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He woke in a beautiful bed, complete with white linen flowing drapes strung along the top of the ornate black frame. Fluffy plush pillows supported his body at every protrusion and cranny. He was waking full of amazement, legit as if he were on a cloud with the exact, perfect, and right air temperature, the perfect amount of light, and dreamy feelings of perfection all around him.

He glanced down at his body, because it was somehow foreign. His fat was all gone and what he saw were deliciously toned perfect abs. He ran his fingers along the bumps and valleys, savoring all the firmness and promise of strength their presence surmised. He grinned deeply. He had wished for abs his entire life and now he’d been given a mysterious, but very welcome, gift. He was hot!

He fondled himself in all his new sexiness as he glanced around the room. The top was open to the beautiful blue sky and the walls were white, but more like clouds than solid structures. A light breeze caressed him and he sighed, savoring all the good feels.

A woman wearing only a black silk robe and black high heels strode into the room. Her blond curls jiggled as she walked, but her tits jiggled more. Louis liked this. A lot.

He watched as her breasts boomed, their pendulous weight chugging behind the silky fabric with each of her movements.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her breasts sliding beneath that silk for very long. He needed to touch her. But then he got a quick glimpse of her lush full lips, her creamy white skin, and her light blue eyes. She was curvy in all the places Louis loved. She was a goddess.

“Where am I?” he asked this gorgeous creature.

She simply smiled and ran her hands over her full breasts as a lecherous expression consumed her face. She danced about close-lipped.

Unsettled that she didn’t answer, he asked another question. “Who are you?”

She grinned deeper and pinched her nipples through the fabric. The peaks that poked out of the fabric after her manipulations made Louis’s mouth water. He wanted them in his mouth, he wanted to play with them, tweak them, and he desired to clamp their tips between his fingers like cigarettes.

“You are in Hades. I am Satan.”

That didn’t seem possible — not even remotely a minute chance with how delectable she was. Someone who was this exquisite creature could in no way be the evil one.

She turned her back to him and flipped up her robe to show off her G string, which was nestled nice and snug, deep in the crack of her ass cheeks. She dropped the robe quickly and Louis immediately missed the view of her round, supple, bubble butt. He almost complained that he hadn’t gotten a long enough look at her luscious ass, but the view of her tits erased those thoughts.

Louis was amazed at how he was not afraid. He should be scared. He was in a bad place, but it was so serene here and she was so lovely. How could this really be bad? Plus, his body was magically the kind of body he’d lusted after in men; whenever he found himself lusting after men in life it had always been about their nice abs.

“Did you like looking at my bare ass?” Satan asked seductively, with an innocent giggle slipping out.

Louis felt she needed a different name. Satan didn’t suit her at all.

“Oh, yes, I really liked looking at your bare butt.”

Butts were sexy, but boobs? Nothing compared.

She grinned deeply, clearly very pleased with his answer. “Good, I’m very happy that you did.”

She sashayed around the room, which made her boobs shift underneath the fabric tight around her bosom. “I know you worked for him. The bad man with the bad hair.” Her grin deepened, but seemed genuine. “I know everything.”

This didn’t bother Louis one bit. He was proud of what work he’d done in his life. He deepened his smug expression, which only served to enrage his lust more. This paradise with this incredible female was his prize.

She pressed her breasts from both sides, which made her cleavage even deeper, impossibly deeper.

Louis’s cock thickened.

“I also know you are a boob man.” She jiggled her humongous breasts, smashing them between her hands. “I might show you my nipples.” She licked her lips. “Would you like that?”

Louis nodded. “Very much so, yes.” He was becoming hornier by the second.

“Do you deserve to see my nipples?” she asked as she did a twirl in front of him.

Her hair was flowing and Louis longed to run his fingers through it as he sucked on her titties. He knew she must have amazing nipples too.

“Oh, yes. I do,” he said as he nodded enthusiastically. He wanted nothing more than to see her delicious breasts and even more wonderful nipples.

“Maybe,” she said as she continued to fondle her breasts. She slipped a finger inside her robe to play with her right nipple, but it was covered, so Louis had to imagine what it looked like. This disappointed him to no end.

“You can’t see my nipples.” She rolled her eyes as she pleasured herself by playing with her nipples. She moaned and swayed as she touched herself beneath the robe.

“Yes, oh yes, keep doing that. I like it.” His arousal was filling his cock full, and he couldn’t think of anything but seeing her bare tits. “Please,” he pleaded as he touched his newly sculpted abs some more. He desperately longed to feel her bare boobs against his new chest and abdomen, with his mouth, his fingers. He started to drool, he wanted her boobies so badly.

She molested her tits as she undulated her curvy hips, as if dancing, but there was no music. She sauntered close to Louis and he reached out without leaving the bed. “I’m getting very wet, Louis.”

She did know him. Clearly, she did, because she even knew his name. But Satan knows all, right? He thought he’d heard that once.

“I might show you my nipples,” she taunted as she molested her breasts over the fabric. “Do you deserve to see my bare nipples?”

Louis’s cock thickened as he nodded enthusiastically. “I do. Yes, I do.”

“Maybe,” the sexy woman replied haughtily.

Louis wanted his hands where hers were, fondling that bouncy, firm flesh of his own accord. He yearned to press and squeeze them and make them jiggle at his will. “Oh, yes. Please.”

She continued to play with her giant tits, which were way too much mass for her small hands. They’d fit in his hands better, but he enjoyed that they looked like way more than a handful for his hands too.

“I’m getting very wet, Louis. From touching my erect tits. Does that turn you on?”

He wondered why she was asking this because, as she just said, Satan knew everything. He watched her tweak her nipples with his mouth slightly ajar, blood surging to erect his cock further. He must have her. He reached out to touch her and she jumped back.

“No way you can touch me,” she said, as if this should be obvious to Louis.

“Why?” He resisted the urge to
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