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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.

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.

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?”

I lay on the futon in a tangle of sweaty limbs for some time after climaxing – Linda was cuddled close to my face, and Sarah and Zoe were each curled around my legs. The situation was incredibly pleasant, but I slowly became aware that while in the throes of passion no one had bothered to my only window, which was now foggy with fuck vapor. The two hundred square feet of my apartment began to feel a little cramped.

“Alright ladies,” I said while disengaging myself to open said window and grab some water from the tap. “It’s getting a little cramped in here and I need to be doing a little tidying up. If y’all could please leave so I could give the place a once-over, I’d really appreciate it.”

I was greeted with silence and a series of disappointed looks, but was undeterred and continued.

“Please? I’d be glad to have everybody back here soon! Sarah, Linda, I already have your phone numbers. Zoe, if you could let me know what yours is, that would be great. Though you’ll probably find a way to let yourself in regardless.”

Still no reply. Finally, Linda spoke up.

“I’m not leaving, Ronnie. I want to stay here with you. We can talk about work and...technique while you get charged up.”

This proposition was greeted by sympathetic nodding from the other two women.

“I’d like to stay here too,” Sarah interjected. “I’ve already taken the liberty of quitting my job, since I figured *you* could just deliver *me* packages from now on.”

“What?” I cried.

“You’re right, Ronnie,” stated Zoe. “It would be easy to come inside here whenever I wanted, but wouldn’t it be nicer if I just stayed here so *you* could come inside whenever *you* wanted?”

They were making jokes. Normally, I would have been annoyed at having to share the room, let alone being taken for granted, but with girls this hot such minor quibbles can be easily overlooked. I decided it would be best to work with them, one of them in particular, to come to an arrangement we all could be happy with.

“Listen ladies, as much as I would love to have you all here all day to lie around in bed with, the fact is that we need more space, and on my meager income I’m afraid that such a notion is an impossibility.” I then did my best to look disappointed and sad. The plan worked.

“Oh, that’s not a problem,” Linda chirped. “You haven’t gotten a raise in three years, right?

“Four.”

“Four. Whatever. It’s about time you were due, especially since your job performance lately has been…” 

Linda then tilted her head forward and looked up at me with the biggest set of Come Fuck Me eyes I’d ever seen.

“...exemplary. I’ll cover your shifts and you’ll still get the pay while you look for a place for us. Capeesh?”

Sarah and Zoe smiled with delight like kids on Christmas morning.

The path forward was clear. Within ten minutes, I was out the door and looking for a new place to live.

After a ten-minute walk, I was inside the office of LaMark Real Estate. An incredibly attractive woman wearing a perfectly tailored pantsuit was pacing through their main display room while talking on the phone. 

I confidently rubbed the silver ring still on my finger and thought I might have some negotiating leverage concerning her various holdings.

“Excuse me ma’am?” I inquired. “Could you help me with something?”

The woman looked up.

“I’ll call you back,” she said before ending the phone call without waiting for a reply. Her blue eyes grew wide and focused on me. “How may I help you sir?”

Soon, I learned that the woman’s name was Tara, she was 23 years old, and she had been a real estate broker for three years. I’d also learned that she was a Sagittarius, her favorite color was yellow (which matched her blond hair, tied back in a severe bun that begged to be shaken loose), and there was nothing on earth she desired more than to help me find a larger living space. 

Tara had also let me sit in her incredibly comfortable office chair and leaned over me as I leafed through a thick binder filled with available rentals.

“Oooooh...doesn’t this selection have a nice master bedroom?” she purred as I scrutinized one particular house.

I smiled. “Yes, yes it does.”

“There’s quite a large bed in there.”

My smile grew larger. “You certainly can.”

“Lots of headroom in there as well. And you know what they say. Good bed, good head.”

Other parts of me started growing larger. I began to really like what I was looking at, rental and broker alike. 

“Can you tell me anything more about this house?” I asked.

“Ten thousand square feet. Six bedroom, six bath. Completely furnished. But it’s been trapped in this binder for years, I’m afraid. No one can afford the rental, Mr…?”

“McCleary. Ronnie McCleary.”

“No one can afford the rental, Ronnie.” Tara then began massaging my shoulders.

I began to develop a plan. A simple one, but a plan nonetheless. I smiled at the broker.

“Why don’t you take me up there so I can have a closer look?” I inquired.

Tara smiled back. 

“That sounds like a wonderful idea, Ronnie.” She unbuttoned the top button of her blouse in what was quickly becoming a familiar gesture. “Maybe while we’re up there, you can get a look at the house too.” 

Things escalated quickly. Within forty-five minutes, Tara had driven me to the mansion and we were making out in the foyer. Her tongue, hot and soft, explored my mouth while I cradled the perfect silk-blend contours of her ass. Her hands began releasing further buttons on her blouse, but I stopped her.

“Let’s go to the master bedroom,” I suggested. “We can christen this place properly.”

Soon we were upstairs, exploring each other and the massive bed we’d seen together earlier. Tara finished her business with the blouse while I removed the pants that deliciously hugged her jeans and ass. Then I noticed something delightful and began wondering if Linda was the only woman in this town who wore underwear while she worked.

Tara removed my clothes and greedily inserted my cock into her mouth, moistening my shaft with her saliva and stroking the shaft with one free hand and gently fondling my balls with the other. I lay back on the bed and arched my back against its satin sheets. Her mouth felt incredible. I reached down, grabbed her head in my hands, and held it still while I repeatedly drove my cock inside her mouth. Her hair, which had been tied back so severely, began to dishevel as a few curly locks fell in front of her face. Her beautiful eyes looked up with nothing but the desire to please me. She moaned with delight at each thrust, and it took all my focus not to come. I had to change things up.

“Come up here, turn around and ride me,” I commanded.

Tara then took my dick out of her mouth, gave it a slow parting lick as if it were a popsicle, and then crawled up my prone body. We kissed, and then she turned around on all fours so we were in a sixty-nine position. Her wonderful ass hovered above me, and I could smell her pussy. She was full, ripe, and pungent with lust.

The world went away briefly as I could feel her give another lick to my rod which made my toes curl. She then crawled down my body, kneeled up on the mattress, and inserted me inside her reverse cowgirl. Her heavenly ass rested on my belly as I felt her warmth and moisture around my penis. Then she began to raise and lower her hips, all while snugly holding me with her hot, moist little cunt. Tara began to moan again as she undid her hair and let it fall around her shoulders.

With the timing and strength of a dancer, she moved her hips into mine over and over again as I churned her. Soon, she was the one arching her back as she leaned toward me. I then grabbed her shoulders and pulled her down against me, grabbing one of her breasts and whispering hot nothings into her ear before issuing another command.

“Lay on the mattress and let me take you from the top.”

I then slid to the side from underneath, lifted one of her beautiful legs so our hips could face each other, and mounted her from the top. She bit her lip as her eyes lulled into the back of her head.

“There’s no one here, Tara. I want to hear you.”

She screamed with joy as I thrust inside her again and again. The satin sheets rippled and shone in the long-disused bedroom as I pinned her hands down on the king-sized mattress and fired my missile over and over inside her pink target. Coming inside this gorgeous woman, on top of this magnificent bed inside this incredible mansion, felt like both the longest and shortest moment of my life. It was wonderful.

Once I was finally able to stop, I rolled off of her and we cuddled for a spell while saying nothing. Finally, Tara smiled and got off the mattress.

“Just a sec, Ronnie. I need to get something real quick.”

I could see her beautiful, naked body leave the bedroom briefly. She returned a moment later with something small and metallic in her hand. At first, I was afraid it was my ring, but it was still on my finger. She then tossed the mystery object on my belly before diving back onto the bed next to me.

“It’s the keys to the house,” she said as she curled up against me and lay one of her legs over mine. “Let me in when I want so we can...christen more rooms, and you can stay here as long as you like.”

“Need a little help with that?” asked a familiar voice from near the bedroom door.

I got up from the bed right as Sarah, Linda, and Zoe entered the room. I was still so spent at this point that my expression was more surprised than aroused upon seeing them enter the room.

“You were so eager to fuck your new friend that you left the door to the house unlocked,” Linda continued.

“How did you find me?” I asked.

“I tracked your phone’s location,” Sarah volunteered with a shy wave of her hand. “I thought you wouldn’t mind. We need to know where you are.”

“You didn’t think we’d leave you alone for much longer, did you?” Zoe said before turning to the other blonde lying in the middle of the king-sized bed. “And who is this?”

“My name’s Tara. I helped Ronnie find this house and christen it,” Tara replied somewhat defensively.

Sarah, Linda, and Zoe each gave a smile in Tara’s direction.

“We’ve all learned not to be jealous of Ronnie’s other friends,” Linda purred as she approached the corner of the bed. “Ladies, let’s christen this young lady like she helped christen the house.”

With this generous offer, the three newcomers sauntered onto the bed next to Tara, who appeared to immediately overcome her initial trepidation and welcome them all next to her with a smile. 

“This bed is so big!” Sarah exclaimed. “And these sheets! So…”

“...shiny!” injertected Zoe. “They feel so good.”

“They certainly do,” joined Linda, who bent down on all fours and began rubbing her face against the folds of satin.

Tara’s smile broadened. “You know, the sheets feel even better when they’re against all your skin.” She then stretched out her naked body on the mattress, and soon the other three women had tossed their clothes on the bedroom floor and were stretching and twisting amidst the satin sheets like a clowder of affectionate cats.

I grabbed a nearby chair and sat down, deciding I should take a break and enjoy the show.

Before I knew it, Linda had crept over to where Tara was lying and began kissing her. I could see their tongues glisten as they danced in union. Meanwhile, Sarah was grabbing the two pillars that supported the bed’s canopy while lying down and tucking her beautiful, muscular legs toward her chin, and Zoe was tenderly kissing her second mouth, lapping gently at her pussy.

Sarah began to cry and moan, which appeared to capture Tara’s attention. Tara crawled to where Sarah’s head was at the foot of the bed and began kissing her deeply, while Linda moved her face upwards between Zoe’s legs and began gently prodding her clit with the tip of her tongue.

While I sat in the chair, I got an idea. A wonderful idea.

“Why don’t you ladies form a circle?” I said. “The bed is certainly large enough.”

At this suggestion, Tara disengaged from Linda, turned around and wagged her beautiful ass in front of Sarah’s face. Sarah eyed it greedily before grabbing Tara’s haunches and nuzzling her. Tara closed her eyes and let out a sudden burst of breath before guiding Linda’s hips toward her head and kissing the inside of her thighs. Linda’s mouth gaped open with pleasure before crawling over to Zoe’s waist, all while Tara continued eating her greedily.

Soon, the women were a wreath of torsos, limbs, and heads, each communicating desire and pleasure between their open, eager, and wet mouths. In spite of everything, I could feel myself getting hard again. How could I not?

Almost on cue, the silver ring on my hand twinkled.

Without saying anything, I left the chair and inserted myself within the writhing farrago on the bed. Moans of pleasure gave way to moans of delight and cries of welcome as I went to Linda first, kissing her deeply. I could taste Zoe in Linda’s mouth.

Soon, I could feel a warm mouth wrapping itself around my cock, and a soft, supple tongue licking up and down my shaft. I continued kissing Linda while reaching a hand down toward the woman who was giving me head. Feeling the tousle of short hair let me know that it was Sarah who was sucking me greedily. I pressed the back of Sarah’s head into my waist and inserted deeper into her throat.

Warmth flooded my body as I could the contours of a second hot mouth lapping at my balls. Linda pulled away from my face long enough for Tara to begin kissing me, so the second mouth attending my package had to be Zoe. It felt unbelievable having two women on one end of me and two at the other, not to mention the five us of straining, gliding, and entwining within satin sheets. As well as the old blue futon had served me, I was glad to be coming up in the world.

Speaking of coming up, I was beginning to feel overwhelmed by all the ladies attending me, so I decided to try something else. I gently moved Sarah and Zoe’s mouths away from my piece, gave one final kiss to Linda and Tara, and moved toward the opposite side of them, toward the headboard. Attempts to follow and caress me were gently denied but only because I had a suggestion to make.

“Ladies,” I whispered, “face away from me and stick your beautiful peaches up in the air.”

Soon, their four lovely asses were pointed right in my direction all in a row. Thankfully, our gigantic shared mattress could accommodate us.

First was Zoe the cop. Her ass was raised the highest due to her being the tallest, so I pressed gently down on her hips and thrust deeply inside her wet blonde snatch. I could feel her heat and eager compliance like a wave of pleasure entering the tip of my penis and fanning out to the small of my back. I careened against and into her as she brought an arm back over her head and around my neck, tilting her face back so we could kiss. 

I then pulled out of Zoe and went to the next girl, Tara, and penetrated her from behind. Despite fucking her the most recently, her pussy felt exotic and unfamiliar after just experiencing Zoe’s unique contours. She was tighter than Zoe, but her body felt softer. I started thinking about contrasting job-related experiences of policewomen and real estate agents and why this might be so, but eventually ceased my idiotic speculation and continued fucking Tara’s 23-year-old blonde pussy.

Deciding it was time for a change, I disengaged from Tara and went to Linda. There was another contrast of feeling, as Linda’s age and experience meant that her timing and movements had been perfected. Her cunt felt like a warm, wet blanket that cuddled my cock, and she moved her hips around in circular motions as I darted in and out of her. As I kept going, she reached a hand behind her along the surface of the bed, and lustily dug her nails up my torso. That was the Linda I knew, and I loved it.

Uncorking Linda like a champagne bottle, I then went over to Sarah for the finale. Variety being the spice of life, I plunged my rod deep inside her full, soft ass. Sarah didn’t seem to expect this, and she gasped with a surprise that soon gave way to delight as I plumbed deeper and deeper within her depths. Soon, I could feel pairs of arms around my body, and hot breath from all directions. The other women pushed and pulled with me, guiding me with their bodies as I entered and exited Sarah again and again. Meanwhile, Sarah – the girl who was my ring’s first conquest – began yelping like a banshee, thrusting her hips backwards into me with the timing and strength that came naturally to an experienced cyclist.

I was somehow able to focus long enough to say the word, “Now!”, and could then feel the three other women cling onto me, pressing against me as I somehow found enough seminal fluid to shoot into Sarah again and again. Sarah arched her back and wiggled her ass from side to side, ending my orgasm with paroxysms of pleasures as my penis twitched helplessly inside her. I grabbed her breasts from behind and gently bit her shoulder while finally pulling out. She sighed with familiar contentment.

After I had so utterly depleted myself, the five of us tangled within our satin, gloriously sticky sheets, fell asleep together. And it was the soundest sleep I had in years.

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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