candlelight is flickering through the tent, and shivering in the cold I think: Why not? It’s not like I have anywhere else to go, or anything better to do than sulk about Steve.

I enter the tent. A woman is seated inside, perfectly still.

She’s gorgeous — almost unreal. Her dark hair tumbles over her shoulders, framing perky, round breasts barely covered by her dark sheer gown. Her lips are full and red, and though I’m sure she must be older, there’s a sense of eternal youthfulness about her.

She looks at me invitingly and her dark lips curve mischievously, almost as if she’s offering something else entirely. I try not to think too much about what her body looks like outside of that gown, in a weird mix of horny enviousness, though she makes it very easy to imagine.

“Come here, my child,” she says, purring. “Sit.”

I take her offer and sit across from her, stammering to explain that I’m just looking around.

“You look troubled,” she interrupts. “I’m sure I have a potion for you.”

“I doubt it,” I say, chuckling awkwardly. “Are you, uh, a witch or something?”

The woman shrugs. “You can think of me as your fairy godmother, or a genie, if you like, it doesn’t really matter what you call me. My job is to fulfil wishes. For a small price, of course.”

“Right…”

“You don’t believe me?”

“I just don’t see how you’d fix my problem.”

“I can show you quite easily,” the woman says as she smiles. “You’re curious enough, aren’t you?”

I hesitate. “I guess?”

“How about this, then,” the woman says, pulling a ring off her finger. She hands it to me, her touch startlingly warm. “Since you are my first customer, I will let you have your first wish for free. All you have to do is think of it as you put the ring on.”

I stare at the ring in my palm. It’s plain and silver, but surprisingly heavy. I pretend to think long and hard about my wish, but I already know exactly what I want.

“There is one catch, though, my dear.”

I glance up at the mysterious woman. “Yeah, be careful what you wish for, right? I’ve heard that before.”

“No, don’t be foolish. I can see it in your eyes. You know exactly what you want. But sometimes wishing for something feels better than having it. This is why I’m generous enough to give you a window to change your mind. You must remember: by sunset tomorrow, whatever wish you make will become permanent. Be sure to take the ring off before then if you have second thoughts.”

I wasn’t going to have second thoughts. What could possibly go wrong? I shrug as I get up to leave the tent.

“Thanks, I’ll keep that in mind,” I say at the tent entrance, turning back to look at her.

The candle lights blow out, smoke whipping around the tent with the sweeping night breeze. It’s suddenly very cold in there, and strangely the woman is nowhere to be seen.

A chill runs down my spine.

I hurry out of there, not sure what I’d just seen or how the woman had disappeared so quickly. I try not to think about it too much. After all, I have a potentially wish-fulfilling ring in my palm.

(— buuuut, it’s probably a scam. Or a trick. I got it for free, after all. It probably doesn’t work.)

I approach the festival and think carefully on my wish, just in case. If it works, I want every detail to be perfect — every curve, every strand of hair.

I imagine a world where I’m exactly the kind of woman Steve wants.

I imagine myself as the horniest, filthiest, bustiest, most gorgeous and lusted-after woman in Dover.

Closing my eyes, and feeling just a little bit stupid, I put on the ring.


Chapter 2

At first, it seems like nothing is really happening.

For a moment, I’m sure the ring is a lie and I’d fallen for a stupid trick.

But the closer I get to the festival, the hotter it gets. I’m sweating, almost feverish, like I’m burning up from the inside. I assume it’s because I’m getting closer to the food stalls and torches, but no one else seems as bothered.

My flowy summer dress clings onto my sweat-dotted skin too tight, feeling constrained at the bust. I rip open the buttons at the top, feeling the cool night air kiss the top of my breasts, which are getting sore and heavier by the minute. They look as if they’re barely contained by my bra, bulging over the cups.

My ass and hips feel bigger, too, tight against the constraint of my dress.

I want to strip down even further.

I shimmy out of my dress, strutting in just my underwear. I see heads turn to me, and it’s not until I take a glance at a mirror at a jewelry stall that I can see exactly why.

I’m smoking hot. No, more than hot — I’m beyond just fuckable. I’m made to be fucked.

I run my hands over my new breasts, touching at my new face with it’s plump lips and long lashes. My hair has streaks of blonde, reaching down to my round, thick ass.

There is music playing nearby, and I want to giggle. I feel like skipping, like frolicking over to Steve and showing him my hot, new body.

I feel wet just thinking about it, and I hum along to the music as I filter through the crowds to find him. People stare as I brush past, and I can’t help but smile stupidly.

“Oops! Sorry!” I giggle as I squeeze past a group of men, whose eyes linger over me weirdly. I pretend I have no clue why, feeling their burning gaze on my seemingly oblivious body.

God, it feels good to be this hot.

I find Steve by a stall, distracted by his phone. That won’t last long. He notices me for just a moment, looking almost as if he can’t recognize me.

Giggling, I grab him and kiss him hungrily. He pulls away quickly, bewildered.

“Madison? Is that you? What happened —”

“Shhh…”

I put my pretty little finger on his lips, briefly wondering if I should just suck him off here and now. But what I want even more than that is to fuck in that filthy cubicle, to bend over for him while he takes me like some street whore.

“Follow me,” I say, taking his hand as I lead him to the bathroom cubicles. Steve doesn’t need any more convincing, and looks almost mesmerized as he follows.

We hastily get into a cubicle, and I can’t help but immediately tear at his belt and pants, desperate to get his cock out. I’m longing after, anticipating the taste, the hardness of it in my mouth. Steve is stroking my new, long blonde hair in anticipation, his cock already swollen and leaking with pre-cum.

“Jesus fucking Christ, Madison…” Steve sighs as I massage up and down his shaft, kissing at his stomach and glancing up at him to bat my doe-like eyelashes at him. I can’t help but giggle again, feeling naughty for being so brazenly hungry for him.

I wrap my pouty lips around the head of his cock, lapping at it with my tongue and guiding it all the way down my throat. I want to moan with how good it feels inside me, and my pussy is drenched just thinking about being filled with Steve’s cum.

I bob up and down for a bit, relishing Steve’s trembling breaths. I come back up for air, his cock slipping out of my mouth with a wet ‘pop!’.

“Please fuck my tits, sir,” I moan breathily, softly massaging his saliva-slick cock. Laughter bubbles up my throat. “I, like, grew them just for you.”

“I don’t even know how you did this…” Steve pants, dragging his cock across her cleavage, dipping it in slightly. “Fuck… Take off your bra.”

I slip the straps of my bra off, letting my heavy tits bounce free of their constraints. They feel so heavy and sore that Steve’s hungry grabs are relief, his thumb running over my nipples and toying with them mercilessly before he squeezes my tits together to make them his personal cocksleeve.

He slips his cock between my tits and thrusts his hips slowly, groaning as he does so. I tilt my chin down and part my lips for him, licking and lapping at the cockhead everytime it bobs up.

“That’s a good girl,” Steve hums. His fingers dig into my tits, his thrusts getting rougher by the second. I whimper, thinking he’s about to cum soon. The cubicle starts to shake with each movement, and with one final groan Steven cums against my open tongue, his seed dripping onto my tits and staining my disheveled bra.

I sigh, massaging my breasts and spreading his cum all over them. “Steve…” I moan. My pussy is on fire, begging to be filled. “Fuck me, please… I need your cock inside me…”

“Look at you, you cock-hungry slut,” Steve chuckles, finger-combing my tangled hair away from my face. “Don’t worry, Madison. I’m far from done with you.”


Chapter 3

It turns out that even with a magic ring, Steve’s stamina has its limits.

He’s lying spent in cum-stained bedsheets at home, half-heartedly scrolling through his phone while I play with myself next to him, trying to cum for the upteenth time today.

My pussy is full of Steve’s cum, though three fucks in an evening is hardly enough to satisfy me. It’s still so sensitive, tightening at the idea of being filled again. I rub up and down my clit, dipping my fingers into my pussy and wondering how much longer Steve needs to recuperate.

I want to be taken again just like before — Steve had me bent over on my hands and knees like a slut, pounding my pussy roughly while I begged him to come inside me. It’s all I can think about.

I bounce and fidget around the bed restlessly, rutting my wet pussy against Steve’s leg.

“Steve…” I whimper. My skin feels feverish and hot. I need him to fuck me again, to reposition me and use me and take selfish pleasure in my body. I need more of his cum inside me. I want to be on his cock 24/7, 365 days a year. I want to please him over, and over, and over again —

“Jesus, Madison, I need a break,” Steve says, nudging me away.

I sigh irritably, flopping back onto the bed. My tits jiggle with the movement, and I can’t help but touch them absent-mindedly as I pretend Steve is on top of me, rubbing his cock all over my hot, fertile body.

I imagine multiple Steve’s, trapping me and fucking me in every way possible. I’m close to cumming just thinking about it. My head is empty of anything else. What would I even think about before? Was there really anything better than a good, hard, throbbing cock inside me?

I groan. I can’t take it anymore.

“Steve,” I say, shooting up from the bed and leaning over him.

Whatever question or charming thing I had planned, it stops dead on my lips.

Steve is on his phone.

Steve is looking at girls.

At horny, cock-hungry e-girls and pornstars with tiny waists and gigantic breasts and hips.

I’m right here, cum-covered and willing for more — and somehow, he still prefers those internet sluts.

It takes me only a brief moment to realise that maybe Steve prefers living in fantasy-land, presumably one where his cock doesn’t give out after five minutes in my hot, pulsing pussy. That I’m just one of many dishes in his buffet of perpetually available, moaning whores.

If I’m going to be a whore, I’m going to fucking enjoy it, dammit.

“Oh. My. God. Fuck you, Steve,” I say, rolling out of bed. I pick whatever clothes I can find at my feet and put them on. Steve startles a little, looking at me like I’m the crazy one. He opens his mouth to say something, but I don’t let him.

“And not in a horny way, you asshole. Good-fucking-bye.”

I leave the apartment scantily-clad, huffing my way out and not caring that I look like the messiest, most cum-covered walk of shame that has ever existed. I’m too furious, and too horny to care.

If one pathetic Steve can’t satisfy me, I’m going to have to find relief elsewhere.


Chapter 4

The beach is pathetically empty.

I’m not sure why I expected to find the same bustle of tan, hot bodies I saw at the Dover Summer Festival.

Instead, with the sun hanging low on the horizon, there is more trash lying around than there are people.

There is, maybe, at most, a scattering of people. A few of which, I notice, walking a bit more eagerly, are a group of young men playing volleyball.

A couple are lounging on some deck chairs, and I can already imagine myself riding some random guy’s cock on of those.

I wish I’d brought my bikini, but I’ll have to make do with my ex-Steve’s boxer shorts and backwards tank top. At least my tits look fucking great, bouncing gorgeously as I approach one of the men. He’s bronzed and big, and looks me up and down with a smile.

“Hey there, gorgeous. You lost or something?”

I don’t waste any time. I clamber over him, sitting firmly with my pussy flush against his groin. I gasp as he bucks his hips against me.

“The fuck…” the guy mutters, but he doesn’t move or push me away. His eyes are transfixed on my breasts, which jiggle freely with every little movement I make.

“What’s going on over here?” another guy shouts, walking over from behind me.

I glance over my shoulder and giggle vapidly. He’s handsome, too, with tattoos down the side of his ripped torso.

“You can join if you like.” There’s an awkward silence, and I decide to wriggle against the bronze guy’s hips again. “I’m on the pill if you’re wondering.”

The two men exchange glances for a second.

“You’re not drunk or anything, are you?” the bronzed guy asks.

“Oh my god, no!” I laugh, but I’m getting impatient. I roll my hips against him and whimper. “Fuck me already or I’ll find someone else.”

The two men don’t hold back after that. Before I can say anything more, the tattooed guy has his cock fumbling against my lips, slapping clumsily against my face. I take hold of it and lap my tongue at the head, laughing breathily while the bronze guy hurries to tear my boxers away.

“That’s it,” the tattooed guy moans as I finally take his cock into my mouth, sliding it over my tongue and coaxing it towards the back of my throat.

My eyelids flicker in pleasure. There couldn’t possible be anything better than this. I could suck cock all day, every day, and I hope these guys have better stamina than Steve because I won’t be satisfied until I’m completely drenched in cum, sweat, and tears.

The other guy plunges his cock slow and deep into my pussy, stretching it wider than Steve’s ever has. I let out a high-pitched moan, grabbing onto the sides of the deck chair as he starts to pump his cock into me. Fuck, that’s even better. I can barely breathe with how good two cocks inside me feels.

The tattoo guy takes hold of my hair, fucking my mouth at his own leisure. My whole body trembles with pleasure, my skin burning up with how filthy and degraded I feel. I could do this forever, I could be their little fuck toy always.

“Turn her over. I wanna switch.”

They flip me over, my hands and knees on the deck chair as the bronze guy swaps over to put his slick cock into my cock. I can taste my own pussy juices, and it’s not long before he cums in my mouth and lets it dribble down my chin. The tattoed guy meanwhile is toying with my pussy, teasing his wet cock against my entrance before pushing it in. He clutches my ass and starts pounding hard, sending me and the deck chair shaking violently with each thrust.

“Oh, fuck,” I yelp, moaning desperately as he keeps on going mercilessly. “Yes! Yes, please… fuck me, sir…”

“Fuck, man, I need a video of this,” the bronze guy says, pulling out his phone while fondling his softening cock. The beach around me is filling with several other men who were previously playing volleyball. A camera is in my face, and soon enough there’s another cock occupying my mouth, muffling my desperate moans. Someone else is holding their phone underneath me to record the cock thrusting mercilessly in and out of my dripping, wet pussy.

The cock in my mouth twitches, pulsing as it sends cum dribbling down my throat. I almost choke, but I swallow it gladly, licking the remains off the guy’s cock.

“What a fucking slut.”

“Look at her eyes, she loves it.”

I’m overwhelmed with pleasure, as if my body is aware that it’s fulfilling its pure purpose — to be fucked, used, and filled. My pussy tightens hard, sending waves of ectasy throughout me. I moan loud, pushing back against each thrust, gagging my cum-covered pretty little mouth and realizing as I look into the camera that I’ve become the very thing I used to be envious of.

I imagine Steve watching. I imagine Steve jerking himself off wishing he could fuck me.

I imagine Steve scrolling on by to cum to the next slut.

Is this what I wanted? Wasn’t this all for Steve in the first place?

The sky is darkening into a deep amber, and suddenly I remember the mysterious woman. I remember… something… something important.

What was it again? What was that warning…?

I feel a slick cock press against my ass, the tip pushing in with a searing, intoxicating pleasure. Fuck, I think I might cum again, and I push back to allow more cock into my tight ass as some guy beneath me is happily pumping away into my pulsing pussy.

The sun dips below the horizon, and with it I shudder in overwhelming ecstasy. I can’t think. Memory is slipping away from me, and I can barely even think of anything but being a public cocksleeve for these strangers.

I’ll just be a cock-hungry slut for a little while longer.

Besides, I can always take the ring off later, right?
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