
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE MAGIC RING - PART TWO


KELLY NOTTE



Copyright © 2025 by Kelly Notte

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

[image: Vellum flower icon]
Formatted with Vellum



Contents


1. The Magic Ring - Part Two
Also by Kelly Notte



1








The Magic Ring - Part Two



Nineteen-ish minutes after throwing myself from my futon and my apartment, I was back at my building. There was no time to rely on an Uber, let alone a bus, so I ran the two-and-a-half miles from my apartment to the five-floor building where I spent most of my nights. 

By the time I arrived, I was covered in sweat. Much of the sweat had been accumulated during my run. The remainder had been accumulated with Sarah, the bike courier who had incredibly just become my latest sexual conquest. I’d forgotten how many years it had been since my last one. 

I was still wearing the silver ring whose appearance had christened the evening’s adventures. It was still too bizarre a sequence of events for me to comprehend or accept, but the ring’s presence reminded me not only that they happened, but they might happen again if I could find where Sarah had written her phone number.

In an exhausted daze, I ran up the three flights of stairs that would take me to Wednesday’s assigned floor. It would be far too reckless for me to wait for an elevator and risk being late.

Once I reached the third floor, I took an immediately left turn toward that floor’s janitorial closet. Once there, I paused in front of the door, held my breath, and strained to hear any evidence that Linda was around. All was quiet. Letting out a sigh, I proceeded to fumble with my key ring until I found the appropriate one, grabbed my mop and bucket along with a walkie-talkie, and quickly made my way to the front door of Laydon’s Insurance Billing and its linoleum gauntlet.

As I rounded a corner and the office came within view, I saw a familiar figure standing in front of its twin doors. She wore a white blouse (as she did every work night), a black knee-length skirt (ditto), and black stilettos that could only have been designed to gouge eyes and puncture dreams. Her black hair was tied back neatly in a bun, and this hair – combined with her glasses and thin, pursed lips – gave her the look of a perpetually disappointed school librarian.

“Cutting it a little close, aren’t we?” Linda called. 

Though she was about twenty feet away, I averted my gaze. Without thinking, I began nervously rubbing my silver ring. It twinkled happily under the third floor fluorescents.  

“I’m sorry, ma’am. Uh...I had...bike trouble,” I mumbled to the floor. What I said was almost the truth.

“Then I suggest you get the bike fixed. You’re three minutes late, and that’s as good as fifteen.”

I struggled to maintain composure as I lifted my head to look at the nearest clock. Upon finding one, I saw that its minute hand had incriminatingly gone to three minutes’ past. Linda and I both knew all work time was divvied out in quarter-hour chunks, so my three minutes of tardiness meant being docked fifteen minutes of pay. Thankfully, I hadn’t received a raise in four years so the loss of fifteen minutes’ pay wasn’t as disappointing in absolute terms as it would have been otherwise.

I swallowed hard and attempted to catch my breath. “Sorry, ma’am. I’ll make sure it won’t happen again.”

Linda was too far away for me to see her face, but I could feel the red lasers fade from her eyes as she lost interest in me and strode into an adjacent hall. She was probably headed back to her office in the building’s basement, where she would no doubt continue devising elaborate mopping techniques for any and all conceivable flooring surfaces.

Wednesday evening continued as Wednesday evenings do – mopping the white linoleum that populated the office suite of Laydon’s. This surface was particularly unforgiving of dirt and grime, but Linda had devised a special mopping technique to counter this. Rather than employ the figure-eights of the second-floor parquet, or the leaf-sweeping technique that I favored, I was to use short strokes no greater than six inches in length (Linda was very specific on this point), and rinse my mop after every six feet of coverage to complete a second pass over what I’d just mopped. The hallways were about three feet wide, so this meant that mopping white linoleum was to be done in chunks of eighteen-square feet, six inches at a time, two passes for each chunk. 

This is the sort of math that makes my back ache.

I had just finished my fifth linoleum chunk of the evening (only twenty-six more to go! Hurrah!) when an unexpected noise came from my hip.

“Ronnie? Ronnie?”

Through the static I could tell that the voice was Linda’s. I wondered why she was using the walkie-talkie. She normally insisted on face-to-face intimidation. Whatever her reason for remote communication, it couldn’t be good.

I brought the receiver to my ear. “Ma’am?”

“Head down to the basement, Ronnie. We need to talk about something.”

My heart sank into my stomach. “Yes ma’am. Be right there.”

Setting the mop and bucket aside, I left the office suite and headed to the elevator. It would take more time to wait for the elevator than to descend the stairs. My reprieve from Linda’s harassment could last that much longer.

Whereas most floors of the building were dark, lonely places during the hours I worked there (and I appreciated them for it), the building’s basement was dark and lonely twenty-four hours a day, and for this reason I never felt completely comfortable there. It made sense that Linda would have her office in such sullen depths. 

I entered the elevator, pushed the shiny and relatively-disused ‘B’ button, and tried to savor the last peaceful twenty seconds I would have for a while. 

Soon, far too soon, the elevator’s doors opened to a dark, shadowy realm of pipes and brick. It looked the way my apartment would look if it were a labyrinth. The only light in this nether realm came from behind a door about twenty feet away that had been left suspiciously ajar.

Though it was too dark to read, I knew the words “JANITORIAL OFFICE” were inscribed upon this door. I also knew who was inside waiting for me.

I took a deep breath, went toward the light, and opened the door.

Linda was seated with her back to me behind a large desk. Upon the desk were three large, perfectly stacked piles of paper along with a completely predictable coffee mug stuffed with writing utensils and emblazoned with “CLEANLINESS IS NEXT TO ME” in bright red letters. She reminded me of an anal-retentive supervillain.

“Close the door behind you,” she said without turning around. I obliged, and she rotated her chair in time with the click of the door’s latch. 

“Ronnie, I want to talk to you about your work.”

“Yes ma’am?” 

There was then a pause between us that I found distressing. Linda was usually completely on the ball and inordinately eloquent when it concerned my shortcomings – no doubt the subject of this basement office meeting – but now she just stared at me with a look on her face that I had never seen before. Her lips were slightly parted but no words came out, and her eyes remained fixed upon me. More than anything, she looked confused.

“Ronnie, I, um. What I mean to say is…”

Linda then took one talon-like hand and began playing with the back of her hair while not finishing her sentence. It was now my turn to be confused. I summoned all my courage and dared to ask her if everything was all right.

“Huh? Oh. Yeah Ronnie, everything’s fine.”

Now a few things began to bother me.

First, there was the dreamy way with which she answered my question. I had never heard Linda’s voice sound so soft before.

Secondly, there was the use of the word “yeah” to indicate the affirmative. Linda would never use that word. ‘Yes,’ ‘correct,’ ‘of course,’ and even ‘affirmative’ but never ‘yeah.’ 

Finally, there was a little smile that rounded the corner of her lips when she answered me. This gesture was almost as unexpected coming from Linda as the word ‘yeah.’

Linda continued this chain of chaotic events by pulling out a pin in the back of her head and letting her black hair fall over the shoulders of her blouse. I had never seen Linda let her hair down before, figuratively or literally.

Naturally, I feared she was experiencing a health episode of some sort. I summoned all my temerity and questioned my boss again.

“Are you sure you’re okay? Do you need me to get you a glass of water or something?”

Linda undid the top button of her white blouse and leaned forward on the desk.

“No, Ronnie. I’m fine. Just a little hot down here in the basement, that’s all. Why don’t you sit down?”

In all the meetings I’d had in Linda’s basement office, she had never asked me to sit down. To confirm this, I looked around the room and was reminded that the only pieces of furniture in the room were Linda’s chair and Linda’s desk. I began to worry this was a set-up of some sort.

Linda picked up on my confusion and let out a little laugh.

“Oh, I guess you can’t. That’s OK. You can stand.” She then looked down at her revealing cleavage and back up at me. Her smile broadened. I dared not echo her gaze, as much as a small and growing part of me was curious about the idea.

“I want to talk to you about your mopping technique,” she continued. At the end of this statement, she unsuccessfully stifled another laugh.

I could feel my palms begin to sweat, but I started feeling something else as well. Linda had beautiful hair, and I found myself glad that she had let it down. She was well into her forties, but her newly flowing locks made her look at least ten years younger. Her smile, something I was wholly unfamiliar with before this moment, was coy yet alluring. She began looking less like a disapproving librarian and more like the teacher in school you had a crush on. 

Reflexively, I used my higher vantage point to sneak a look at Linda’s goodies. I couldn’t help it. Whether or not Linda noticed my brief glance, she said nothing but continued talking.

“Your recent cleaning technique has been substandard, Ronnie. I think we need to schedule a few one-on-one meetings for the sake of...mop technique evaluations. How do Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays work for you?” She smiled again, like she had just said something clever.

It was difficult not to be suspicious of Linda’s sudden interest in my work, but any trepidation on my part was easily set aside by witnessing the gorgeous metamorphosis my boss was undergoing. Was I getting turned on by her? What was happening to me?

This was when I realized that I had gotten hard. I began leaning slightly forward so my coveralls wouldn’t betray me. Then, with growing shock, I saw that Linda was reacting to my shift in posture with a wicked grin.

Nervously, I began fidgeting with the silver ring that was still on my finger. As soon as I did, Linda’s eyes grew wide. She stared at the ring for a few seconds, then back up at me., all while keeping the Cheshire grin on her face. Then, while looking straight into my eyes, she conspicuously dropped her hairpin on the floor.

“Ooops. Better pick that up,” she muttered softly.

I stopped fidgeting with my ring and quickly resumed my usual role.

“I got that ma’am. Just a sec…”

“NO!” Linda yelled. She gave me a glare that soon melted into another grin. “I got it. You stay right there.”

Linda then submerged beneath her desk and crawled across the floor to me, reappearing with her face directly in front of the bulge in my coveralls. Whether out of fear or excitement, I could barely move.

“Relax, Ronnie. Stand up straight for me.” 

I complied with my boss’s request, and she began kissing my bulge and rubbing it with her hands. My fear was quickly being taken away by pleasure.

“Good. So, so good,” Linda cooed. 

“Uh...ma’am, are you sure we should do this?” I reflexively stammered.

“Yes. Now shut up and take off your clothes.”

Soon, I was standing naked in front of Linda. She spat on one of her hands and began stroking my shaft while inserting my balls into her mouth. I could feel her dart-like tongue prod them quickly and softly. It felt incredible, and I began making noises I never imagined I would be making in front of my boss. The point of no return, which was coming, was coming.

Linda appeared to sense this, stopped what she was doing, stood straight up against me, and kissed me while grabbing my ass. I felt her fingernails dig into my left cheek and let out a squeak of surprise. She stopped kissing me and broke out into that grin again.

“Trade places. You lean back on the desk,” she whispered.

She then grabbed my shoulders and spun us around. I fell back onto the desk, leaning in a standing position. Then, while maintaining both eye contact and grin, Linda unbuttoned her blouse. Her small breasts were contained in a beautiful black brassiere garnished with ornate designs of lace and see-through material. Her nipples, small and pert, shone through the mesh like stars behind a wispy cloud. 

That bra must have cost a fortune. Never in a million years would I have expected Linda to be wearing something like that at any time, let alone at work.

One of Linda’s hands went to the side of her waist and she undid the zipper of her skirt, which she let fall to the floor with a wiggle. Underneath were crotchless panties and garters, all top-shelf Victoria’s Secret products. Her black pubic hair was cut short in a perfect martini shape.

My jaw gaped in shock. Had Linda worn these to work every day and I hadn’t noticed? There was so much I had been unaware of these last six years, I thought. 

Linda stood in front of me in her immaculate lingerie and continued grinning. It was like I was looking at her for the first time. Her tall, lithe body entranced me as she waggled her fingers eagerly in the air. Her long, black hair flowed as her tongue began licking her thin, eager lips. Impatiently, she removed her glasses and threw them carelessly behind her back.

Her stilettos were still on. I noticed this and liked it. I’m not a short man, but with those shoes on her beautiful brown eyes were level with mine.

She pressed her body against mine and began kissing me again. I could feel her finely-tended thatch press against my rod, and knew that she was hot, wet, and ready. I brought my hips back to penetrate her, and Linda quickly darted back.

“No, Ronnie. We’re going to do this my way. Lay on the desk.”

I looked at the desk and her perfect piles of paper. 

“Won’t that disturb the organization of…”

Linda glared again.

“I don’t give a fuck. Move those piles to the floor and lie on the desk. Now.”

Having previously had my mind blown by her use of the word ‘yeah,’ any remnants of sentience I may have possessed were good and truly smashed by Linda’s use of the word ‘fuck.’ 

I loved it. Eagerly, I took one of my arms and swept Linda’s desk clean. Her mug shattered on the floor as paper floated to the air like giant confetti. I then lay on the desk with my legs dangling over one side.

Linda sauntered like a prowling cat to where my legs dangled. She then kneeled down, put one of my legs on each of her shoulders, and then stood up and began caressing my balls with one hand while stroking my cock with the other, all while staring directly at me.

“Do you know what an amazon position is, Ronnie?”

I emerged from a forest of ecstasy just long enough to inform her that I did not.

“Well then, you’re about to learn.”

She then crawled on top of the desk with me, still keeping my legs straight up in the air against her shoulders. My back ached and my hamstrings whined but they were conclusively overruled by the monolithic pleasure erupting from other parts of my body. 

With my feet pointed at the ceiling (along with my dick), Linda kneeled over my waist as she straddled me, and descended slowly and evenly, wrapping my rod snugly inside her cunt. She then raised and lowered her hips and told me to relax my legs, which then bent naturally toward my head.

“Oh, Ronnie,” Linda murmured while continuing to move her hips up and down, “Isn’t it wonderful to give up control and trust my authority?”

I made a noise that was intended to signify earnest assent. Linda smiled and began moving her hips more quickly. She was so hot and becoming as she dropped her pussy on my dick again and again. I continued lying on the desk, letting every part of my body relax save one. Beads of sweat emerged on Linda’s brow as she continued riding me., moving her beautiful body up and down, her long black hair scattered across her face.

“Six inches...back and forth...” Linda moaned, looking down at the source of our rhythmic unity. “Just like...unnnhh...how you should mop the linoleum at Laydon’s.”

She never stops thinking about work, I thought.

Reflexively, I grabbed the sides of her ass and began lifting her off my waist in time with her rhythm. She put her hands over mine and began moving faster. 

“Oh yeah! Good golly! Give it to me, Ronnie! Give it to me now!” Linda screamed.

Incredibly, after being so turned on by hearing my boss use an expletive for the first time, it was hearing her say ‘good golly’ that aroused me the most. 

I shot again and again inside her warm pussy while she continued riding me. 

When we both finished, Linda dismounted and stood over the quivering heap of my body that remained on her desk.

“That was good, Ronnie. That was very good. Your...mopping technique still needs practice, but it’s getting there.”

I could barely move, feeling utterly depleted and satisfied. Linda seemed to pick up on this as she grabbed her blouse off the floor and began buttoning it.

“You’ve worked hard enough for today, Ronnie my dear. I’ll finish cleaning the Laydon suite. You can have the rest of the day off paid. Next meeting is on Friday.”

With this reminder, she reached over and gave my balls a gentle squeeze.

“Don’t forget,” Linda said.

I grunted agreement, rolled off Linda’s desk, and tried to avoid the shattered remains of Linda’s mug while finding my underwear.
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