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The Magic Box

By

Lara Lock


Hank wakes up, expecting just another normal day, but then he receives a strange delivery. He’s been selected to take part in a unique trial. He’s been selected to test out the peculiar toys within the Magic Box.

The first item he finds are a pair of Magic Gloves, which grant Hank the ability to move and control objects around him. Using the power of the gloves and his Alpha abilities, Hank gets to work on beating the trial to unlock the next gadget within the box.

The clock starts ticking. Hank has twenty four hours to seduce five women. He dons his new pair of gloves and steps outside. He knows exactly who he’s going to claim first…


***

“How about you take off those pajamas?”

Hank held Kelly’s body in place, while focusing his gloves on her. He focused on the tiny shorts, imagined his thumbs were sliding around the waist and moved them down.

The shorts rolled down her creamy thighs instantly, dropping to the floor. Hank stared wide eyed at her bare pussy.

“Mr. Johnson!” Kelly cried out in amazement, looking down at her bare cunt. “How did you do that?!”

“Like this…” He rolled her top up this time, freeing her breasts too. Now the nubile girl next door was naked. Hank’s cock raged in his pants. Without taking his eyes of her body, he removed his own clothes with the gloves, sliding them effortlessly off his body.

Kelly stared wide eyed down at his cock.

“Mr. Johnson, fuck! It’s so huge!”

Hank motioned for Kelly to come toward him and she did, he ran his hands all over her smooth body, palming at her huge tits, running his hands down her sleek hips, squeezing the full flesh of her ass and pulling her naked body against his, crushing their mouths together.

Kelly melted, opening her body to him as they stood in the hallway, his tongue pushed down her throat.

Hank pulled himself away, while still holding the girl. His cock throbbed with the need to be inside her tight cunt.

“This way.” He grabbed Kelly by the hand and pulled her in the direction of the living room. He threw Kelly onto the coach and shuffled so his weight was over her.

“Oh this is so fun!” Kelly chimed.

Hank stared down at the blonde’s perfect nude body. He pushed her legs back, baring her pussy to him, getting glimpse of the perfect pink walls inside of her. Hank grabbed his shaft and pushed the tip of his cock inside her warm walls.

“Oh fuck!” Kelly’s eyes bulged as he slipped inside of her, her warmth enveloping his throbbing head.

“Yes Mr. Johnson, Yes!”

The girl crowed as he plunged his shaft deep inside. He thrust himself all the way in one quick motion, breaking her innocence as he did so, tearing her seal in two.

Her eyes bulged as he cleaved her cunt for the first time. They fucked on the couch, Kelly on her back with her legs spread, Hank on his knees, pounding her cunt from above, slamming his rigid steel into her tight cunt with relentless thrusts.

After a few minutes of slamming her from above, Hank pulled out and used the gloves to spin Kelly on to her knees. He forced her tits down to the couch, and pulled her ass and pussy back toward him.

“That’s right.” He breathed, plunging three of his fingers into her cunt from behind. He moved around inside of her, getting as much of her juice on him as possible. Then he pulled his hand out and rubbed the dripping fingers in circles on her tight asshole.

“But Mr. Johnson, you can’t fuck my ass, that’s naughty!”

Hank thrust his cock all the way inside of his ass with one yank, causing Kelly to gasp loudly.

“Well I guess I’m naughty then.”

***

“Hi! Are you Hank? Hank Johnson?”

“That’s me…” Hank said, stood in the door looking slightly confused at the bombshell blonde that was standing in front of him.

“Great! Sorry I’m late, just let me squeeze past…”

The blonde pushed her way past Hank, her large breasts grazing the fabric of his shirt.

What the hell? Hank thought. He was in a half a mind to berate this chick for walking into his house uninvited, but with his eyes glued to the knockout ass bursting out of her tiny delivery shorts, his tongue wasn’t working.

Next thing, Hank was sat down in his front room with the delivery driver. She’d placed the large box on the table.

“Care to explain what this is all about?” Hank said.

The hot blonde was fiddling around on a tablet of sorts, which Hank presumed was something she had to keep track of deliveries. She looked up at Hank after a second, her holly wood smile beaming.

“Without going into too much explanation, you’ve been selected to trial out our new set of toys. Go ahead, open the box!”

Hank looked from the delivery girl to the box and did as she asked. Inside the large cardboard box there was another box, which looked to be a tool set.

“Toys? Trial? What the heck are you on about?”

Hank pulled open the toolbox lid revealing 5 compartments inside.

All will be explained when you open the first compartment! Good luck!

Hank had a million more questions that he wanted answering, but before he had chance to speak again the girl was gone, shutting his front door behind her.

He looked down at the toolbox, which was unlike anything he’d ever seen before. Alien looking, sleek, matte black. It looked like a prop out of a cheap sci-fi film.

The five compartments on the top each had a light and a button on them. Only the far left compartment was illuminated, the light was green. Hank pressed the button beneath it and the the compartment opened with a hiss, a cloud of smoke coming from inside.

A voice spoke from the toolbox.

“Welcome to the Magic Toolbox!”

“What the…”

Hank looked inside the compartment and saw a stone. He picked the stone up and then the strangest thing happened - it transformed into a pair of gloves. Hank held the gloves up to the light, studying them. The gloves were almost see through, they looked practically invisible.

“What’s going on here?” Hank said out loud to himself. The toolbox spoke again as if answering his question.

“You’ve been selected to trial out our new selection of toys! There are five products in total. To unlock the next toy, you have to beat the challenge, your current challenge is…”

The lid of the toolbox turned on, and Hank realized it was as screen. On the screen was text with his mission. The voice read the mission out loud too.

“Seduce five women in twenty four hours?” Hank read the text confused. “How the heck am I supposed to do that?”

“Put on the holo-gloves and all will be revealed! Good luck!”

The screen faded to black, replaced by a time that had started counting down backwards from twenty four hours.

“Alright.” Hank said rolling his eyes. “Wouldn’t hurt to put them on quickly.”

Hank eyeballed the clock. He had a few hours until the girls from the local college would becoming over for his piano lesson, so it wouldn’t hurt to mess around with whatever this was. He figured it was probably some prank put together by his buddy Dave. He was always doing shit like this.

Hank pulled the gloves on and then he was amazed to see that the invisible fabric of the gloves seem to melt into his skin, until it looked like he was wearing nothing at all. All that remained were to two thin white lines on his wrist.

He looked up, to see that the toolbox had started speaking again…

“Oh and one more thing Hank…”

A small black pebble flew from the very top of the toolbox through the air, right into Hank’s ear.

“What the fuck?!”

“Now you’ve got me in your mind!” The toolbox said. “If you need help, I’m here 24/7!”

“Fucking great.” Hank said. “How did Dave do this exactly?”

“I don’t know who Dave is, but I’d get cracking. You’ve got twenty three hours and fifty five minutes remaining!”

“Listen, Magic Toolbox, I don’t know how the fuck I’m supposed to seduce five women in twenty four hours, I’m alright with the ladies, but I’m not that good.”

“You get three tips for every toy. Would you like to use one?”

“Sure.”

“Tip 1. Point your hands at an object to control it.”

“What?”

Hank looked down at his hands in bewilderment, and gave it a try. He pointed his hand out at a lamp on the nearby table and was amazed to see the lamp judder slightly.

“What the fuck?!”

“That’s right!” The toolbox said from within his mind. “These are Magic Gloves and with them you can control anything!”

“Anything?” Hank said.

“Anything.”

Alright. Hank thought. Let’s get to grips with what these babies can do exactly.

Hank focused his hands on a book that was sitting on the table. He splayed his fingers out like he was some sort of warlock and turned his palm up, lifting his hand as he did so. To his amazement the book lifted off the table.

“Holy shit!” Hank cried out in amazement, moving the book around in the air with both hands. His control was clunky and haphazard at first, but it didn’t take long for him to get the hang of it. Within a few minutes Hank was flying the book around his front room like he’d been doing it his whole life.

“Let’s try something else.” Hank said.

Hank settled his eyes on the coffee table itself. It was a little harder to lift as it was bigger, but surely and slowly…

“Woof, woof, woof!”

Just then, Hank’s dog, Zeus, burst through into the living room, causing Hank to lose his focus, crashing the table back to the floor.

“Fuck sake Zeus!”

Hank pointed at Zeus in frustration and yelled. “Sit and be quiet!”

To his amazement. The dog did as he said.

“What the fuck…”

To anyone else, this might have been normal, but to Hank… well it was down right strange. He’d never been able to control his dog.

“Was this the gloves?” He said to no one in particular. Realization washed over Hank’s face as he realized for the first time the implications of his power.

He could control anything.

“What do you think asshole?” The Toolbox said sarcastically. “Come on, get moving, I want to see you seduce some women!”

“Alright!” Hank waved at the air, trying to shush the disembodied voice. “Where do I start first?”

“You want another tip?”

“Sure.” Hank said.

“The Roberts family over the street. Their daughter, Kelly… she’s always had a crush on you. She’ll be easy, and she’s all alone. And she just turned eighteen last week.”

“Fuck.” Hank’s dick twitched in his pants at the Toolbox’s words. He stared down at his hands, contemplating the potential of his power, and then he was heading for the front door.

*

“Mr. Johnson! What are you doing here?!”

Hank stared mouth agape at the busty eighteen year old, who was twisting on her heels in the front door, wearing not much. She had on a tight pajama top, that showed off her mid riff and ample cleavage, and little tiny shorts.

Kelly stood, twisting a lock of their thick blonde hair through her hands, staring at him vacantly as she popped gum.

Hank held his palm out, focusing the glove on her mouth.

“Quiet.” He forced the command from his hand into her lips, silencing her immediately.

“Inside now.”

“Yes Sir!”

Hank marveled as he felt the gloves working his will. They stepped into the house and he shut the door behind him.

“You’re the only one in?”

“Yes sir!”

“And when are your parents back?”

“They’re gone for the weekend Mr. Johnson!”

A dark smile spread over his face.

“Perfect.”

“What are you doing here, did you come to teach me piano?!”

Hank held his palm out again, shushing her mouth. As hot as Kelly was, her voice was fucking annoying. She was better off silent.

“How about you take off those pajamas?”

Hank held Kelly’s body in place, while focusing his gloves on her. He focused on the tiny shorts, imagined his thumbs were sliding around the waist and moved them down.

The shorts rolled down her creamy thighs instantly, dropping to the floor. Hank stared wide eyed at her bare pussy.

“Mr. Johnson!” Kelly cried out in amazement, looking down at her bare cunt. “How did you do that?!”

“Like this…” He rolled her top up this time, freeing her breasts too. Now the nubile girl next door was naked. Hank’s cock raged in his pants. Without taking his eyes of her body, he removed his own clothes with the gloves, sliding them effortlessly off his body.

Kelly stared wide eyed down at his cock.

“Mr. Johnson, fuck! It’s so huge!”

Hank motioned for Kelly to come toward him and she did, he ran his hands all over her smooth body, palming at her huge tits, running his hands down her sleek hips, squeezing the full flesh of her ass and pulling her naked body against his, crushing their mouths together.

Kelly melted, opening her body to him as they stood in the hallway, his tongue pushed down her throat.

Hank pulled himself away, while still holding the girl. His cock throbbed with the need to be inside her tight cunt.

“This way.” He grabbed Kelly by the hand and pulled her in the direction of the living room. He threw Kelly onto the coach and shuffled so his weight was over her.

“Oh this is so fun!” Kelly chimed.

Hank stared down at the blonde’s perfect nude body. He pushed her legs back, baring her pussy to him, getting glimpse of the perfect pink walls inside of her. Hank grabbed his shaft and pushed the tip of his cock inside her warm walls.

“Oh fuck!” Kelly’s eyes bulged as he slipped inside of her, her warmth enveloping his throbbing head.

“Yes Mr. Johnson, Yes!”

The girl crowed as he plunged his shaft deep inside. He thrust himself all the way in one quick motion, breaking her innocence as he did so, tearing her seal in two.

Her eyes bulged as he cleaved her cunt for the first time. They fucked on the couch, Kelly on her back with her legs spread, Hank on his knees, pounding her cunt from above, slamming his rigid steel into her tight cunt with relentless thrusts.

After a few minutes of slamming her from above, Hank pulled out and used the gloves to spin Kelly on to her knees. He forced her tits down to the couch, and pulled her ass and pussy back toward him.

“That’s right.” He breathed, plunging three of his fingers into her cunt from behind. He moved around inside of her, getting as much of her juice on him as possible. Then he pulled his hand out and rubbed the dripping fingers in circles on her tight asshole.

“But Mr. Johnson, you can’t fuck my ass, that’s naughty!”

Hank thrust his cock all the way inside of his ass with one yank, causing Kelly to gasp loudly.

“Well I guess I’m naughty then.”

He thrust hard, slamming her hard and rough, pounding his cock into her tight asshole over and over again. Their thighs slapped together, her ass squelched around his mammoth length, gaping as he thrust inside, her mouth squealed in delight, with every thrust of his hips.

Hank thrust faster and harder, until the couch was inching across the floor with every monumental thrust.

“Yes, yes!”

Kelly started squealing underneath him. She was thrusting her fingers into her own cunt and she had reached a climax, possibly her first ever. The sound and sight of the young nubile teen writhing underneath him pushed Hank over the edge and he burst inside of her.

He thrust his cock all the way inside, holding himself there as he erupted inside of her asshole, his cock spewing thick ropes of jizz deep into her ass, and across her tiny walls.

After he finished cumming he fell back, his chest heaving. Kelly remained on all fours, processing the fuck session. Hank stared at her swollen ass and puss greedily, sinking his teeth into his lip as he watched his cum drip from her asshole down into the crack of her pussy.

Then, the Toolbox spoke in his mind again.

“Just a reminder that you have twelve hours remaining.”

“What?!” Hank cried out jumping up from the couch. He pulled on his clothes fast as Kelly stared at him in bewilderment.

“But I thought it was twenty four hours?! There’s no way I’ve been fucking this cunt for twelve hours!”

“You’re correct.” The toolbox said. “But the timer halfs with every fuck. Four women left, good luck!”

Fuck.

Without saying another word to Kelly, Hank finished throwing his clothes on and ran back across the street to his house. He had three students arriving soon for their piano lessons, they would be an excellent way to make up time.

*

“Hey Mr. Johnson!”

“Debby, Piper, Jenny, hey! Come on in!”

Hank ushered the girls in urgently, shutting his front door behind him.

In his spare time Hank offered piano lessons for students at the local college. He’d been tutoring the three girls for as long as he could remember. They were nineteen now, and they had grown into a spectacular set of women.

Debby was Blonde, Jenny was brunette and Piper, his favorite, was a fiery red head.

“Ooh cool!” Debby said as they walked into the front room, spotting the Magic Box on the table.

Hank stared at the box wide eyed. The timer had jumped down to five hours.

“Fuck Mr. Johnson, that thing looks like a bomb! What’s it counting down to?”

Good question. Hank thought.

He wasn’t an idiot, he could to the math. The timer must have been at twenty hours when it halved. It would half again with each woman he fucked, so he had to move fast. He had four women left to go. He did the math.

Woman 1 - Two hours thirty minutes

Woman 2 - One hour fifteen minutes

Woman 3 - Thirty seven minutes…

After Hank was done with his three piano students, he’d have just thirty minutes to find his last woman, and that was if he acted now.

“On your knees. Now.”

Without question all of the girls dropped their things and sank to their knees in front of Hank.

Their eyes seemed to swell with lust immediately.

“Ooh Mr. Johnson, this is fun!” Piper chimed. “What are we playing today?”

“We’re not playing the piano today. We’re playing my dick. Strip naked. All of you.”

He moved their bodies simultaneously, waving his hand across the room like a feverish conductor. Within a few seconds, the girls were all naked and on their knees before him.

“You two.” He pointed one palm at Debby and Jenny. “Make out. Get your cunts wet and dripping. I’m going to fuck you all.”

“Yes sir!”

The girls looked at each other feverishly and then they were on each other, writhing about on the floor, pushing their lips against one another as their bodies writhed.

Hank kept the control on them with his mind, while stripping his clothes from his body. He looked at the Red head. Piper.

“You.” He pointed at her, curling a finger, causing her to shuffle toward him on her knees. “Come here.”

Piper’s body obeyed his command and she moved toward him. He moved her hands behind her back, threaded her fingers together and made her open her mouth with expectation.

“Am I going to taste you sir?”

“You’re damn fucking right you are.”

Hank wrapped his hands around Piper’s head, threading his fingers through her red hair. His cock hung almost horizontal in the air, suspended by the volumes of blood flowing through it every second.

He moved his cock into her mouth and she wrapped her tight little lips around him. Hank started thrusting in and out, fucking her tiny mouth with his cock.

She hummed in pleasure around his shaft. Hank looked down and noticed she had opened her hands and was slipping a finger into her cunt from behind. He didn’t mind, the more wet she was, the better.

He looked over at Debby and Becky, the blonde and brunette friends. They were straddled on top of each other, scissoring, pushing their smooth cunts together, squeezing at each other’s tits, making out feverishly.

“That’s right…” Hank whispered manically as he watched the orgy unfold beneath him. He tightened his grasp on Piper’s head and started hammering his cock down her throat, her mouth moaning around him all the while. He heard the wet slick of her fingers as they thrust into her cunt. He heard the same slick of the other girls as their pussies twisted against one another’s. He knew it was time.

“Alright!”

Hank pulled his cock from Piper’s mouth, pulling away and turning to the room. “Everyone! Hands on the floor, ass in the air, lie next to each other, go!”

He moved his hands, guiding the girls into the position. A second later they were all as he asked. He started bobbing his hand up and down his shaft, staring in disbelief at the three glistening pussies presenting themselves to him. He got down behind Debby first and slammed his cock all the way into her cunt, gasping as he felt her tight walls open around him. He pumped hard, half a dozen times was all it took. He was so worked up from fucking Piper’s mouth he was ready to burst.

He sank his thumbs into the flesh of her ass as his cock exploded, firing three thick ropes of cum into her pussy.

Hank pulled out quickly, another squirt of hot jizz landing on her back. He moved over and thrust his sock into Becky, the nubile brunette. He let his cock burst again, firing more cum into her fertile womb.

She, like Debby, instantly melted into an orgasm as she felt him erupt in her.

Then, quickly he moved over to Piper and plunged his cock into her cunt, erupting one last time. He held deep inside of her, finishing his load off inside her pussy.

A minute later Hank pulled out and lay on the floor, his breath heaving, staring at the three dripping cunts in front of him.

“Very good girls.” He said, working his hand up and down his shaft. He turned around and looked at the clock. Sure enough there were thirty minutes left.

“Better hurry Hank!” The Magic Box said. “Only thirty left!”

“Shut the fuck up I know!”

Just then a knock came from the door.

“For fuck sake.” Hank shook his head. “What now?”

He rose and answered the door without dressing. His dick was covered in cum and pussy juice, but he didn’t care.

To his relief it was only the delivery girl from earlier.

Hank smiled as he opened the door. The perfect blonde stared at him, eyes bulging.

“My, my! Looks like you’ve been having fun. I totally forgot to get you to sign. Just here!”

She held out a pad. Hank took it and threw it into the hallway. “Oops. I dropped it. Go pick it up.”

The blonde put her hands on her hips and pulled her lips tight, looking at Hank like she was about to scorn him.

“Now.”

He waved his hands over her body, forcing her to walk into the hallway. He shut the door with is other hand while keeping his eyes trained on her bulging ass.

“This is really quite rude!” The delivery girl said.

“Shut up.” Hank ordered.

He forced her shorts and panties down her legs and off her feet. She was naked from the waist down, apart from her shoes. He made her bend over, so her feet and hands were on the floor. He grabbed her ass in his hands, pulling her cheeks apart and looking at her pussy. Perfectly bare.

“Hey what are you doing!”

“Quiet.” Hank ordered. “There’s not much time.”

He beat his hand up and down his shaft, which was still lubed from Piper’s cunt. He looked down at the delivery girl’s perfect cunt and went hard in an instant. A moment later, he had his swollen head pressing against her and he was easing his shaft inside.

“Fuck!” The delivery girl let out a pleasured gasp.

Hank wrapped his hands around her tiny waist and pulled himself all the way inside of her. He felt her walls relaxing, opening around him. He started hammering back and forth.

He’d barely been inside of her three minutes when he felt the need to come again. He thrust his cock in her pussy deep, holding himself against her as he burst, firing thick rope after thick rope of jizz deep into her cunt and over the walls of her pussy.

When he was done, he stumbled back, leaving the delivery girl bent over in the hallway, her body quaking as she tried to process the fucking he had just delivered.

He stumbled into the front room and fell down onto the couch in exhaustion. His three students were still on the floor, mewing in pleasure, full of his cum.

Hank looked up at the box and saw the timer had frozen. He’d made it, with 23 minutes to spare.

“Congratulations!” The box spoke again. A little victory jingle seemed to play from a speaker within the box.

“You’ve made it! Level 2 unlocked.”

Hank sat forward on the couch and saw that the second compartment had illuminated.

“Does that mean we did good Daddy?” Piper looked up at him from the floor, her mouth pressed against Debby’s cunt.

“That means we did very good.” Hank said, falling back against the couch with a smile.

“Very good indeed.”


More from Lara Lock

The Doll Maker

The Doll Maker

The Doll Maker 2

The Doll Maker 3

Bimbo Lord

Bimbo Lord 1

Bimbo Lord 2

Burstin Bimbos

Burstin Bimbos 1: Operation Hucow

Burstin Bimbos 2: Hucow Brat

Burstin Bimbos 3: Hucow Boss

Burstin Bimbos 4: Bimbo Spy

Burstin Bimbos 5: Bimbo Taboo

Burstin Bimbos 6: Asian Bimbo

Burstin Bimbos 7: Bimbo Boss

Burstin Bimbos Complete: Seven Book Bundle

Single Stories

The Bimbo Bunch: Catching Candy

cover.jpeg





