(Warning: This story contains female muscle, female muscle growth, graphic sexual content,
and taboo subjects)

Everyone wants something. Everyone is willing to pay to get that something. But everyone has
their standards, the limits, and lines they are not willing to cross. At one point it becomes too
expensive, or the cost takes far more from you as a person. You sell your pride, your dignity,
and carry that empty piece with you for a long time.

Some can live with it; others find the price acceptable. There is no telling what those people
are capable of, those willing to part with something precious to get what they want.

Ethan figured perhaps he had gone insane to even consider this. Perhaps desire had become
obsession a long time ago and he had thrown away all rationality.

The circle drawn with arcane lettering was a clear indicator of madness.

Who summons demons to get what they want?

Probably someone who had something really wrong with them...

He constantly rationalized that once he indulged in this... desire of his he’d be free. He’d be
able to handle it better once he became familiar with the experience he’d go on with his life.

Nobody ever told him indulging in one’s addiction, even a little bit, only made it worse.

But his mind was set, Ethan... he needed this.

It was by a stroke of luck he happened upon that book, hidden in a secret place of their house,
clearly it belonged to the previous owners many years ago. The book was leather-bound, and
its pages contained so many amazing things. It spoke of demons and spirits, the fantastical and
mystical, things the world either forgot or locked away.

And how to invoke them.



For reasons beyond himself, Ethan believed it. He believed every word in every page, he felt
there was power to those symbols and letters he knew not the meaning of. His eyes were
drawn to every picture and sketch as though they were alive.

And one in particular stood out to him among all the others.

The figure that plagued his dreams and drove his libido insane with her image, and the
description of what she was and what she stood for.

He wanted... he needed to meet her.

Ethan made every preparation, he waited until he was alone in the house, drew the circle to
the precise detail, and gathered the ingredients.

In the middle of his room lit only by candles, Ethan chanted the words, feeling them echo as
they bounced off the walls. The lights flickered with each intonation as he held the book high
with his free hand. The letters in the circle glowed, and Ethan smiled.

Magic. This was pure, true magic coming to life by his actions and words. He had a gift, he had
the gift.

It was time to reap the benefits.

The chalk that made up the circle seemed to shift into black tar, opening a hole in the floor
that didn’t lead to the first floor. No, it led to somewhere else. A realm of chaos and fire, where
thought and flesh mingled as one. Where beings of extraordinary power dwelled.

Ethan felt ecstatic when she emerged.

The drawings of her paled in comparison to the real thing. She was... She was glorious, she was
all she could have hoped for and more.

Long horns sprouted from a red-skinned temple, long silvery hair flowed flawlessly down an
enormously wide back. Her features were both feminine and stern, carrying the experience of
countless centuries with her. Her body was massive, it was simply impossible for any human to
look like that.



At over two meters tall, and wider than a double-door refrigerator, this woman, this being,
was pure physical might incarnate. Her shredded biceps, engorged with veins the size of two
fingers pressed together, were easily larger than his torso, with such thickness and power
behind them they looked like they could easily snap him like a twig. Her pectorals were thicker
than the covers of the tome in his hand, supporting truly spectacular breasts that were thinly
hidden by a piece of fabric adorned with jewelry and sharp bones.

There were so many abdominal muscles on her core, with eight large cobblestones taking
center stage, and dozens upon dozens of obliques framing them, leading up to wide lats that
made her thick arms stand at an angle. The sharpest lines of a v-line lead to her crotch, also
hidden by a torn rag of cloths, where his eyes wandered over the staggeringly huge thighs,
bursting with power and flesh, wider than his entire body. Even the last detail of her body was
driving him insane, making his penis pulsate under his pants.

Ethan briefly followed with his gaze a long tail that ended up an arrow-like shape at the tip,
before looking up in awe of this infernal being that embodied his each and every desire.

Muscle and beauty, strength and sensuality.

The hellish woman opened her eyes, revealing dark sclera and yellow iris that seemed to stare
right through him.

“Hmm...” Her voice rumbled like rocks grinding against each other. She ever so lightly tilted her
head, making her long silvery locks trail over a huge deltoid like a waterfall. “Curious to see
one so young to indulge in the art of demonology” Her voice carried far more experience than
even ten of his ancestors combined.

He could only open and close his mouth as his throat felt dry.

“Do you know who you have invoked, mortal?” She quirked her brow, not really showing
impatience, but curiosity.

Ethan finally found his words as he stared at the massive matron. “Y-You are... Aezevin,
Mistress of Battle, Forger of Warriors” Just as the book had said.



“So you do have some idea of what sort of forces you have meddled with,” She mused. “Now
speak your intention before | grow bored. The mortal realm is so... ugh, tedious”

He could scarcely believe she was talking to her, “I just... | wanted to meet you”

That seemed to draw her curiosity further. “Oh, and why is that? Do you not seek to curry
favor with a demon to give you riches? | waste not my time with such pointless drivel, if you
know about me, then you know what I stand for”

He quickly nodded, “You turn women into warriors, you make them powerful, so they can fight
like you. So they can be like you”

Her eyes seemed to narrow ever so slightly. “And yet you should also know | do not waste my
time with males. My blessings are not for them. So what do you-?” She paused, her nose
twitching.

She sniffed, then she sniffed again as she closed her eyes.

A smile slowly formed on her lips. “Ahhh... | see” Aezevin sounded amused. “l can smell it on
you, boy. The desire, the arousal, the seed about to squirt out of your manhood just by the
sight of me”

Ethan idly placed a hand over his pants, trying to hide the bulge.

She chuckled, “A mortal with good taste. Your world has been bereft of powerful women for
so long. Hardly anyone seeks me anymore, let alone do they know | exist. ‘Tis a shame my
blessings have gone unrecognized for so long” She leaned forward so she could grin down at
him, showing sharp incisors. “And you crave them, you desire the return of such warriors in
your time” It was like she was seeing into the depths of his soul, “You sought me out...
because you know power is the greatest form of beauty, and you couldn’t help yourself...
You summoned me to give yourself to me”

Ethan shuddered when hot breath hit his face. “l read so much about you. And you’re... you're
incredible to me, everything you are, everything you stand for. | wanted to see your muscles,
to feel them, to-“



“To spread my gifts” Aezevin slowly run a tongue over the edges of her lips. “Ohhh trust
mortals to follow their loins over everything”

He knelt before her, “Please... let me spread your blessings, to make every woman who has a
warrior inside become like you. To make them all beautiful and strong like you”

“Hmm...” The demon pondered his proposal. “You want me to spread my blessings through
you then, to give the women in your life power and glory like no other... All to satisfy your
desires”

He gulped. “Yes”

Aezevin threw her head back, barking a laugh. “Oh, | appreciate your honesty! Hells bellow, at
least you are willing to make a deal | respect” Her smile widened. “But... you know pacts like
this have a price, don’t you?”

He dared to look up at her. “What do you want?”

“Hmm, having your soul would be a waste, | only enlist warriors pledged to me. You are
more like a... priest, perhaps.” She seemed to find the thought hilarious. “So let this be our
pact; Through you | will see those with potential, the worthy, and in your hands I will place
the gift of my might, through you | will act and bless them. Any woman in your life, should |
deem it so, will become amazons”
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Ethan smiled from ear to ear, “Yes... Yes, | accept

“Oh but that it’s not all you want, isn’t it?” She grinned, “You want to venerate them, to feel
their flesh and indulge in pleasure like never before. You want them to be ‘open’ to your
touch~”

He gulped, blushing and throbbing at the thought. “Y-Yes”

She hummed playfully, “Hmm, perhaps this | will have to decide for myself. If you are worthy
of them”

His thoughts halted, “H-How? What do | have to do?”



Aezevin balled her hands into fists tightly, making her muscles jump and easily tear through
the rags she called clothes. Ethan gasped at the red muscular perfection in front of him.

“Show me you know how to worship a warrior’s body”

Ethan’s cognition shattered at that moment. For the demon’s powerful allure was too much to
resist the moment the ‘invitation’ was given. She was his dream-made flesh, and so he threw
himself at that ample flesh.

His tongue desperately lapped at the ridges of those hard-coiled muscles, planting wet kisses
over the bulges of her quads, all while his hands trailed over her leg with adoration. He
couldn’t believe he was doing this, that he was living his fantasy with this hellish beauty. He
would have called it a miracle, but perhaps she’d find it insulting. She slowly rolled her muscles
with gentle flexes, striating her muscles ever further.

“Hmm~” She hummed in appreciation, “Lacking in experience... but not spirit,” Aezevin said
with a small grin. “This candor cannot be faked; you desire muscle and strength more than
anything... yet none for yourself”

Ethan merely let out a moan as he kept worshipping her leg, he felt her fingers run over his
brown locks.

“Even if | deny your wish, you would still offer yourself to me” She stated, rather than
questioned. “And you’d live out your existence happily if it meant venerating my body” His
reply was only more desperate lapping. She slowly guided his head towards her crotched,
letting out a pleased sigh as his tongue dove through her folds. “Yes... your devotion to my
gifts cannot be denied”

Then Ethan found himself being easily lifted by his shirt, his feet dangled in the air as he put
face to face with Aezevin, she then grabbed a hold of his midsection with her large hand and
held him higher still, until the bulge of his pants was pointing directly at her face.

“I just need to confirm one last thing”

She tore a hole through his pants with a sharp nail, and his erection sprung free. Swollen, red,
throbbing, desperate for release.



Before Ethan’s widening eyes, the mighty demon opened her ruby-rimmed lips and took his
full cock into her mouth. Pleasure unlike any he ever felt in his life exploded from his crotch,
quickly washing over him in waves that wrecked his body. The first blowjob of his life, the first
true act of sex ever done to him, and it was delivered by a demonic amazon.

Her tongue wrapped around him, her cheeks suckling upon his manhood with ease, never
closing her eyes she continued her lewd act with a sort of professional disposition, only slightly
frowning and raising her brows as though she tasted him as a sommelier would taste wine. She
moved him back and forth, her lips brushing all over his thick length without needing to bob
her head.

Ethan moaned in utter joy and ecstasy, losing control in a powerful explosive orgasm,
emptying his load inside her mouth in streams of hot white liquid.

Aezevin let out a muffled hum as his seed splashed all over her mouth, an impressive volume
was let loose against the corners of her mouth and the back of her throat, to which she easily
relaxed it and just consumed it all.

She cleaned him fully as she pulled him away, a trail of saliva connecting his dick to her lips
temporarily. “Your seed... ‘tis a fine taste indeed,” She said with some measure of surprise
before smiling at him. “Very well”

She ran her finger on the underside of his dick, and Ethan groaned, feeling as though his sack
was instantly filled again, a new wave of powerful arousal washing away the post-release
exhaustion, ready for more.

Next thing he knew, his clothes were torn to pieces, and Ethan was flung to his bed. The
enormous red frame of the demon loomed over him, climbing over the bed and making it
creak under her imposing weight. Her wide legs coaxed his sides as she positioned herself right
over his invigorated erection.

“Let the Pact be struck,” She placed her hands at the sides of his head, leaning forward as two
enormous breasts smushed against his flat chest. “l will bless the women around you, and the
two of us shall reap the benefits of these mighty warriors | shall create” Her hot breath
seductively brushed over his lips. “Do we have an accord?”

Ethan’s lip trembled as he exhaled in desperate agreement. “Yes... Yes, yes!”



Aezevin grinned and planted a slow kiss on his lips.

Then she impaled herself on him, and Ethan all but shouted in pleasure as his dick was coaxed
inside her tight warm walls. She rode him unrelentingly, dominating him in body and soul as
his manhood once more exploded in pleasure.

Aezevin let out a soft laugh, enjoying the rush of semen inside her as her own fluids coated his
length. His virility, blessed by her magic, would no doubt satisfy any of her amazons.

Oh, this was going to be fun.
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Ethan woke up feeling he was on top of the world. He had the largest smile as he checked
himself in the mirror, brushing his long bangs of curly brown hair. He felt like he was about to
burst into song, just cry out in joy that this was his life. His fantastical dreams became a reality,
a whole world of possibilities awaited him and he couldn’t wait to get started. He did not flinch
when the faint silhouette of Aezevin appeared behind him in the mirror, yet she wasn’t
physically behind him. It didn’t surprise him she could manifest this way, beyond the senses of
people unless she wanted them to perceive her.

“You are on your way to pick my first vassal?”

“Yup, gotta hold my part of the deal,” He said with a beaming smile. “So um, how does it work
exactly? | know you said you’d bless them through me, but it’s still fuzzy on the details”
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ve given you the ability to confer my blessings to women you single out. If my powers
deem them worthy, then they shall be empowered”

Cool, so he got to decide which women he’d want to bulk. That was handy.

“Do | touch them? Or do | recite a passage from the tome or something?”

“Your desire is vehicle enough”



Was that another way of saying if he was horny for them, they’d grow? Well, works for him.

“You coming with me?”

“I trust you will not disappoint me,” There was an underlying threat in her tone. “Contractor. |
shall go where | please, worry not for prying eyes, they will never see me”

He wasn’t sure he liked a powerful demoness just wandering around. But the texts said she
wasn’t one to engage in random killing or petty acts of malice. So it'd be safe for her to stay
around the house. His mom and sister would be beneath her notice so he didn’t have anything
to worry about.

However, a thought occurred to him. “Won’t it draw people’s attention that some women are
suddenly turning into amazons?”

“It will not be an unnatural occurrence to anyone who witnesses either the process or the
results. The minds of mortals will fill in the gaps, and it’ll be like nothing is out of the
ordinary, such is my magic”

Man, one of these days he’d have to learn more stuff from the tome.

“Welp,” He grinned widely. “I’'m off to get the first pick. | think you're gonna like her~”

“We'll see”

He went downstairs with a very eager step to his feet, briefly looking over the entrance to the
kitchen as he saw his mother making breakfast, who looked over her shoulder, swaying her
curly brown locks as she did so. His mother Peyton looked rather young for her age, but a few
lines on her face still indicated she was the spry chicken she used to be. “Morning honey, got
the pancakes ready?”

“Sorry, can’t stay!” He blurted out fast as he fiddled with his keys. “Promised Miss Tay I'd help
her today”



“So early?” His mother said in surprise, “You’re not even gonna wait for breakfast?”
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“She’s got a lot of stuff that needs moving, and | promised!” It took all his self-control not to

race through the door. “Will probably be there all day!”

“Remember you still need to help me move that old furniture in the basement!” She called out
louder the further he got.

“Yeah sure will do it later!” He didn’t even wait for her reply, passing through the front door
and walking impatiently to the house across the streets. As was usual for suburbs, theirs was
very quiet and empty at this hour in the morning.

He licked his lips as he reached the door, all but banging rather than knocking. He barely even
considered ringing the doorbell, Ethan was far too excited to keep his thoughts in order.

Soon enough, the door opened, revealing the woman he was yearning to bless.

Short dark hair, flawless dark skin. The blue tank top showed the beautiful details of her toned
arms, while her yoga pants hugged those flawless legs perfectly. Pearly white teeth smiled at
him, “Ethan! Good morning, wasn’t expecting you so early” Coach Amanda Miller, his school’s
track field coach and his sister Amber’s favorite teacher (and his~), said brightly.

Ethan felt his heart rate starting to rise. “Not a problem. Where do we start?”

He wanted to start by bulking her up, but that wasn’t happening just yet, even if he was
picturing it really hard right now.

Coach Amanda was a beautiful woman whom he’d had fantasies about repeatedly. Her good
looks were only emphasized by her toned muscles. He thanked his lucky stars for the coach
moving right across the street. He hoped he’d spot her often working out, get a glimpse of
those fantastic legs rippling sprinting by the sidewalk...

Of course, he offered to help her settle in. Move boxes and unpack things. Wishing to see
more of that fit woman and imagine her sheer potential.



She led him inside and pointed to a few boxes scattered around her living room. “Help me sort
through these, there was a mix-up when moving...” She grumbled irritably. And Ethan looked
closely at how her arms rippled when she easily lifted a heavy-looking box and put it over a
coffee table.

Come on, where was that Aezevin-juice? He was so into the woman, she should be hulking out
of her clothes by now.

Trying to keep himself focused, he opened the nearest box and peered inside, raising his
eyebrows as he spotted all the trophies. “Wow, you won a lot of competitions”

“A few” She cheekily said.

Discus and javelin throwing, track field, the only thing that was missing were trophies for more
‘intense’ sports. “Don’t take this the wrong way, teach. But if you're such a champ, how did
you end up as a senior high coach?”

Amanda sighed, walking over to pick one of the trophies. A track field medal. “Well, comes the
time when you gotta make choices. You realize you can’t do it all, eventually, you gotta make
some sacrifices. Me? Well, | had to pick a more stable career”

“How come?”

“Olympics are very competitive, only the best of the best get there. And circumstances kept
me from reaching that goal.” She sounded a touch disappointed if accepting of the fact.

Ethan looked at her expectingly. “And what was your goal?”

She laughed, “Oh nothing much. Just be the most versatile athlete who’d take gold from
multiple sports at the same time” Amanda shook her head, “But eventually | realized | couldn’t
prepare for all the sports | wanted” The dark-skinned woman set the medal down on the table,
and browsed through the items on the trophy box. “Like...”

And pulled out something that made Ethan’s heart skip a beat.

It was a picture of the coach. Wearing a hot pink bikini. Posing for a bodybuilding show.



She looked bigger than she was now, not by much, but it was notable.

He swallowed, willing himself not to get hard now.

“One of the things | tried was bodybuilding, while also training for track field” She shook her
head, amused by the follies of her youth. “In case you can’t tell, the two aren’t compatible. So
training for both brought my performance down on so many things. This pic right here?” She
tapped at the frame. “l wasn’t even a finalist”

And yet she looked so amazing, with her pumped bronzed-up muscles...

He could only imagine how big she could have gotten had she continued with bodybuilding.

“It was a wake-up call, one | sorely needed,” Amanda said, “You’re only human after all,
everyone has their limits. Take it as a lesson kid, don’t overreach”

“What if you could?”

She looked at him confused.

Ethan looked at her and saw more than a woman bound by limitations, he saw an amazon in
the making. “What if you didn’t have limits? What if you could do everything you wanted?” His
words were passioned, clearly startling the coach. “No limits, nothing, you’d be superhuman.
You could be a star of every sport”

“I... Ethan, that’s impossible”

“It doesn’t have to be,” He didn’t care how he was sounding, he needed her to understand. He
took the picture from her grasp. “Imagine this woman, who smiled so confidently... and picture
her a champion. Picture her faster, stronger... bigger than anyone else”

She could only stare at him.



“Not just an Olympic champion. The Olympic”

“What... are you saying?”

“Just imagine, teach” He muttered, “Picture yourself like | picture you...”

Amanda didn’t know how to react to this strange turn of events, and this suddenly
impassioned speech by the youth. So instead she stared at that muscular woman in the
picture, that woman had lost, she chose to settle down and... just accept a life of contentment.

She craved so much once, and she craves it still.

Red smoke seemed to emanate from nowhere, yet it was invisible to the coach.

Amanda just kept staring at her picture. “Had that been possible... | would have worked harder
than ever to be that person. But | found walls all the way because | just... couldn’t do it all”

So much untapped potential.

“But you can,” Ethan insisted. “You will be that person. That amazon... if you want to”

The strength, the glory, the power... she desires it all. She just needed you to remind her of
her old dreams.

The smoke seemed to caress her cheeks with a lover’s touch, and Amanda’s lips trembled as
she was bombarded with images of the mightiest woman she could be. More than an athlete,
something superhuman, a warrior.

Whose body matched her spirit.

All of her passion and her desires came out in one shuddering exhale, “...l want it”

Then so it shall be.



Amanda inhaled deeply, breathing the red smoke.

She let out a sharp gasp, followed by frantic breaths. Ethan’s heart beat a mile a minute as he
saw the beginnings of movement under her skin, tendons and flexors pulled tightly, rippling as
the flesh began to expand.

Ethan remembered the first time he fell in love with muscles. It was that classic 90s Hulk
cartoon when Jennifer Walters became the magnificent She Hulk in a burst of orgasmic
growth. A work of fiction that would fuel his fantasies for years to come.

This was no fiction, no fantasy. This was real, and it was happening before his very eyes. Only
instead of bright green, her skin remained a beautiful dark brown.

Her chest tightened, forming a faint line that separated her pectorals. The straps of her tank
top got thinner as her traps rose and deltoids inflated with respectable definition. The way she
clenched her fists made her arm muscles jump, slowly thickening as the flesh expanded with
more mass and tone.

“Hng!” Amanda grunted through clenched teeth, hunching into a feral pose as her back
widened. Ethan noticed how she was also getting taller, with her legs making the snug yoga
pants show the bulge of her enlarging thighs and thickening calves. More and more the fabric
tightened until it looked painted on.

When the growth seemed to slow, Ethan’s desire for it to keep going doubled. He brushed the
outline of his erect dick over his pans, begging for Aezevin’s blessing to flow once more. “Get
bigger,” He muttered as his fingers massaged his throbbing bulge. “Get yoked, turn into an
amazon, please”

More invisible red smoke emerged at his beckoning, wrapped around the coach in a shape
similar to the demoness. The ghostly hands trailed over the woman’s curves and muscles, with
one hand grasping a breast while the other stroked her lower regions.

Amanda’s eyes show open, a deep gasp made her inhale more of the metaphysical essence,
and her expansion continued at an even faster rate. Fueled by the infernal blessing’s energy
with greater impetus.



She swelled majestically, growing muscles so large she could compete in any bodybuilding
even in the world. Her arms became pythons of fleshy girth, and her legs inflated into powerful
tree trunks of pure muscle, tearing her stretchy pants to shred and unveiling the shredded
sweaty beauty of those meaty limbs. Her breasts became unbounded, jumping up and down as
they snapped free of their constraints, while the rest of her blue tank top barely hung around
her in tatter strips, showing most of her toned set of blocky abdominals. She grunted and
growled like a feral beast, her thick pectorals throbbed while her upper body reached the apex
of its width, finishing off the remnants of her attire.

Amanda flexed her arms imperiously as she howled in victorious climax, pulsating her entire
frame with throbbing veins.

Ethan felt a bit of pre-cum escape into his underwear. He had done it... just like Aezevin said,
through his desire he had willed a beautiful woman into an enormous amazon, almost seven
feet in height, and more muscular than any bodybuilder on Earth. He turned her into an
amazon, a woman of his dreams...

“Holy shit, coach...” He slowly smiled in euphoria. “Y-You look am-“

His words were cut off as the woman breached the distance between them in a blur, holding
him up by his shirt and slamming their lips together into a searing kiss. He barely had time to
react when her hand cupped his bulge over the pants and rubbed it up and down. Moaning
loudly into her mouth, Ethan experienced a swift orgasm as he flooded his underwear with a
deluge of cum.

She broke the kiss, taking pleasure in watching him pant post-release. “I get the feeling | have
you to thank for turning me into this fucking shredded slab of meat” Amanda grinned at him
with hunger, twitching her pecs and making her breasts bounce. “So I’'m gonna make sure to
reward you properly”

She carried him to her bedroom in her massive arms, where she proceeded to fuck him
senseless. Making the bed loudly creak as she moved up and down his length, flexing and
growling, aroused by her own enormous musculature and taking joy in dominating the much
smaller youth. Something which Ethan deeply appreciated too as he held to her massive thighs
for dear life as his cock was squeezed between the powerful muscles of her entrance.

In the throes of pleasure, he vaguely heard Aezevin's voice. A fine start, my servant~



He emptied his load inside the amazon, moaning in utter joy as he came to the hazy realization
that yes, this was just the start.
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Life was pretty fucking amazing for Ethan. He wielded his power regularly, living out his
fantasies as he made girl after girl grow, go from lithe little things to shredded slabs of female
musculature. He was nervous at first that Aezevin wouldn’t let him go so cavalier with her gifts,
or that she would disapprove of some of the women he picked. But he’d yet to hear any
reproach from the demoness.

Which suited him just fine. With the way her magic worked nobody could tell anything strange
was happening, and he just reaped the benefits~ A show to women hulking out followed by a
fierce sexual encounter with the now lustful amazons.

His latest blessing was the cheerleading squad, namely the captain of the troupe Alison. He
brazenly followed her into the locker room, saw her about to change with her friends Jenny
and Millie, and the head cheerleader's moans replaced all enraged and shocked outcries as she
quickly grew out of her outfit, shifting from a lean athletic young woman into a bodybuilder.

Ethan watched with a smile as he watched Alison rail Millie against the lockers, the smaller
girl’s limbs were wrapped around that muscular upper, holding on for dear life as Alison’s hips
slammed into her friend’s with wild abandon. She grunted like a feral beast while Millie let out
shrill cries of ecstasy as her eyes rolled back.

He grunted as the pressure on his dick built up, looking down to see Jenny on her knees
working his meat. “Hmm, can you make me big like Allie too™~?” She asked with hazy arousal as
her hands worked overtime jacking him.

Ethan swallowed, feeling himself get close. “Sure | will, you can bet on it” And with a push on
the back of her head, Jenny took him whole in her mouth, causing Ethan to throw his head
back and moan while still enjoying the show. He was honest about making Jenny big one day,
he’d just save it for another time when he could properly enjoy it~

After one load and a fantastic show of Alison fucking her friends senseless, Ethan went about
his day. It was a good thing Aezevin had given him potent stamina and virility to catch up to
these amazons, otherwise, he’d probably have died of a crushed pelvis and dehydration by
now.



He passed by Miss Zhuang, the English teacher, looking younger than ever and as powerful as a
bull. That sleeveless shirt showed off her mighty arm while her legs were almost fully visible
thanks to her miniskirt. She gave him a wink and a discrete pat on his buttocks. She was the
fourth woman he made grow, or maybe the fifth, he was losing count at this point. Ethan
walked with a confident gait on his step toward Coach Amanda’s office, but not before being
cornered by Carmen, the dark gothic beauty whose porcelain white skin and dark make-up
were definitely not the most eye-catching traits of her person, that’d be the bulging muscles
bursting out everywhere on her body.

“Where you going, witch boy?” She grinned at him, resting one arm on the wall right next to
his head as she leaned down at him.

“Just gonna visit coach Amanda,” He easily replied even if his dick slowly stirred.

“Hmm, she’s a beauty” She growled with a wild smirk. “Say, there’s someone who wants your
‘magic touch’,” Another girl appeared behind her, pretty much hidden beneath the goth girl’s
build. She looked very similar to Carmen, down to the gothic aesthetic she had going, only with
more piercings on her nose. “Remember my sister Olive?”

The girl grinned at him coyly, “’ Course he remembers me, don’t you Ethan?”

“She wants to join this little club of ours,”

Ethan’s grin grew intrigued, “Oh?”

“I really want to look like Carmen,” Olive grasped her sister’s flexed arm, caressing it in a way
Ethan was pretty sure sisters weren’t meant to. “How about it, Ethan? Wouldn’t you like a pair
of hot buff goth sisters? Imagine the show we can give you™” She giggled, leaning her head on
Carmen’s shoulder, who more than appreciated her sister’s touch if the look on her face was
any indication.

Then Olive kissed her sister’s bicep, and Ethan wagered it hadn’t been the first time she did
that.

Holy shit the two of them? That was so fucking hot...



“Ladies, I'd be a fool to say no~,” Ethan suavely said. “I'll meet you today after class, first |
gotta check on coach Amanda” She said she had something to show him, and far be it from
him to make his main lady wait.

“By Ethan!” Olive waved at him, putting her arms around her sister’s muscular midsection
while this one tightly embraced her. “Can’t wait to look like you~”

“Hmm, you’re gonna look so fucking sexy™~” Carmen let out a husky laugh as she nuzzled her
sister’s nose.

Fuuuck, he couldn’t wait!

Hurrying up to the coach’s office by the gym, he heard the clanking sound of weights coming
from inside. Naturally, she was pumping iron in her time off, oh how he loved that sweaty dark
skin swelling with girth and throbbing with veins. Maybe she wanted a quickie to burn off
some of that energy™

He stepped through the door with a wide smile and a quippy flirt on his lips, but he froze the
moment he saw what was inside.

Coach Amanda stood there, arms akimbo over her blue stretchy leotard. She wasn’t the one
lifting weights. No, it was a young woman who was lifting dumbbells in quick repetitions.
About his age, brown hair pulled in a ponytail, green eyes. She wore a simple white shirt and
workout shorts.

Ethan’s sister Amber was lifting weights under Amanda’s instructions... and she had muscles
that weren’t there a day ago.

It wasn’t the amazonian level of beef he gave women, but her biceps were still sizeable enough
and her quads were filling the edges of her shorts. Her arms rippled and flexed with each rep,
deep breath made her stomach stand out against her shirt, showing the faint bumps of
abdominal muscles under her shirt.

Ethan stood there speechless. How? How had Amber gotten fit?! He certainly hadn’t given her
muscles! He never would have, she’s his sister!

“There you are,” Amanda smirked at Ethan, acknowledging his presence.



“Hey, bro!” Amber said with a bright smile before focusing on her task again.

“H-Hey...” He tried to remain calm. “W-What’s going on here?”

“Oh thought you'd like to meet my new apprentice,” The coach simply said.
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“Coach Amanda said | got potential to be like her one day!” Amber laughed. “God | hope so!
Have you seen her? | mean you can see her, she’s huge!” Her smile was all teeth.

“I... 1 thought you only wanted to do track field,” He lamely said, unsure of what he was feeling
right now. It was... horrifyingly familiar.

“That was until coach told me | didn’t have to settle down,” Her smirk was downright
competitive, “I can have it all”

“What do you think, Ethan?” Amanda coyly asked with a knowing tone. “Think your sis has
what it takes?”
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“I'm sure you’ll be a proper good brother and support her”

Amanda winked at him. And Ethan understood what she meant.

He stared at his sister’s biceps, swelling ever so slightly under the weight of the dumbbells, the
way the flesh striated, the skin pulling taunt, and the faintest of veins rising to the surface
inspired a storm of conflicting emotions inside of him.

A faint whisp of red smoke appeared around her, and Amber breathed in. “O-Oh my, think I'm
hitting my second wind!”

Her muscles slowly increased in size-



Ethan slammed his foot on the metaphorical break with all his strength, ceasing the surge of
Aezevin’s blessing, and quickly ran away.
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Ethan gasped after splashing water on his face, feeling he was out of breath. He stared at his
reflection in the mirror with a haggard expression, looking haunted, as though he had
witnessed something terrible.

Amber, he... he almost made her grow. Because he found her...

No. No no no, he couldn’t think like that. Not about Amber, not about his sister. There was no
way he’d ever feel that way about her just because she had muscles, his obsession drew a line
at his family.

“So much for your unbridled desires,” He didn’t even fidget when he heard Aezevin’s voice,
spotting her massive body behind him in the mirror. “You turn tail when something starts
pushing your boundaries”

He gripped the sink tightly, “It’s a big fucking boundary, she’s my sister!”

The demon’s yellow iris looked down at him unimpressed, “Yet you were very eager to see
those two sisters engage in debauchery,”

She was talking about Olive and Carmen, fuck he forgot to meet them afterwards. He just ran
back home. “That’s... That’s different,” He lamely excused himself.

“Yes, taboo is titillating so long as it doesn’t involve you,” She replied with a tone as dry as
sandpaper.

“How did she even get buff?!” He demanded to know. “Was it you?”

Massive shoulders shrugged, “There’s a lot of my magic going around. And she became quite
enamored with your first chosen, much like you” Aezevin slowly grinned, “She indulged the
young one in all her wants, letting her worship her enormous body and taste a sample of
that power. Oh, how she craved it, the power and muscle. She always wanted to excel; you



know? She wanted to be praised and admired, and now she found a way... And sweet
powerful Amanda showed her the depths of that beautiful might, oh how she cried in
ecstasy as she was fucked for the first time~”

“Oh god...” Ethan felt dizzy, he struggled not to picture Aezevin’s words... and yet his dick was
slowly hardening.

“So | gave her a taste, enough to start her path, so you’d bless her properly” Her smirk
showed the tips of her fangs. “Wouldn’t that be beautiful, for her brother to make her into
the woman she is meant to be~?”

“No!” Ethan said even as his body betrayed him. “That’s sick! Y-You can’t make me-! Take it
away right now! | won’t make her-!"

He suddenly felt the full pressure of Aezevin’s presence, like an angry ocean falling down upon
him. He almost forgot how to breathe as her hand gripped his jaw.

“You would deny me?” She seethed. “You forget you are not in control here, our pact
dictates you select the women for ME to bless, though my blessings are channeled through
your desires, it is, in the end, always MY choice.”

He shuddered, “W-Why me? If you can... turn her directly, why do you want me to do it?”

Her smile was predatory.

“Because | can,” She caressed his cheek, it was not a comforting gesture, “Because | want it
that way, that is my indulgence, to see you succumb to your desires... for anyone”

“...You sick fuck”

Aezevin laughed, “Ohhh the depths of human hypocrisy” She looked into his eyes, “A poultry
illusion, so easily dispelled with the truth”

Then he saw her. Amber, in the garage, lifting weights he was certain didn’t belong to them.
Pumping her muscles stronger and harder, a bit larger than they had been today...



Even this late into the night, she kept reaching for her goal.

“Imagine her, growing larger and stronger. Bit by bit her clothes tightening as her skin
becomes dotted with the deepest of lines, rippling with bulging rolls of muscle”

He could picture it, his sister, his blood... becoming an amazon thanks to him. Reaching glory
born from his desire.

Rewarding him for being such a good brother...

Ethan couldn’t take it anymore, he pulled his pants down and furiously masturbated. It wasn’t
long before he shot his load into the sink, immense guilt following suit once the pleasure
vanished.

“No...” He cried out, “l won’t... | won't...”

Aezevin rolled her eyes displeased, “Such stubbornness, refusing to admit to your own
hypocritical greed. Perhaps you still need more... convincing”

The next words chilled his heart.

“Amber is not your only kin worthy of my gifts~”

His eyes widened in horror. “No...”

Then Aezevin was gone, turned into smoke and quickly traversing through the air down the
hall... to his mother’s bedroom.

Ethan ran, struggling to put his still-stiff member into his pants, making his trek difficult and
uncomfortable. But he didn’t care, he had to get to her room before it was too late.

(Although a perverse part of his mind, one he was steadily losing the war against, wanted to
see what Aezevin was going to do)



He was a few paces away from his mother’s room, noting how the door was half open and
wisps of smoke came out from inside. His heart thundered in his chest, fearful (and excited) of
what he might find. He approached, reaching with a shaky hand, and almost didn’t there open
the door... until he heard a moan and the creaking of a bed.

Then, he flung the door open on instinct. What he saw made his blood freeze... probably
because most of it was flowing to another region.

Aezevin was kneeling on the bed, smirking with that devilish fanged grin of hers... while fucking
his mother.

Peyton lay on her back, hips held up to Aezevin as the enormous devil woman held her in
place, lining up their sexes and thrusting repeatedly. His mother squirmed, moaning and
whining pitifully as her hands desperately grasped the sheets and pulled so tight she unclasped
them from the bed’s corners, her nightgown was quickly drenched in sweat, sticking to her like
a second skin, letting him see everything.

Everything. From the bumps of her perky breasts and hard nipples... to the way the flesh
rippled and swelled.

“Here, my darling,” Aezevin cooed and muttered with a lover’s gentleness, contrasting how
fiercely she drove her hips into the human woman’s. “Feel my essence flow into you, doesn’t
it feel good™~?”

“Yes!” Peyton cried out, joyful tears gathering at the corners of her eyes. “Yeeeeeeugnhghrh!”
His moan degraded into a guttural growl as the growth sped up, the demon’s blessing entered
her body at full force, transforming her into something beyond human.

Something beyond the amazons Ethan had turned those women into.

As her body grew so much larger, the young man felt his guilty erection throb at the sight. The
nightgown tore open, unable to contain the onslaught of beef pulsating through the flimsy
fabric. Muscles piled up on each other as limbs thickened and extended tremendously, the
deepest lines of definition were carved on the surface of her body, striating the flushed skin to
its limits.



Although what he first thought was flush from heat was in fact a pinkish coloration seeping
through, progressively darkening until it shifted to a fierce red.

Peyton gasped, arching her back and making her swelling breasts jump, pain and pleasure
mixing into one as horns slowly sprouted from her head, long, sharp, and elegant, her open
mouth revealed the sharpening of her incisors into fangs...

Aezevin was turning his mother into a demonic woman just like her.

The demon lord grinned at her, she looked down at his hardened erection and winked.

As she neared Aezevin’s sight, a bout of superhuman strength flowed through those engorged
veins and allowed Peyton to flip the demon down on the bed, kissing her passionately. The two
moaned as their tongues fiercely rolled over the other, leaving long trails of saliva between
them.

“Quite, hng” Aezevin grinned while grunting, her body rocking from Peyton’s thrusts, “the
show we’re giving him, hmm~?”

Peyton’s response was a monstrous growl, so deep and guttural it could make the foundations
of the house rumble. There was nothing left of the human woman, just a mighty demon
possessed by power and lust.

The two devil women came together... and so did Ethan as he watched it all.
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Ethan shambled like a zombie, walking away with a stained underwear he didn’t bother
cleaning up, the sound of his mother’s and the demon’s lovemaking could still be felt in the
background.

A horrendous sight that would never leave him... because he did not want to.

He treasured every moment he witnessed of that debaucherous affair, it was a glorious event
that filled him with utter satisfaction and joy. Such sick, sinful joy...



He couldn’t hide what he was, he couldn’t deny this was the extent of his sick obsession.

This was what truly existed inside him, the lustful creature Aezevin said dwelled inside him,
uncaring of boundaries or taboo so long as his desires was met.

Perhaps it wasn’t coincidence that in his aimless wandering through the house, ended up in
the garage where his sister was training.

Bulky, but not inhumanly so, still far from the bodybuilder she wanted to be... or the inhuman
beast she could be.

Amber toweled herself off, quirking her brow at the sight of him but didn’t raise any particular
disbelief or criticism at his state. She merely grinned, “Mom and your friend are really going at
it huh?”

Ethan said nothing.

“Saw her in my dreams, you know? Fuck, she’s so hot” She giggled, throwing the towel away as
she adjust her sweaty and sticky tank top and shorts. “Shame on you for keeping her all to
yourself, ‘little’ bro”

He could only stare at his slightly taller sister, idly marveling at the muscles so full of potential.

“Shame on you for keeping your little gift from me,” Her voice dropped an octave, growing
husky. “Could only get a taste of the whole thing. But | figured by now | could get more if you
actually paid a little bit of attention to me~”

She grinned proudly and flexed her strong arm, bringing up her apple-sized biceps.

“Just imagine what | could be if you were to share your blessing with me, I-“

Ethan shut her up with a kiss.



She made a surprised sound, clearly expecting she needed to coax him a little more.

But there was no point, Ethan had succumbed to his instincts and desires, he had no more
excuses or lies to hide behind. He knew what he was, he knew what his desires demanded of
him, he knew he would stop at nothing to get it.

All the women he made powerful, all the women he slept with and witnessed do acts of
extreme lewdness upon one another... He wanted all women he desired to grow into
goddesses, such was his Pact.

The blessing of the underworld flowed far more powerfully than ever before, filling Amber’s
mouth and making her swallow it whole.

The young woman pulled away, letting out a gasp as her eyes went wide. It tasted like sulfur
and honey...

Amber grew, unstoppably rising in height and widening with extreme levels of mass. Her body
expanded so swiftly and massively that she became larger than even the biggest bodybuilder,
tearing her clothes apart under the massive swell of her body. Her feet cracked the concrete
underneath, her quads exploded with shredded flesh and a network of veins that traveled all
the way to her crotch.

She moaned, her voice becoming deeper and more powerful as her lungs grew inside her
expanding thorax, raising arms with the thickness of tree trunks and bringing them down into a
massive most muscular. Each bicep was thicker than his own torso, such was the unreal level
of muscularity that filled her.

Her skin swiftly became red, horns sprouted from her temples and slowly curled back,
thickening with each new inch as they curved like a ram’s. A long strong tail sprouted from her
back, resting over the massive and toned glutes that hardened like cannonballs.

As his sister ascended, laughing almost maniacally, rising to twice his own height, Ethan
pleasured himself. His blessed member filled with supernatural virility had all the stamina and
endurance he needed to go again, even after such a massive load spent when witnessing his
mother and Aezevin.

He grunted, splashing his white seed over the red skin of Amber’s barrel-like thigh.



His sister looked down at the mess amused, licking her lips. “You’re easy to rile up huh~?”

“A most proper response when glory is in front of him” Aezevin’s voice spoke out, and they
saw her enter the garage, ducking under the doorframe. Followed by the now-demonic Peyton
whose resemblance to the demon was not coincidental.
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Peyton’s now yellow eyes looked at her daughter with glee, “Oh darling, you look beautifu

“I should say the same thing to you~”

Mother and other embraced, caressing each other’s muscular forms with a tenderness that
went beyond familial. Ethan shuddered when the two shared a slow loving kiss on the lips.

Aezevin grinned, approving of this development, standing before the two as she rubbed their
massive shoulders, bringing them closer into an embrace against her still larger frame, “Your
son has turned so many women into magnificent followers, it’s only fitting his family joins
me as well~”

Amber and Peyton looked at him with devious smiles, their eyes were hungry and wanting.

“Admire the fruits of your labor, Ethan”

He felt his sack fill up again as his mother licked her daughter’s cheek with a long forked
tongue, while Amber reached out and squeezed Peyton’s breast tightly.

“Time for his reward, my vassals™~” Aezevin commanded them, and the two enormous devil
women strutted over to the young man.

He surrendered, laying down helplessly as let himself be dragged into this hellish taboo where
he felt like paradise itself had come down upon him. The last of his cognition shattered when
his mother claimed his lips and positioned herself atop him, all the while his sister tended to
both of them while waiting for her turn.



Aezevin smiled proudly, knowing this Pact was the beginning of a new age of warrior women
who'’d praised her name.



