
The Devil Is in The Details 

 

His computer chair turned violently to the left, then back to the right, he had no control over the 

movements that either his body or his chair were making, but at that precise moment he simply didn't 

care. There was no denying it, he was in ecstasy and loving every God darn minute of it! His head 

tilted down and he watched, in amazement at the opaque mess continued to ooze from the tip of his 

dick. It wasn't like he hadn't seen it a thousand times before, but for some reason he loved to watch 

himself cum. 

 

He lay back in his chair, cock still in his hand and began to bask in the glory of his self educed orgasm. 

Suddenly his body was hit by a new sensation. His left arm began to tingle all the way from his 

shoulder to his fingertips. He dropped his cock like a hot potato as he felt the pains in his chest, 

unbearably sharp pains that racked him, causing him to slump over, in a vain effort to achieve some 

form of relief. No matter how he convulsed or which way he turned, leaned forward, or grabbed at his 

chest, he could find none.  

 

He tried to reach for the phone, his right hand fighting the crippling sensations in his left, but just as he 

reached the receiver with his fingertips, it seemed to be pushed just a few inches back on the desk. It 

was only then he saw the black specter, and  realized that it was pushing the phone from his grasp. 

He gasped at the sight before him, as it moved closer, studying him, making his already labored 

breath, even more impossible to catch. He reached forward as if trying to catch the blackness he could 

now see so clearly, but it simply slipped through his fingers. If there had ever been a time he had been 

scared of dying it was now. The thought that he was having a heart attack suddenly hit him with the full 

force of a sledgehammer being smacked into his brain. The thing that stood just out of his reach was 

death himself, he knew it with every fiber that was still living in him at that point, which to be honest 

were not too many.  

 



He felt a tap on his shoulder as the realization hit, a polite, playful tap but it was enough to jolt him 

from his fear and make him turn round. As he did the pain in his chest began to ease much to his relief. 

His eyes opened as wide as they could be as they were greeted by a blinding white light, which whilst 

harsh on the eyes, caused a feeling of serenity in his body.  He liked this feeling, but he was wrenched 

back to his altered reality as the chair swung around violently and he faced the black abyss once more.  

 

“Not this time you don't!” the thunderous sound hit his eardrums causing them to reverberate almost 

as painfully as his nerves were jingling across his entire form.  From the abyss he saw a shadowy 

figure, a women. Dressed in red leather, her recognized her as the women he had been watching on 

his computer screen a moment before this madness had started. He suddenly forgot about the aches 

and pains, instead focusing on her big and oh so beautiful tits, which whilst skillfully tucked beneath 

the red leather bra, left nothing to the imagination. He could see her nipples poking through the 

material, and he wanted nothing more than to lick them, to tease them, and make them sing for his 

cock.   

 

This black magic women all dressed in red, moved closer to him, her fingers began to wrap around his 

already exposed cock and he was powerless to do anything, as the soft pliable flesh began to mold to 

her delft finger tips. He sat up, as rigid as his cock was becoming under her skilful mastery of the art of 

the hand job, before she moved forward, leaving her big, beautiful tits, just inches from his face. He 

felt his tongue run across his lips at the sight of her nipples straining to jump onto his tongue. Every 

fiber of his being focused on her nipples, the sensations that were around his body and the thought 

that rang through his head at that moment were  a resounding if this is hell take me know....  

 

With that thought he found himself transported to an unfamiliar world. The beguiling nipples 

disappeared from his view and he found himself in an unfamiliar room. As his eyes acclimatized to the 

darkness that surrounded him, he blinked. What the fuck! From the darkness emerged a multitude of 

women, who were all seemingly singing the same thing, “He wants to be here.” Where the hell was 



here? What the hell was he doing here? He licked his lips before finding his voice which had suddenly 

become deep and commanding, he discovered as he spoke, “Where the hell am I?” The gaggle of 

scantily clad women began to laugh, he could hear the whispers of their voices but could no longer 

make out the words. One women, who was a vision of everything he thought he loved in a female, 

stepped forward, “Why Master, you are in Hell.”  

 

“Holy shit.” were the only words he could muster as each of the syllables fell from her lipstick clad lips.  

 

“Here all the things that you dreamed of while you were sat that computer of yours, is yours for the 

taking. All those dark, wondrous fantasies that you spent so long drooling over, will pail into 

comparison here, become reality and you can relive them over and over again.”  

 

He watched as the woman stepped in closer. “What is it you desire Mater?  We are here only to 

please you.” the soft sultry voice of his new seductress informed him.  

 

 Holy crap, what did he want? His brain was on short circuit as a pair of the women began to kiss. 

Wasn't this what he had always wanted, to watch two hot women, go at it? He watched as one began 

to remove the others top, peeling it over her head, exposing her wondrous breasts, before she licked 

her entire neck and tits. He stood to attention without hesitation or question at the sight. He watched in 

awe as they kissed, tongues entangled as if they were one, and then they turned their attention to him. 

He was laid on a bed now, naked, his cock held firmly in his hand. He had no idea how he had gotten 

there, but he was sure glad he had as he watched the two women turn and look at him. Each glancing 

at his cock longingly.  

 

He swallowed hard as they moved closer, unsure of what he should do next. As it turned out they 

answered that question, as they stood less than a few inches away from him, and began to devour 

each other once more in a frenzied display of lust. His head, and we are not talking about the smaller 



one that was attached to his neck, began to throb at the sight, straining for some action of it's own and 

as if the women sensed this they turned their attention to him. They settled down either side of the bed 

that he was now laid upon and began to look hungrily at his cock, before they simultaneously began to 

use their tongues on their perspective sides. Up and down they licked, teasing him to the brink, but 

never quite allowing him to get there. This seemed to go on for an eternity, leaving him frustrated.  

 

Finally he realized that he would have to take matters into his own hands or he would be suffering the 

eternal blow job, and as good as it felt,  if the truth be told, it was getting boring. He wanted more, he 

wanted the full enchilada, served up with some dessert if you please. He tried to sit up and move, but 

he found it impossible to do so. He suddenly realized he had found himself tapped in a hell of his own 

making. Wasn't this his dream, wasn't this what he dreamed of every time he stroked his own cock, 

just as these amazing ladies were licking his cock? He tried to think of a time when he had gotten any 

further this this dream before he had erupted into a creamy mess, and in truth he couldn't.  What the 

fuck? This was Hell and he was locked inside it, here he had the thing that he had always desired but 

he no longer wanted it, not for eternity anyway.   

 

 


