(Warning: This story contains female muscle, female muscle growth, dominant behavior, and graphic sexual content)

It was quite the feeling, Sakura thought, to transcend humanity. She used to desire strength in the past, to stand out from her spot as the week civilian-born kunoichi, and rise through the ranks to make a name for herself. 

To be a kunoichi, a medic… it all seemed so small, looking back. It was such a small desire brought up by a limited human mind, driven by small human wants. Sakura would have wasted her entire life following those pointless things had she not awakened to something much greater.

The ascended kunoichi hummed to herself as she stared at her reflection in the mirror. Her skin was bright red, like a precious gem. Her figure was statuesque, around seven feet tall, and built to extreme proportions. Her arms stood at an angle on the sides, pushed out by the spread of her back and her rising lats that stood a good distance from the core of her stomach, giving additional curves to her figure. Her arms were massive, with deltoids the size of cannonballs and biceps as large as watermelons. They coiled with the strength of high-tension cables with each flex, jumping at her command and bursting with power. Sakura licked her lips at the sight of them, such juicy sights, the mounds of flesh wrapped by her flawless red skin.

Her fingers idly tapped each row of abdominal muscles, feeling the four blocks in a row before playfully running her palm over their striated perfection, pulling at the skin as she circled her hand over them. A quick flex made them lock down into a powerful wall of flesh that made a thud sound when rasping her knuckles against it.

And her legs, oh gods, her legs, they were large and powerful. Thicker than a man’s torso, coursing to the brim with unreal muscles. They were so wide that there was no space between them. She flexed them just to feel the friction between each muscle. 

“What a fucking hot beast you are,” She rumbled to herself, smirking wide enough to show her sharp incisors. The sharp horns rising from her forehead were another cue that she wasn’t human anymore. She was a creature of might and excess, something that would make lesser humans quiver and surrender to their knees. A thought that was all too enticing. Any hot-blooded male would quickly develop an erection at the sight of her body, helped by the fact that she chose to wear a sort of furred off-shoulder top and loincloth, truly adopting the demon motif.

“Feeling a little full of ourselves, are we?” 

Sakura spotted Tenten in the reflection, grinning at the sight of her friend. Like Sakura, Tenten too had become something outstanding. Her skin was a peerless silver, and there were scaled doting on her figure in patches all around her. Her musculature was comparable to Sakura's, sharp and honed like a mastercrafted blade. She wore a similar outfit to Sakura, finding it more appealing to show as much skin as possible. 

“You should have some humility, Sakura.” The weapon mistress pushed her aside and flexed, taking her place in the mirror. “Particularly when in the presence of excellence like this.”

Sakura chuckled and flexed to compare their muscles. “That’s my line.” The two were evenly matched in many regards, but enjoyed this thrill of competition; the presence of their peer’s muscular bodies invigorated them and inspired them to become even stronger. Sakura growled as she struck a most muscular pose, throbbing her pectorals and squeezing her breasts between her huge biceps. 

Tenten licked her sharp fangs and turned around, displaying her enormous back carved to labyrinthian perfection, a myriad lines of deep definition marking the supreme strength in each muscle that fought for room.

The more they posed, the more they showed off to each other, the hotter their bodies burned. The heat of arousal swelled up in tandem with their muscles until it got to the point where they couldn’t take it anymore.

“Mmm!” 

Their mouths slammed together, kissing fiercely as their tongues ran over each other with lustful delight. Licking the inner walls of their mouth and brushing over sharp teeth. They parted slightly, tongues still wrapped around each other, before clashing their lips together again. Ample breasts squeezed together as they held each other tightly, exploring the muscular reaches of their vast bodies and moaning in delight to have their muscles worshipped while each showed their love for the other’s musculature.

Their loincloths snapped away, and their naked sexes grinding together, the friction eased with the wetness dripping from their slips, coating their huge thighs.

“You’re so fucking hot, Sakura,” Tenten growled. “Want you to be my partner every time…!”

“Ugh, yes!” Sakura wildly grinned as Tenten roughly grabbed her breasts and pawed at them. “I want us to take over this village, make everyone here know who the fucking strongest ninjas around are!”

Their hips slammed together with thunderous force and velocity.

“Ah!” They cried in unison as the coitus took them to the highest highs of pleasure. “Ah! Ahh! Ahhhhh!” And released their pent-up arousal at the same time in streams of liquid pleasure that ran down their legs and salty drops of pleasure. “Ahhh…”

They held each other with a tenderness that betrayed their fearsome looks, sharing lazy kisses as they rode out the afterglow.

“Say…” Tenten mumbled between kisses. “Hinata wants us in the other room. Says, ah…” She gasped when Sakura kissed her neck, finding a pulsating point. “Says she wants us to see how she transforms the others.”

“Mmm, wouldn’t miss it.” Sakura grinned as they untangled themselves. “Shizune’s gonna make a fine demon lady.”

“She’s a wildcat in bed,” Tenten spoke from firsthand experience. “Can just imagine what she’ll be when transformed”

“Oh! But I am truly eager to see shishou transform!” If she had a tail, it’d be swagging with happiness.

Tenten bit her lip to stifle a moan, the mental image of Tsunade becoming a large, powerful demon lady… it almost made her want to fuck Sakura again. “Oh yeah, we cannot miss this.” 

X~X~X~X~X

The area they descended to was on the underground section of the Hokage monument, where the Hokage and those with clearance stored classified information, dangerous items, or proceeded with top-secret research. It had been easy for them to infiltrate the place; their newfound supernatural abilities, especially Hinata’s, gave them a lot of options. She had simply placed the ANBU under a deep genjutsu and sent them on their way with new directives, wiping their memories clean of the demon ladies waltzing into the places carrying the Hokage and her assistant.

Said women were held in a special medical chamber where Tsunade conducted a lot of secret research regarding physical anomalies and strange biological elements. In the ninja world, you encountered plenty of those. Be it people with animal physiology, or self-modified bodies that worked in a very strange and dangerous way. Sakura remembered the time her teacher showed her the body of a man who had replaced his heart with what was tantamount to a mass of living moss.

A lone light shone down from the ceiling, illuminating the center of the room and casting shadows on all corners. Underneath its lights, Shizune and Tsunade lay in large medical beds, firmly strapped in place. Well, Shizune was. There was no binding or chain that could ever restrain Tsunade, which was why the Hokage was being kept in a deep slumber through genjutsu.

Hinata tenderly ran a finger over Tsunade’s cheek, admiring the Hokage’s beauty. Her eyes could see the true age, the damage done by Tsunade’s use of her regeneration technique. “You have so much potential, my lady. We just need to bring it to the surface…”

“I’m surprised you haven’t already.” Sakura pointed out, standing at the foot of her mentor’s bed. On the other side of the bed, Tenten tilted her head at the sleeping Hokage.

“Oh, I have.”

The red- and silver-skinned devil ladies did a double stake simultaneously. “Wait, what?”

“I imbued her with the demon power already, but she is fighting it so much.” The large demonic Hyuuga commented with honest surprise, and even admiration, in her voice. “Tsunade is very driven. It is something to be respected.”

“So, wait, how is she going to transform then?” Tenten questioned.

“I… designed a scenario in her mind, to wear down the defenses and make her accept this power. It will take time, but I believe there is a chance for it work.”

“And it doesn’t?” 

“Then Tsunade’s even more powerful than I realized,” Hinata stated. “And it only makes me marvel at the strength she’d wield with the Ritus’s power even more.”

A soft groan came from Shizune, who slowly shuffled in her bed, waking up.

“Ah, she wakes.” Hinata happily said as they turned to look at her and walked up to her bed.

“W-What?” The medic mumbled, eyes squinting as she grew used to the light bearing down on her. She looked at the figures surrounding her, becoming less blurry as her eyesight focused. The first she recognized was Tenten, her memories of the young kunoichi made her blush a deep crimson. Then she noticed the other two. “Hinata, Sakura?” She muttered in disbelief. “My gods, this is what happened to you…!”

“Oh, it’s nothing to be frightened about, Shizune.” Hinata smiled, but her demonic divine visage did not reassure her in the least. “It was a… wonderful awakening a lot of women here can benefit from.”

Shizune struggled against her binds. “Listen to yourself! You’re different, all of you! We don’t know how much this curse affected you! We need to figure out a way to-“

“To what?” Sakura cut her off challengingly. “Undo it? Get rid of all this power? Throw away a weapon that was handed to us? Shizune, you can’t even imagine the things we’re capable of now. We can protect the village better than ever now!”

“By holding the Hokage hostage?!” She shouted, looking in Tsunade’s direction. “Just look at what you’re doing!”

“She’ll understand, eventually.” Hinata deflected. “Once she tastes the power for good.” She reached out to the pyramid in her chest, and a flick of her fingers opened it without actually touching it, revealing the glowing green light in the center. “Like you will.”

“Wha…” Her eyes widened frantically as something like smoke or mist emerged from it… and floated towards her.

“Don’t worry, Shizune.” Tenten cooed, leaning closer to the other side and leaning her breasts close to the woman’s shoulder. “You’ll love it. Much like you loved what we did after I ascended~.”

“We-We, I didn’t…”

“You were screaming; more, give me more.” Tenten licked her lips. “Which I feel we’ll hear from you again.”

Shizune struggled to break the binds, even if she knew it’d be pointless with the three superhumans surrounding her. Her mind was operating on fight or flight, but it was no use. The mist reached her nostrils, and when she gasped, it reached into her mouth until she inhaled all of it.

It was hard to describe. It felt like something sour and sweet trickled down her throat, pooling into her stomach, building up until it filled it and started spreading outwards.

“Ah!” She gasped, her body shaking. Her hands clenched in a claw-like gesture as she convulsed. Veins throbbed under her skin, pulsating over her arms and her neck. “Oh… gods!”

Her limbs hurt, her bones cracked, it felt like something was tearing her body apart and rebuilding it on a fundamental level. Her heart beat against her thorax so fast she feared it might explode out of her chest.

Shizune felt her body expand in every direction. Filling with those cursed energies that empowered every tendon, every fiber, swelling her muscle tissue to accommodate such unreal levels of power.

Oh… Oh, gods, the power. Shizune had never felt like this in her life. None of her training or talents had ever made her feel like she could lift anything heavier than her own weight. She had never developed her teacher’s legendary strength, but now…

Her arms bloomed, biceps swelled majestically under the sleeve until they tightened around the curvature of the muscle.

Now, Shizune felt mighty.

“Ohhh!” She moaned, the pain mingling with pleasure as her hips thrust reflexively, the bindings strained against her, slowly tearing.

Rips and tears were formed all over her tunic, as the threads pulled too tightly against her expanding musculature. Shizune gasped and heaved as her body kept growing with a tremendous amount of muscle, looking like a bodybuilder. “Ah!” A sharp heave caused her ballooning breasts to jump out of her tunic, erect nipples stood prominently as they tore through her mesh shirt. Her deltoids tore the sleeves at the seams, with her biceps further unraveling them.

Her legs became long and thick, corded with thick muscle and highly-strung groups that jumped and rippled. Calves widened past her shins, quads became barrel-like and firm. 

Fingernails lengthened into sharp claws. Fangs extended from her incisors.

With the claws and her growing strength, Shizune easily tore through her binds, but she did not escape. Instead, she furthered her outfit’s destruction by grabbing a hold of it and tearing it apart, releasing her almost nude, outstandingly muscular physique for them to see. 

“Ah! Ah!” Shizune panted ferally, roughly pawning at her breasts and massaging them, tweaking her hard nipples and groaning in deep arousal as a result. “More, more!” She cried out, hips thrusting out, showing her very wet panties. “Release me!”

She did not mean it in a literal sense; they could tell. She needed another type of release.

Tenten was about to give it to her when Sakura intervened. “You got your shot at her,” She leaned over Shizune’s thrashing legs, holding them apart with her own strength. “Time to help me, senior~”

She bit Shizune’s panties off and then placed her lips on her wet entrance.

Shizune howled in pleasure as Sakura’s supple lips and her skilled tongue let her see heaven. It did not take much for her to experience a world-wrecking climax as she spilled herself upon Sakura’s lips, who eagerly feasted on her release.

Hinata all but applauded at the scene, happy for Shizune to join them. It did not take much, certainly nothing compared to how much Tsunade was resisting.

The bearer of the Daemon Ritus looked at the slumbering Hokage, pondering on how much, if at all, her test had been progressing.
