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The Magic Ring - Part Five



Looking forward, there weren’t nearly as many restful nights ahead of me as I would have otherwise thought.

At first, my new life in the mansion was incredible – I had all the space I ever could have wanted, and possessions continued to accumulate along with the women.

Did I need new clothes? Hell yeah, I did. So I went to the local haute couture place, and before I know it some gorgeous shopgirl is following my every whim and acquiring me whatever I desire at a sweet five-finger discount. Said shopgirl, a petite stunner named Trish, also joined the rest of the girls at McCleary Mansion.

What about transport? A quick saunter over to the local BMW dealership got me a lease on extremely friendly terms: I could have a brand new custom M4 to do with what I pleased, and all the dealer asked was that she let me live with her. Her name was Paula, and she had curves that I doubt even my new M4 could handle. On the contrary, my body loved handling them, and Paula was glad to give me plenty of opportunities to practice and perfect my handling.

How about spending money? It was simplicity itself – all of the women who had just entered my life were professionals of various stripes who worked all sorts of hours. I had just quit the janitorial gig with Linda’s extreme blessing (many, many hours of blessings), so while some were out bringing the income in, others were with me at the house where there was always something (or someone) to do.

The only one who didn’t work was the one who had started it all by giving me the ring in the first place, Sarah. The earnings of a bike courier couldn’t compare to what the other women were able to bring in, even counting the exorbitant tips I knew Sarah was able to procure on the open market. Rather than work, she gladly stuck around the house with me, though she did spend a lot of time on her new Peloton bike. Just because she had become a woman of leisure didn’t mean she wanted to get out of shape. 

Soon, I began to develop a bit of a reputation about town. 

Where I was once the loser janitor in the permanent coveralls who lived in a two hundred square foot studio, I was now the mysterious playboy who had a horde of beautiful women living with him in the most gorgeous house in a one hundred mile radius. 

Where I was once the schmuck who took public transit to get to his dead-end job, I was now the dashing local celebrity who took a cherry red M4 to whatever high-scale restaurant I felt like having dinner that night, while having at least three gorgeous models (or policewomen, or real estate brokers, or whatever) around me, fawning on my every move and even laughing at all my jokes.

Like the cliché goes, all the women wanted to fuck me and all the men wanted to be me. I received invitations to all sorts of gatherings of the elite, but after accepting them and indulging myself I began declining most of them. It turns out that wealthy, accomplished snobs are usually incredibly boring, and when my house was always filled with incredible women who adored me and constantly wanted to fuck, why would I ever want to go anywhere else?

The house continued filling up with more and more women. Since most of the women slept and worked in coordinated shifts there was always room (like jell-O), but a few problems began presenting themselves.

First of all, many of the beautiful women that had suddenly found themselves within my orbit were already in relationships when they met me and fell under my spell. Understandably, this pissed off a lot of dudes. 

Also, it began to dawn on me that, for all of the resources and assets I had accumulated while benefiting from my ring’s thrall, I was only one man. More and more women were finding their way into my mansion and my life nearly every time I left the house. It was overwhelming and very few, if any, were able to get my attention for long. Of course, this didn’t keep me from remembering to wear the ring at all times. Too many women is a good problem to have, I say.

However, this brings me back to the ring itself: it was an object that I had been given and not anything that I had earned. It was getting to the point that whenever I was enjoying something or someone that my recent good fortune had provided me, I was forced to confront the fact that none of these objects and none of these lovely people were all that interested in Ronnie McCleary; it was the ring that made me desirable to them. If I dared take the ring off, I knew what would happen: my house and my harem would be as remote to me as they were before I had my ring. I couldn’t give up the good things in my life, but they weren’t the unmitigated boon I initially thought they were.

My increasingly mixed feelings came to a head one evening while I was coming up from giving face. I was relaxing in my upstairs bedroom on the giant bed with the satin sheets with my head between the lovely thighs of Trish the shopgirl. She was arching her back and grabbing onto the bed’s massive headboard as I ate her. I reached my arms up, grabbed her wrists, and pinned them down to the mattress while pressing my head on her pelvis, pinning her immobile to the bed as I continued lapping and blowing gently upon her salty treasure. She cried and writhed helplessly under my weight and strength, all with an incredibly goofy and lovable smile on her face. 

Despite the recent misgivings concerning my good fortune, I hadn’t lost the ability to appreciate a five-foot shorty who was glad to let the man of the house eat her like a hot reuben.

“Hey Trish, why don’t you get us two snifters of Grand Marnier?” I lazily asked her once I felt she had had enough. “I think we’ve both earned it.”

Trish lay exhausted on the bed for a spell before breaking out in another goofy smile. She got out of bed and was walking to a nearby bar to fill our order when I heard a series of loud, urgent knocks coming from the front door.

By the time I came downstairs (followed by a disappointed-looking Trish still holding two full glasses) I could see Zoe having an animated confrontation with some guy in the foyer.

“I didn’t say you could enter, sir,” Zoe informed the stranger. “Leave right now or I’ll arrest you for trespassing.”

“You’ll *arrest* me? Who the fuck do you think you are?” the man replied.

“A cop. And a damn good one.” With this reply, Zoe whipped a hand from behind her back and quickly brought out a pair of handcuffs in a gesture I remembered seeing when we first met. “Leave Mr. McCleary’s residence. NOW.”

At this final command, more girls entered the foyer, eyes locked on the stranger. To the left of Zoe, Paula emerged from an adjacent room and folded her arms. To the right, Linda came in holding a fresh mop (did I mention the first floor of the mansion had beautiful parquet floors, and Linda did a magnificent job cleaning them?) and offering the intruder a glare that would’ve made me shit bricks had I seen it a few months ago during one of our long-forgotten basement meetings in my old building.

I stopped looking down at the foyer and looked over at Trish to make sure she was okay, and I swear I could see a twinge of guilt on her face.

“Fine. I’ll leave,” the stranger conceded, moving his eyes wildly around the inside of the house. Finally, he locked his gaze in Trish’s direction.

“There she is! That girl was my fiancee, and one day with no warning she leaves and me starts shacking up with that creep up there.”

“That’s nice,” replied Zoe. “And now it’s time to leave.”

“I’m not the first person this happened to!” the man continued as Zoe pushed him out the front door. “There are lots of men who’s women he’s stolen! Something fucked up is going on here!”

“Thank you for your input. Have a nice day,” Zoe concluded before slamming the door in the man’s face.

I turned to Trish. “Is what he said true? Were you engaged to that guy?”

“Yeah,” Trish replied, looking at her feet like she was admitting something bad. “It was just for a while though, only two years! Then I met you and everything became clear.” Trish smiled. “I’m your girl now, Ronnie. We’re all your girls.”

There was something about Trish’s reply that seemed to confirm several of the misgivings I’d had lately.

I took one of the glasses out of Trish’s hand as the rest of the girls went back to whatever they were doing before the recent kerfuffle.

“I need a bit of time alone to think, Trish. Enjoy your drink.” 

I then shut the upstairs bedroom door and sat at the foot of my bed. Things were becoming dangerous for me. Resentment was building towards our special household within certain quarters of the town. 

I tried to think of any way out of the situation that didn’t involve forfeiting the ring.

I loved the ring and I loved my harem too much by this point to consider giving them up, even with the problems they were starting to present.

Needing to unwind, I went to the corner of the bedroom where there lay an Gibson J-200 acoustic I’d picked up on one of my recent shopping trips. The person who sold me the instrument at a steep discount, a screaming hot black girl named Clarissa, had become the most recent resident of McCleary Mansion and was currently out at her job selling folks instruments at far less reasonable prices.

My life, for all its newfound pleasure and extravagance, was getting almost predictable. Not that it wasn’t still fun, but I began to suspect that life was more fun when being adored by all the women I wanted wasn’t something I could take for granted.

I took my new guitar to the bed and began idly strumming a few chords to get my mind off things. Soon enough, I could hear a furtive knocking at the door.

“It’s open,” I said, not bothering to leave the bed.

The door creeped open, and soon I could see Trish, Tara, and Paula looking at me while I continued strumming.

“That’s beautiful,” Paula said. “What song is that?”

“Oh, it’s nothing,” I mumbled, “Just something I like to play when I’m feeling a little sad.”

Trish went over and sat on the bed next to me. “That’s really good, Ronnie. Could you finish it sometime? I love to sing.”

Tara and Paula looked at each other, smiled, and said that they loved to sing too as they both came over to the bed.

This is when I began to get an idea about what to do next, other than fuck the three girls who were now with me on my incredibly large bed.

I waited until Clarissa got home from her job before talking about things with her, since she would probably have the most insight concerning my new plan. Once the two of us were alone in my bedroom after she got back home, I told her, while indulging her constant kisses and frequent pleas to ravish my exhausted body, that I thought the girls should form a band.

“Form a band? What for?” Clarissa asked as she grabbed my hand and guided me toward the bed.

“Wait a sec, baby. I need to get this out first,” I said as we sat down on the mattress.

“Oh, I can take care of that,” Clarissa helpfully replied as she immediately began unbuttoning my designer jeans.

“No! Not that. What I mean is, we have a bunch of beautiful women here who like to sing. I have a couple of songs I like to play. Maybe, with your knowledge and connections, we could set up a charity concert or something and dispel some of the negative energy that the community harbors towards us. I’d write it, the girls would sing it, we wouldn’t tell anyone who we were, they’d just know something big and good was going on, right?”

Clarissa looked at me for a second before giving me a smile that told me two things: first, she thought my idea was a good one, and second, she wanted to fuck the shit out of me.

With Clarissa’s help, we began rehearsing songs and booking a venue. Clarissa would handle most of the instrumentation on stage at a DAW, and I would be located discreetly offstage handling the guitar parts. Trish, Tara, and Paula would sing. Zoe would handle security. Trish had even designed some goofy shirts with the girls’ silhouettes on the front that Linda was selling as merch. 

Everything for the concert came together incredibly smoothly, though I was a bit suspicious at how we seemed to be working almost exclusively with women, and whenever Clarissa ran into a roadblock with one of them, she would ask me to involve myself and smooth things over.

Things were always smoothed over this way, and the population of McCleary Mansion grew at the same time.

Soon enough, it was the night of the concert. I paced impatiently backstage, holding my 1958 Black Beauty Les Paul Custom (thank you Clarissa!) and waiting for the show to begin in about fifteen minutes. Trish, Tara, and Paula were backstage, nervously holding hands and doing last-minute rehearsals of harmony parts they already knew backwards and forwards. Clarissa, my acting stage manager and DAW princess, was darting from location to location making sure everything was coordinated.

It seemed like the concert was going to go off without a hitch, but at no point in the preparation process had I been able to shake the feeling that I was a fraud; the only thing that enabled any of this to be possible – the concert, the possessions, the women – was my silver ring. It all had nothing to do with me.

In this final moment of self-doubt, I felt a little tap on my shoulder. I turned around and saw it was Sarah, smiling at me with her black lipstick and big green eyes like she always had.

“Ready Ronnie?” Sarah asked.

I tried to push aside my self-doubt.

“About as ready as I’ll ever be,” I replied. “I gotta say that, even though I’m not even appearing on stage, I’m a little nervous.”

“You’ll do great, Ronnie. I know you will,” Sarah said sweetly. “Oh, before you perform there’s something I want to give you. I meant to give it to you the same time when I gave you the ring, but I guess I left this card in my pocket and then...got distracted.”

With this odd comment, Sarah took a small piece of paper and extended it to me. I grabbed it and read the following:

“Dear Ronnie,

You need to learn to believe in yourself. There’s at least one cute girl out there who thinks you’re cool. Wear this ring and remember that.

Signed,

A Secret Admirer”

I stared at the card and what it meant with open-mouthed shock. 

“Wait a sec,” I stammered, “Do you mean to tell me that my ring was from YOU?”

Sarah nodded.

“I read about these rings and whatever bullshit powers they supposedly possessed, and thought that whatever the truth was, you could use one. I’ve always thought you were cool, Ronnie. You just needed to understand that somehow.”

“So you thought to give me this ring before you ever saw one in person?”

“Yup. I’d never seen this sort of the ring before, with its weird reputation and whatnot, and thought on a lark I’d give one to this weird guy I liked from afar and see what happened. I guess a lot happened, huh?”

I nodded like a moron as Sarah continued.

“I’m sorry not telling you earlier about this, but I thought you knew the ring was from me anyway based on...what happened right after you got it.” 

Sarah then let out a nervous laugh that I found enrapturing.

“Then all these girls wanted to be in your orbit, and I was so happy for you that people finally started to appreciate the Ronnie that I’d always liked from a distance.”

YOU HAVE GOT TO BE SHITTING ME, I thought. 

“I’m glad we’re close now, Ronnie. And you’re gonna do great tonight. All you need to do is relax.”

With this, Sarah kneeled down and began undoing my pants. Not being a complete idiot, I disengaged myself from my electric guitar and laid it to the side.

Soon, Sarah was sucking my cock like it had a tootsie roll center. I was going wild with pleasure, and combing my hands through her short, bright red hair while she deep-throated my rod, occasionally taking the time to lick from the base of my sack all the way to my tip, making pleasure surge within and out of me. I came deep inside her mouth as she rubbed my balls, and she continued to gently suckle my dick as final spasms of pleasure rippled within me. 

“Places, everyone!” I heard Clarissa yell as I struggled to regain focus. “We’re on in thirty seconds!”

Sarah helpfully got my guitar as I put my pants back on. I was ready to rock.

“Knock ‘em dead, Ronnie,” Sarah purred.

The concert began. The four girls on stage killed it for song after song. I did not fuck up any of my guitar parts. The crowd was going wild, cheering and clapping like they already knew all the songs for years. 

After six songs, I decided to enter the stage and take a bit of credit for what was going on. The girls were surprised, but covered my unrehearsed entrance with aplomb.

“Ladies and gentlemen, the mastermind of tonight’s event: songwriter and guitarist extraordinaire, Ronnie McCleary!” Clarissa called into a mic from behind her bank of stage equipment.

Trish, Tara, and Paula all turned toward me, smiled, and began applauding.

The crowd went wild. It was the happiest moment of my life.

At this moment of personal realization, I noticed an odd surge toward the front of the venue, as waves of people attempted to get closer to the stage. Soon, I realized that all of these people were women. A millisecond after seeing this, I saw that all these women were in various stages of undress.

Soon, one of these women had climbed on the stage completely naked and draped her arms around me. More naked women were climbing onto the stage.

Rather than be shocked by this breach of decorum, my four bandmates were soon removing their clothes as well and heading in my direction.

I was eventually knocked down to the ground as two women grabbed my legs and another climbed between them and began kissing me. They were soon joined by others. I wasn’t able to count them all.

The last thing I remember before giving myself over to a happy lifetime of orgiastic extravagance was my ring glittering under the lights of the stage.
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