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The Magic Ring - Part Three



I began walking home in a similarly exhausted daze to the one I’d begun my workday with. I’d just fucked two incredible women since waking up, and I’d be getting the rest of the shift off with pay. Normally, I’d feel like King Shit on Turd Mountain, but I was still too exhausted and confused to feel completely smug about things. 

Moreover, my mouth was dry from the day’s proceedings. Without thinking, I crossed the street to duck into a nearby convenience store and pick up a soda. Two cars nearly ran me over as I staggered across the street. I didn’t care. I just really wanted a Mountain Dew. 

It was when I was crossing the store’s parking lot that I noticed the red and blue lights shining behind me, and could hear the brief chirp of a police siren.

“Sir, could I have a word with you please?” a voice yelled in a tone that let me know they were making a command and not a request.

I turned around and saw a police car trailing me about ten feet behind with a stern, face mostly covered with her mirrored sunglasses peering out the driver’s side window. 

“Shit,” I muttered to no one in particular before walking toward her. I reached the driver’s side door and saw the cop looking up at me, completely inscrutable behind her shades.

“Did you know you just jaywalked, sir?”

What an anal bitch, I thought. This bewildering evening was definitely regressing to the mean.

“Um...I’m sorry ma’am. I wasn’t thinking.” I gave a defensive ‘what are you going to do?’ shrug and could just see my silver ring twinkle red and blue in my periphery.

At first, the cop gave no reaction to my statement. Then, in a dazed voice that was becoming increasingly familiar, she replied, “I’m going to need to...uh...book you. Jaywalking and...loitering.”

“What?” I squeaked incredulously. 

The cop then exited the vehicle. She was tall, a little taller than me, and had her blond hair tied back in a tight braid.

“Hands against the car,” the cop said, regaining her composure. “Don’t move.”

I complied.

“Put your hands behind you,” she commanded. 

“Am I under arrest?” I asked.

Saying nothing, the cop grabbed each of my wrists, and I could feel cold metal snap harshly around them. 

“What’s your name?” the cop asked with a curious softness.

“Ronnie.”

With a well-practiced motion, the cop pulled me backwards with one arm while opening the back door of her cruiser with the other. 

“I’m Officer Ludington. Get in the back please. Watch your head.”

Even a person as meek and non-confrontational as myself would have normally objected to this vaguely unconstitutional detainment, but a small and horny voice inside me suggested that, based on recent events, I should just go with the flow.

I went with the flow.

Officer Ludington slammed the door behind me, took the wheel of the cruiser, and drove behind the bodega, parking adjacent to a dumpster in the back. 

“Here we are,” Officer Ludington said. “This should give us some privacy.”

This statement would have normally filled my body with fear, but instead filled me with a feeling of happy anticipation despite my recent exertions. 

Sure enough, before I knew it the cop was straddling me in the back seat of the cruiser. She had left her glasses in the back seat, and her blue eyes shone with desire right before she put her warm tongue into my mouth. We shared a small piece of spearmint gum for a few seconds.

“You’ve been a bad boy, haven’t you Ronnie?” the cop whispered as she ground her hips into mine. I was getting hard, and I noticed with some delight that – to quote Sir Psycho Sexy – I could feel her getting wet through the uniform. I tried to grab her ass and realized that I was still cuffed. I asked the officer if I could be released.

“All in good time, civilian,” she replied as she undid the zipper on my coveralls. She then lay me down on the back seat of the cruiser and soon my coveralls were bundled on the floor next to my underwear.

The cop was between my sprawled legs and began licking my shaft. She undid the tie holding her braid together and I could feel her blond hair fall around my package as she continued to lick and suck, first the tip and then slowly down to the base. With my hands still trapped behind me, I helplessly raised my hips toward her head as a blanket of orgasmic feeling descended upon me. Her blue eyes looked up and met mine.

“Not yet,” Officer Ludington whispered as she moved her face over to mine. We kissed again as she took a small object out from one of her pockets, moved her hands under my back, and effortlessly freed my hands. I immediately grabbed her ass, soft yet strong, and I could feel her growing wet warmth rub against my dick.

The windows of the car began to fog as Officer Ludington took off her pants. I noted with some delight that Sarah wasn’t the only one who had gone to work commando that evening, and began fondling the officer’s pussy with one of my free hands. Her cunt had blossomed with heat and moisture, and she moaned with delight as she began unbuttoning her shirt. Soon, she was as naked as I was. A salty, humid fog of erogenous joy began to fill the confined space of the car.

Her breasts hung tantalizingly over my face. I fondled one of her nipples of my tongue while pressing her ass slowly toward my shaft. My cock slid easily in, and Officer Ludington shuddered.

“Oh God,” she said as I lifted inside her with a quickening pace. She was so eager for me. The warmth of her body couldn’t lie. I penetrated her again and again, and she became wetter and warmer with each movement. Energy and desire were rising within my cock. My balls felt like two humming bells, singing songs of pleasure deep inside her wet, heated, blond thatch. We kissed again, tongues and lips dancing in union, and she began nibbling on my ear. Within the roar of her hot breath I could hear her say something to me:

“Come inside me quickly. I have a patrol to finish.”

I complied, shooting inside of her with the energy and violence of a taser.

After Officer Ludington drove me home and I copiously thanked her for her service, I entered my studio and grabbed a dusty, long-neglected laptop from the room’s only shelf.

Thank goodness Sarah and I hadn’t knocked it over earlier, I thought.

The battery was understandably dead, so I scrambled to find an outlet I could plug the laptop into without risking electrocution. Finding one, I jammed the laptop’s power cord inside, turned the laptop on, and impatiently waited for the unit to boot before attempting several perfunctory web searches.

‘Silver ring’ was far too broad and yielded nothing useful. ‘Silver ring sex’ gave some nice images that reminded me a bit of Sarah, but nothing terribly informative. I wracked my brain for more options. What was it the ring seemed to do? Well, to put it bluntly, the ring seemed to operate as the world’s ultimate spanish fly for all within the vicinity of the ring bearer. The word ‘aphrodisiac’ popped into my head, and I incorporated it into my prior search terms.

Soon, I was awash in a maze of forgotten websites and old webrings of geocities and angelfire links that talked of magical objects that channeled, harnessed, and conferred sexual desire. Often such vessels were unassuming items like rings which secured incredible erotic power upon the bearer. Countless theories attempted to explain the mechanism behind these items’ operation, only dwarfed by the number of people who asked how they might acquire one. 

My research that evening yielded few concrete results save one: I had a magic ring that made hot girls want to fuck me. Why analyze further?

Relieved with this conclusion, I lay down on the futon and closed my eyes to get a bit of much-needed sleep (it had been an exhausting day!) when there was a knock on the door.

It can’t be anything important, I thought to myself, keeping my eyes closed and hoping against hope that whoever was waiting at the door would go away.

It would not.

“Ronnie, I know you’re in there. Let me in,” a voice called from behind the door. I could then hear a sudden clatter of footsteps from the same direction.

My eyes were wide open by now, tantalized both by the source of the voice and the idea that this person might not be alone. I began to suspect I wouldn’t be getting much sleep in the immediate future. I sprang from my futon and opened the door.

Before me stood the glorious triumvirate of the last 24 hours: Sarah the bike courier (and unmistakable source of the voice behind the door), my boss Linda, and Officer Ludington. There was desire and anticipation in the eyes of each, occasionally punctuated with a glance of suspicion or disdain in the direction of the other two. 

“Well Ronnie,” pleaded Sarah, “Won’t you let me in?”

“Let *you* in?” countered Linda, “I’m his boss. We have...job related matters to discuss.”

Officer Ludington took a nightstick from behind her back and began urgently tapping the doorframe.

“Ladies, break it up!” the policewoman cried. “There’s nothing to see here, so let’s break it up and return to our homes, right?” She then turned to me and continued, “Good thing you’re already there, Ronnie. I need to come in. Pretend I have a warrant.”

The three women then began loudly bickering in such a manner that I was afraid the neighbors would wake up. Having three beautiful women compete for one’s affections is normally flattering, but I was beginning to feel embarrassed and was afraid of an imminent visit from the super. Thankfully, my research had insinuated that I might be able to assume some power over the situation.

“Everyone! Be quiet!” I yelled. 

With three audible clicks, the women’s jaws snapped shut. I smiled at the suddenness of their compliance.

“Enter my apartment in an orderly fashion and sit down on the futon,” I commanded in a softer tone of voice.

One by one, the three women did as I told them, each stealing a furtive glance my way as if to let me know that they were happy to obey any command as long as I was the one to give it to them.

After shutting the door, I decided that now was the time to press my authority.

“Sarah, come over here.”

Without saying a word, she complied and stood next to me. I saw that her black lipstick was still smudged from a few hours ago, and gave her a little smile. She smiled back. I then turned my attention to the other two women.

“Office Luding...I’m sorry, what’s your first name?”

The cop sat at attention with perfect posture upon being recognized.

“Zoe.”

I liked that name.

“Alright Zoe. I want you and Linda to begin kissing each other like you would me.”

The two shared a slight look for surprise before turning toward each other and kissing each other gently. Soon, any reticence either would have had was melted away, and they began taking off each other’s clothes. I was pleased, but a little surprised.

“Excuse me,” I interjected, “But I didn’t tell either of you to strip down.”

Linda took her mouth off Zoe’s neck and turned to me in reply.

“Sorry Ronnie, but you said to treat each other as we would you. And I want you naked.”

I considered this and smiled. I was also rock hard.

“Very well. Carry on then,” I said, before turning my attention to Sarah. She looked up at me with hungry eyes and began tugging at the neckline of her white t-shirt.

“Ronnie, can I take this off please?”

“Yes you may. But kiss me first. It’s been a while.”

We kissed, and I could feel one of her small hands reach down and begin rubbing the heat of my package. I grabbed her ripe peach with both hands and pulled her toward me as Sarah’s leather jacket fell to the floor, which were soon joined by the rest of her clothes. Meanwhile, Linda and Zoe were entangled on the futon, writhing and moaning. Zoe was completely naked by this point, and Linda was wearing nothing save her stilettos. I looked at the two of them hungrily while stripping off my own clothes.

Sarah saw that I was observing the action on the futon, and once I was naked she jealously responded by leaping on me as she had before, wrapping her wonderfully thick thighs around my torso and kissing me again. Her desire smelled of sweat and the sea.

I carried Sarah over to my increasingly hard-pressed futon, and lay her down next to Zoe and Linda. I descended down Sarah’s body and began lapping gently at her pussy with my tongue. She grabbed a nearby pillow and used it to stifle the volume of her cries with mixed success. She was so soft, warm, and salty. I held Sarah’s blossomed treasure within my mouth, found her button with my tongue, and gently began to suck. Her body shuddered uncontrollably and muffled cries exploded from underneath the pillow she held to her face.

It was time. I raised my head from between Sarah’s legs.

“Zoe, treat me like I’m treating Sarah,” I commanded. 

Soon, I could feel Zoe’s hot breath underneath me, and she began nursing my cock like a pacifier. She then wrapped her arms around my waist, and I began pressing into and pulling away from Zoe’s compliant, supple mouth. She began humming with her lips around my girth, and a shock of pleasure erupted within me. Regaining focus, I returned to Sarah and began blowing gently on her clit while Zoe continued sucking and humming around me. Sarah began a loud, sustained moan in response to my breath that provided a lovely harmony with Zoe’s humming.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Linda eyeing the three of us with barely restrained desire. I had to say something. Or do something. Or do someone.

“Don’t worry, Linda. Your time will come soon enough. And so will you.”

With this, I pulled out of Zoe’s mouth, left Sarah with final lingering kisses to her two wet, open mouths, and crawled over to a waiting Linda.

“Sarah, Zoe, I think it’s time I discussed stick technique with my boss,” I said over my shoulder. With that, I moved between Linda’s lithe, tan legs and put my swizzle deep within her martini. Her eyes grew wide as her cunt clung eagerly to my rock-hard shaft.

“I...hoped...we wouldn’t wait...until Friday…” Linda purred as I thrust deeper and deeper inside of her. Her nails dug into the flesh of my back. I felt delicious stripes of pain as I churned her moist hot depths again and again with my dick. Meanwhile, I could hear a shuffling noise behind me on the futon.

Soon, Zoe had turned my head to the side and began kissing me deeply and I kept fucking Linda. Sarah was behind her, fondling Zoe’s breasts and kissing her neck. Having so many beautiful women coming all around me made my penis feel like a heat-seeking missile attempting to fly from my body and vanquish all available targets with its power. Waves of erotic euphoria cascaded down my rod, through the small of my back, and down my legs. Only Linda’s scratching grounded me and kept my cock from losing all control, but only barely. I quickened my pace and thrust deeper and faster inside that hot, wiry cougar than I’d ever imagined possible. 

Under a hot mess of beautiful black hair, Linda began to scream. She didn’t bother to use a pillow to muffle anything, and I was too deep into her to care about the neighbors. Let them complain. They’d really just be jealous.

I jerked my mouth away from Zoe’s hungry lips and looked down into Linda’s brown eyes. She grinned up at me, only opening her mouth to catch her breath or cry out.

“You want me, baby?” I demanded of Linda as I kept fucking her.

“Yes, Ronnie! More than….ahhhhhhh!…anything!”

I could feel the other two warm, compliant bodies on the futon converging upon me.

“I do too, Ronnie! Kiss me again!” Zoe pleaded.

Sarah stood up on the futon with Linda’s prone torso between her legs, and placed her pussy in front of my face. I loved her smell. Moisture shone between her thighs.

“Finish me off, Ronnie. Please.”

Zoe clung to my back and began nuzzling my neck as I resumed eating Sarah, wrapping my arms around her waist and fondling her glorious ass with my hands. Meanwhile, under everyone lay Linda, who kept guiding me inside of her.

All the pleasure and warmth in my body began surging toward my penis. I withdrew my face from Sarah, pushed her gently aside, and looked down at Linda. Sarah was flustered for only a second before she grabbed Zoe from my back and began ravishing her.

“Tell me Linda, how does it feel to lose control?” I inquired as I felt erotic energy surge through my body and focus inside her. 

“It’s wonderful, Ronnie! And your stick technique is...unnnnnngh..improving!”

“Tell me I’m your favorite employee.”

Linda nodded as best she could between orgasmic trills.

“You are, Ronnie! Oh gosh, you are!”

As ‘good golly’ had done before, hearing my demanding harridan of a boss resort to the minced oaths of a chaste schoolgirl did me in. I pulled out and began stroking my shaft over Linda’s toned and tanned belly. 

Rope after rope of semen flew out of my cock and striped Linda’s body. Once the eruptions ceased, I exhaustedly called out to the nearby sapphic entanglement.

“Zoe, suck my balls. Sarah, put my dick in your mouth and don’t let it out until it’s completely clean.”

The girls complied.  Final ripples of pleasure shuddered through me as I felt lips and tongues greedily remove the last of my essence. All the time, Linda looked up at me with a proud smile before asking me a question:

“Ronnie, I think we should have our meetings five days a week. What do you say?”
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