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Rachel was a short haired brunette; she had a somewhat rounded face with short spunky hair. She had a huge pair of E cup tits and wide set hips. She had an impressive hourglass figure. She slept her way through school and into her current job as a lawyer. 
She liked to show herself off to others. She wore a mini-skirt and a thong underneath it on this night. She hiked the skirt high to show off her toned firm thighs. The shirt she was wearing barely covered her huge breasts. It was a tub top that had been cut along the bottom to make it shorter. Her breasts showed profusely; spilling out both over the top of her pseudo-shirt and squishing out underneath. She was standing at her mirror in the bathroom putting on some lipstick to get ready for a night of drunken fun at a nearby night club. 

Suddenly a great pft sound erupted behind her. She swivelled around to meet the eyes of a red faced horned creature sitting on her toilet. 


“Looking hot today Rachel.” He said.


“Who the fuck are you?” demanded Rachel. She gave him a sneer and crossed her arms. “And how the hell did you end up on my toilet.”


“Speaking of hell, I’m the devil. Pleased to meet you.” Said the devil. 


“The who? There is no such thing as …..” she trailed off as he ignited fire from his hand and suddenly all the walls of her bathroom melted away. It was replaced by a desolate bleak landscape dotted by fires and lava. The occasional scream could be heard in the background.


“I assure you, I am the devil. Would I lie?” he gave her a sly grin which erupted into a full fledged ear to ear smile.  “I like you. I have a thing for lawyers, particularly ones like you.”


“What does that mean?” demanded Rachel losing patience. Although she appeared strong on her exterior she was actually quite afraid. The Devil could see through her of course, he knew how she was feeling. 


“You are female, I like that, and a filthy slut too, which I also like. Not to mention a horrible human being who sells out others for a buck. You have lied and stolen and cheated others for your entire career. Remember that ‘top of the class graduate’ from law school 3 years ago you beat out for the intern position at the firm you work for?”


“The blonde geek from Harvard? I remember that guy, he used to eye-hump me when he thought I wasn’t looking.” Replied Rachel, sounding pleased by her own success.


“And you slept with the man recruiting interns, thus beating out the blonde boy who truly deserved the position. He studied his ass off and you just slept your way through school. I bet you wouldn’t remember a law class if your life depended on it unless your legs were spread.” He flicked his fingers and Rachel found her feet moving on their own. They moved so that she was standing with them two shoulder widths apart. With an upward motion of his index figure he elicited a small cry of excitation from Rachel. 


Rachel, embarrassed by her giddiness quickly covered it with a sour face and mean attitude. 


“You trying to tell me I’m a slut? She asked. 


“I’m telling you I like you. Listen closely, I like you a lot, and I can give you what you want most.” He came close to her and whispered in her ear “power, lots of power.”


“For what?” queried Rachel.

“That you be my bride! And in return I will grant you immortality, and free transit between Earth and Hell.” Exclaimed the devil, a grin of anticipation on his face. 


“Why would I want to come to Hell?” asked Rachel.


“Oh I don’t know, I wouldn’t think you’d want to come down here other than to see ‘yours truly’, who will be your husband. But I might imagine when heaven strikes down your lawyer friends you might visit more.” A contract materialized in his hand. He handed it to Rachel and repeated the conditions. “I will grant you unlimited passage, Immortality, and absolute power over the fates of others, and you will give me some loving and be my bride.” 


Rachel wrestled with the idea, but she was so turned on by powerful men that she didn’t want to refuse. “You won’t own my soul right?” asked Rachel.


“Of course not!” scoffed the devil. 


A blood filled pen materialized in Rachel’s hand and the devil handed her the contract. She read it over and fiddled with the pen. Suddenly the contract was whisked away to the Devil’s waiting hand. “Wait, I thought I saw the pen move. You haven’t signed yet?” asked the Devil impatiently. 


“I will if you give me the paper.” said Rachel.


The devil did a sort of strange jig, and then some finger twiddling in front of his face, then handed her the contract. 


“What was that dance about?” she asked. 


“Just a formality among my family.” Mumbled the Devil looking up to his right and scratching his chin. Rachel looked perplexed, gave a look of disapproval and signed the contract. 


“No husband of mine is doing any more of that! I don’t care what he gives me.” Challenged Rachel. 


The Devil pulled the contract in front of his face and read the signature. He lowered the paper to bring his face into view. He was grinning like the Cheshire cat. He handed her the paper. 


“Read the last article.” he smiled. “That little jig wasn’t for nothing; you should have done a second read!” He began to laugh loudly.

Rachel looked wide eyed at the last article. It read:

Article 7 – While the Devil does not have control over Rachel’s soul, he will have control over her body. 

A look of disgust came over Rachel’s face. The devil looked at her and clenched his fist; he held it out to her and then pulled it towards him. 


Rachel felt an immense force upon her. She felt pressure in her breasts. She looked at them and saw her nipples growing. They stood erect and were poking profusely through her small pseudo-shirt. Her breasts also changed shape. They felt heavier, but not bigger. 

“Shake those things!” screamed the devil. “I made them extra bouncy and loose! Let me see you wobble”


He imposed on her his will and her body shook from side to side. Her tits jiggled and wobbled and hit the sides of her arms. Even when constrained by her shirt. The shirt however wasn’t having any of this and was torn clear off her body after a few swings. The Devil raised Rachel’s arms for her and continued to make her shake her tits. Her tits were so huge to begin with that the extra flexibility he gave them now allowed them to smack her flanks with dull slapping noises. 

“Now the grand finale, I need an heir.” He grinned at her with fire in his eyes.


Her belly began to expand. Rachel was in tears. What had she done? She was cursing her misfortunes, but a gurgling erupted in her breasts that smothered her mumbling swears. Her tits began to grow; they were producing milk for the devil’s baby. Her nipples, answering the call of her boobs also swelled in turn. They made efforts to grow long and thick until they were about comparable to the size of wafer cones. Her belly was quickly being filled by a fetus that was growing at a fantastic rate. It already looked like she was hiding a bowling ball in her abdomen.


“Please stop! I don’t want this!” she screamed. Tears were flowing down her cheeks. 


The devil simply laughed and displayed her signature, which only made him laugh louder. “A lawyer should know better!” he added.


Soon her tits were the size of melons, and her belly was fully pregnant. There, standing on the plains of hell in front of the lord of hell was standing a teary eyed topless pregnant girl with lactating tits and huge swollen nipples. It was like someone had shoved a basketball into her body. 


The devil’s laughter echoed throughout all of Hell. 


“I hate you!” grimaced Rachel


“Good” replied the Devil
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