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The Magic Ring - Part One



It was around 2am on a Tuesday, and I was doing the same thing I usually do at 2am on a Tuesday: mopping the parquet floors of Flatley Consulting, Inc. They’re located on the second floor of my building, and Tuesdays have always been devoted to whoever occupies the second floor. I was only 27, and I’d already seen three separate tenants on this floor walk on the clean parquet I provided them during the wee small hours. I would’ve taken more pride in this, but each tenant had let me know in their own way that they didn’t give a fuck about Ronnie McCleary or the quality of his janitorial work.

I moved the mop gently from one side of the main hall to the other. Under the glowing hum of the fluorescent lights, the motion of my mop was somewhat soothing. It helped me ignore the gnawing sense that there might be something more to life than my “five days, five floors” routine, not that I’d ever had the confidence to seize anything extra to begin with. I’d always been shy and unassuming, and one of the reasons janitor work on the graveyard shift worked for me was because I wouldn’t have to constantly be confronted by other, more successful people.

“Ronnie! What the hell is this?” 

Unfortunately, there were times when confrontation was unavoidable. My boss Linda would interrupt my work to berate my shortcomings. I turned around, and Linda, my over-caffeinated, Type-A, alpha queen boss was clutching a clipboard and walking straight through the area I had just cleaned. She scowled at me and I just stared back. What else could I do?

“Ronnie, I asked you a question.”

“Ma’am?” I couldn’t think of anything else to say. I never could.

Linda rolled her eyes.

“Ronnie, how long have you been working for me?”

“Seven years in August, ma’am.”

“And you’ve still managed to forget that we mop the parquet in figure eights?”

I hadn’t forgotten. It just knew it didn’t make a difference, but everything had to be done Linda’s way. Everything.

“I’m sorry ma’am.”

“I don’t care if you’re sorry or not, Ronnie. Just do it the right way and not like you’re sweeping leaves on someone’s porch. Though goodness knows you probably wouldn’t do that right either.”

“Yes ma’am.” 

“And pay extra attention to the break room when you’re done. Looks like someone stuck a cat in the microwave.”

Linda’s scowl receded into a wince, which was her way of letting me know our conversation was over. As I watched her leave, I wondered if my life would always be like this – endless routine interrupted by thankless criticism. 

With a shrug and a sigh, I spent the next half hour mopping Linda’s footprints off the parquet in perfect figure eights.

When I woke up the next day I realized I was still wearing my janitor coveralls. This was far from the first time this had happened, but each time still made me feel embarrassed. I couldn’t escape the job even while I slept.

I kept laying on my futon and let my eyes wander around the apartment, not that there was that much to see; there was the sink full of dirty dishes, the refrigerator containing precisely three edible items (two of them condiments), the wallpaper that had spent the last sixty years of its life slowly escaping the wall, and the exposed ceiling bulb that flickered like a drunken strobe. The exposed pipes that dripped on me in summer and burned me in winter, and the mismatched refugees of at least three different IKEA sets. 

Nothing made me feel like a failure more than my apartment. It was a curse having to wake up there every evening before the graveyard shift began. 

“What did I do to end up like this?” I whispered to no one. 

The wallpaper maintained a stoic silence in reply.

“Is this what I deserve?” I continued.

The dirty dishes offered me no answers. 

“Will life ever change?”

The ceiling bulb sputtered glowing laughter at my expense. I began to feel a slight headache coming on. This was my call to action.

“I need a coffee.” 

I thought about changing my clothes before walking to the coffee shop across the street, but realized it was pointless. I’d just have to change back before heading to work, so why bother? Bleary-eyed, I put on sneakers and left my studio in search of a sixteen-ounce drip. Tonight might even require an extra espresso shot to fortify my brain for Wednesday’s work. Wednesday was devoted to the third floor. Laydon’s Insurance Billing. There was a lot of linoleum on that floor and Linda had her own specific instructions for that surface. 

I was just leaving the apartment building when I bumped into someone just making her way inside. 

“Oh! Excuse me! I’m sorry!” I blurted out. Then I looked up and saw her.

It was Sarah, a bike courier who often made deliveries to the apartment’s tenants. I didn’t know her, but I remembered overhearing her name at the coffee shop a few weeks ago. Nothing about her was easy to forget - her shock of bright dyed red hair, the numerous facial piercings, the cold menace of her leather jacket and combat boots, and how none of these details could distract from the perfect way her Misfits t-shirt pressed against her breasts or how her tight jeans contained her wonderfully round ass and toned legs. 

I remember staring at her in the coffee shop the day I first heard her name, and now she was right in front of me and I was still staring. Sarah broke the detente while I continued to gape.

“Uh...it’s OK. You Ronnie?”

This tough, body-modded goddess had asked me a question. It was difficult not to concentrate on the wonderfully round and soft way her Misfits skull was leering at me, but I still had enough blood left in my brain to nod so I nodded.

“Good. This is yours,” Sarah replied. She then handed me a small, plain brown package with her arms fully extended, as if she were trying to maximize her distance from both the myself and the package. “You should probably open this right now. It’s been giving me strange vibes since I picked it up.”

I grabbed the brown package from Sarah and held it in front of my waist to hide the increasing tumescence of my other package. Even when a hot girl was talking to me, my body would find a way to ruin everything. 

“Oh? That’s weird,” I stammered. Not wanting to seem unfriendly, I shifted my gaze to her sparkling green eyes (with black eye shadow, because of course) and smiled. 

A slight smirk spread across Sarah’s face that unnerved me a little. 

I unwrapped the package. The plain brown wrapping concealed a small box covered in black velvet. A small silver ring was inside. There were no markings or engravings of any kind, just a simple band. I looked for a note or any indication of who the ring was from or what it signified but couldn’t find any. 

Without thinking, I put the ring on. It shone under the single light of the apartment foyer. I let out a little laugh. At least the ring fit. 

I was about to thank Sarah for the package when I noticed that her previous smirk was gone. Her eyes had grown wide and were starting into mine. Her black lips were parted slightly and her breathing became heavier. Perhaps the exertions of her route had made her winded.

“Are you alright?” I asked. “Do you need me to get you a glass of water?”

She replied by doing the unthinkable – she began walking toward me.

“Yes. That would be nice. Thank you, Ronnie.”

I nodded and turned to head back to my apartment when another unthinkable event happened. Sarah had grabbed my hand.

“Ronnie, let me come with you.”

While I struggled to comprehend the implications of this request, Sarah impatiently scoured the mail list that hung on the wall until she found my name.

“Apartment C, right?” 

I nodded and Sarah pulled me by the hand back into the building.

Once she had closed my studio door behind us, Sarah turned and looked at me.

“You’re...wow. You’re really something, you know that?” she whispered.

Too many unthinkable things were happening this evening. I liked waking up early enough so my mornings (or evenings, as it were) weren’t rushed before the workday began. It was clear to me that Sarah didn’t care to employ a relaxed pace. 

I blushed. “Um, uh, well, I…”

Sarah interrupted my speech by wrapping her arms around my neck. She then leapt up and wrapped the strong thighs of a dedicated cyclist around my waist.

“Shut up and kiss me, Ronnie.”

I did my best to comply, subduing any incredulity or cowardice with my growing desire to remove her jeans. I then attempted to carry her over to the futon and tripped over one of those damn pipes. We collapsed in a heap on the floor. It was mortifying.

“Oh no! Sarah, are you alright?” 

She shook her head impatiently at me, smiled, and pulled me towards her to kiss me again. Eventually, she stopped and looked at me. We were still on the floor.

“Ronnie, I want you to touch me. It’s alright.”

My hands were trembling. Between my inexperience and our recent collapse upon the smooth cement floor (hurrah for cheap basement studios), my confidence was wavering. Sarah grabbed my hand. She was still smiling, but a flinty determination had entered her emerald eyes.

“Ronnie, I NEED you to touch me. NOW.” With this command, she grabbed one of my hands and laid it upon her breast with a sigh. Her breast was soft and quivered gently with each of her breaths. I felt her nipple, wonderfully erect, as it strained against her shirt. Her chest rose and fell several times as we continued kissing. Sarah then pulled her head away.

“Aren’t you going to move your hands? I want them all over my body,” Sarah moaned.

I looked over and saw my hand, immobile, still cupping her glorious left tit. It looked like I was giving the Misfits logo a vision test. Sarah grabbed my hand and placed it on the side of her ass, and pressed against it so her waist pushed against mine.

“I want your hand HERE now,” she commanded. I was starting to get dizzy. There was barely enough remaining blood in my body to service my brain; all resources were diverted elsewhere.

“Yes ma’am,” I thoughtlessly whispered. Sarah smiled again.

“My name’s Sarah.”

“I know,” I replied with even less thought. Sarah looked at me with bemusement.

“How the hell did you know my name?”

I was flummoxed by this inquiry, so I interrupted her interrogation by doing what was coming more naturally – I kissed her again. My hands finally began to stop trembling and move more smoothly. Eventually, we made our way off the floor and onto the futon. Her breathing began to quicken as I lay her down and she looked up at me. 

“I need this jacket off,” she panted. A gush of inspiration filled me.

“Um, you can leave it on. If you like.” 

I’d always liked leather.

Sarah smiled. I kissed her again with more success and began fumbling with my coveralls as Sarah began undoing the buttons below her waist. Soon, my work clothes were bunched on the floor next to Sarah’s combat boots, wool socks, and jeans. I noticed with a thrill that Sarah had gone commando. 

Must make it easier during those long bike rides, I thought. 

We stopped kissing and I got off the futon and stood in front of Sarah while wearing nothing but the tighty-whities I’d received from my aunt for a Christmas present. I was trembling with excitement and struggling to control my breathing. My underwear was pointed straight at Sarah, who was wearing her leather jacket, Misfits t-shirt, and nothing else. 

She smiled and looked up at me. “Let’s get those off, shall we? Then *I*  can get *you* off.”

I was becoming more comfortable with accepting the unthinkable. I removed my briefs as gracefully as I could (an impossible task that involved much one-footed hopping) and she grabbed my cock with one of her small hands and inserted it into her eager mouth. Traces of black lipstick began accumulating on my shaft as she inserted my member deeper and deeper. Any concern regarding stains on my Christmas present subsided as waves of pleasure overcame me. 

I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed before that her tongue was pierced. I sure as hell noticed now.

Right when I was about to nut, I pulled out. Sarah looked up at me.

“What’s the matter, Ronnie? It’s alright. All I want to do is swallow your cum.”

I was not used to this level of honesty and replied with a series of attempted monosyllables.

“I...you...me...cum...uh…”

Sarah somehow understood and nodded.

“You’re right. Not yet. How about you deliver a package through the back door first?”

Sarah smiled and turned around, leaning on my blue futon and wagging her perfect, round ass straight in the air. 

Shyness be damned, some invitations cannot be declined.

My cock was slick with saliva (and a little black lipstick) and slid easily inside her brown hole. I moaned with pleasure and tried not to come immediately while propping my torso up with my hands pressed against her leather jacket. It was almost impossible not to lose control as I thrust again and again inside her. Sarah cried aloud with each motion. My hands slid down to her haunches and I squeezed their supple flesh. 

“Slap it,” Sarah pleaded. I complied. A loud smack filled the stale air of my studio apartment. I swear it somehow made in the ceiling bulb flicker.

I started easing into a rhythm and began riding her like she rode a bike. My blue futon began to creak a soothing beat as I leaned over and grabbed her tits through her shirt. The back of her leather jacket began to fog with my hot breath.

Soon, the creak of the futon was synchronized with Sarah’s moaning. I maintained a steady pace while pounding her and began to imagine I was riding at the Tour de France. It was important to maintain a sustainable pace, I thought. Especially during mountain stages.

The thought of mountains made me crave something. I pulled out of her and turned her around. Sarah had a wild, dazed smile on her face.

“Take off the rest of your clothes,” I said. Feeling rude, I followed with a please.

Sarah laughed and complied, removing her leather jacket and shirt with gusto. She hadn’t been wearing a bra. That Misfits shirt was two sizes too small and doing work during her evening bike rides.

I looked down at Sarah while her breasts heaved up and down with each breath. She had an incredible body. I felt like a fool for only having her stripped below the waist for so long. I also noted with some amusement (but no surprise) that the carpet did not match the curtains. 

So you’re a brunette, I thought.

She looked up at me with what could only be called desire. Incredible as it seemed, this hot little punk wanted me inside of her again and wanted it bad. 

As if to settle the matter, Sarah grabbed my hips and pressed them down against hers, and then she grabbed my cock and put it inside her. Her cunt was warm and wet and would no longer brook any reticence on my part. 

I thrust inside her again and again. It was impossible to imagine Sarah as a bicycle anymore. There was no longer any need for fantastical abstraction to help me accept what was happening. I was just starting to accept that this hot, vivacious woman wanted a piece – maybe several pieces – of Ronnie McCleary, janitor.

“Oh God, Ronnie! Yes! Yes!”

Over Sarah’s cries I could hear the futon creak louder and louder. 

Dust shook free from the ceiling plaster and began covering the two of us in a fine layer of sweaty, silty paste. 

My IKEA refugees began creeping across the vibrating floor.

The dirty dishes in the sink began rattling in time.

The ceiling bulb attempted to flicker along but couldn’t keep up.

Soon, I couldn’t keep up any longer either and shot several ropes into Sarah’s pussy.. 

She nodded each time I came, welcoming each release.

A few minutes later, Sarah and I were still lying on the futon in my strangely disheveled apartment, catching our breath. 

That just happened, I kept thinking. That fucking just happened! 

I then remembered what had initiated the most incredible evening (morning? whatever) of my life and looked at the silver ring on my hand in amazement. Meanwhile, Sarah got up, shook some of the dust out of her hair, and began putting on her clothes. 

Soon, Sarah was standing next to the futon I was still lying on. It was clear that she was still radiant and flushed, despite the clothes she was now wearing.

“Call me, okay? Don’t make me hunt you down,” she whispered. She then winked, leaned over, and gave me one final kiss before leaving the apartment and shutting the door behind her.

I continued to lay on my blue futon.

“What the hell just happened?” I whispered to myself. It was all too much to process.

Beams of slight shone through the remnants of unsettled dust. I looked at my ring again with amazement.

“What the hell?”

It was all a blur. A glorious blur. And then, as suddenly as it began, it ended. I wondered how soon it would be before I’d contact Sarah again. It was too bad she had to leave so suddenly. Couldn’t she stay to cuddle, or at least help me wash the sheets on the futon?

I rolled over and looked out the window. Dusk was giving way to night.

Sarah probably had to go back to work, I thought. Then I remembered.

“SHIT! WORK!”

With the grace of a concussed acrobat, I leapt out of the futon and began preparing for the workday that was scheduled to begin in twenty minutes’ time.
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