The Dragon God


Bethany Dillon ran upstairs, rushing into her bedroom and collapsing face-first into her bed. Tears of frustration – of embarrassment - ran down her face and onto her pillow. How could she have done something so unbelievably stupid?



She heard a knock on the door. “Bethany, are you okay dear?”


She made no reply, prompting her mom to come inside. Her mom was a slim, attractive blonde woman with a pert backside, and firm breasts. Bethany was always amused when people confused her mother for being her “older sister”. She was often told that she looked a lot like Jenny McCarthy.

“Honey,” she said, sitting down on the bed and resting a hand on her daughter’s back. “What’s wrong?”


“Nothing…I’m just tired.”


“But, you were crying. Come on, tell me what happened.”


Bethany told her mother about what happened at school today. Her mother said nothing, only listening patiently as a mother should.


It all started a couple of days ago, when the school announced that the Homecoming dance was approaching. Her friends – who some might call the “Fugly Girls” – were all talking about how stupid it would be to even consider going…but she did want to go. She was a sophomore, and still hung around the same group of girls that she’d known since middle school; it was time to do something different. While other kids were out having beer-filled romps, she spent her time watching Anime with her friends, reading manga, and playing video games. She had no problem with these activities, but for once – just once – she wanted the glamour that was afforded to the popular kids – the “Beautiful People”. She wanted to graduate high school with little to no regrets.


So, earlier that day, while she was having lunch at school, she decided to ask Mark Ballard, the popular, handsome junior and track team star, who she saw everyday at school. They had fifth period Spanish, and he sat only a few seats away from her. Though their only encounters together were scarce and very short – mostly ones where Mark borrowed pencils and paper from Bethany – she had always admired him from afar. 


While he was walking to his table, she caught him and pulled him to the side. She remembered feeling her ears burn as she asked him –it felt like she was doing it on stage in front of an audience. He gave the sweetest smile, and gave her the exact answer that she was expecting, but never before had she heard a sweeter way of saying ‘no’. He could’ve slowly run her over with a dump truck, and she still would’ve smiled and said it was fine. After that, she just walked back to her table, at which her astonished friends sat.


But it wasn’t the rejection that had brought her to tears, it was what happened after school that had done that. When the final bell rang, she started walking to the bus loop…that was then they came.


“Hey, freak!”


Turning around, she saw a tall junior girl with stringy brown hair, walking towards her, closely followed by three other girls. She had a malicious smile on her face. Her name was Melanie Knibb, and she was a popular and well-liked girl in her school. She was on the volleyball team, and one of the so-called “beautiful people” of the school.


“Hey,” she repeated. “I’m talking to you, freak!”


Bethany froze as Melanie neared her. She could feel her heart pounding inside of her chest. Her eyes widened in the likeness of an animal caught in the path of an oncoming car.


“Did you really think that Mark would take you to homecoming, or did someone dare you to do it?”


“I….I…” she stammered.


“Listen. Mark told me that you asked him to homecoming, so I’m going to give you some advice: don’t bother him again with your raggedy clothes wearing, chess club, and geek looking ass! Got it?”


She nodded glumly, barely making eye contact.


“Good. Now, get out of here…stupid little bitch.”


Bethany ran off without a word, the laughter of the older girls pelting her from behind. She cried during the entire bus ride home and even during her walk from her bus stop. Her friends tried their best to console her, but all to no avail


“Listen, sweetie,” Bethany’s mother said. “I’m glad you took a risk today; you should absolutely try to live your life without any regrets. The only thing that I can tell you is not to let it get you down. I think the only reason that girl said those things is because she was threatened and surprised your boldness.”


“R-really?”


“Absolutely. Feeling better?”


“A little.”


“Good,” she said, getting up and handing her some money. “I’m going out with Paul, tonight. Here’s some money, so you can order out some food. If you need me to come home, then I want you to call me immediately. I love you.”


She and Bethany’s dad were divorced; Paul was her boyfriend. He was a sports agent or something, and he loved to wine and dine Bethany’s mom. Even though she never came out and said it, Bethany was 100% sure that Paul was sleeping with her mother. Sometimes, Bethany’s mother would go out many a night, only to come back in the wee hours of the following day.

After spending hours moping in her room, she went downstairs and ordered pizza and Buffalo wings. She sat on the couch, eating and watching television in an effort to console herself. Thank God it was Friday; she’d have the whole weekend to mope and avoid the thought of going back to school.

It was then that her phone rang: it was her friend, Amy.


“Hey. Are you all right?” she asked.


“I’m feeling better,” she shrugged.


“I heard what happened – I’m really sorry.”


“Thanks.”


“Hey! Sam and I are going to the mall tomorrow - you should come with us.”


“I-I dunno.”


“Aw, come on, it’ll take your mind off of what happened.”


She relented. “Okay.”


“Sweet! We’ll be there at around three o’clock. See ya!”


She hung up the phone and continued watching TV. She started nodding off around 2 AM, so she put away her remaining food, turned the TV off, and went to bed.


The next day, she got up at around one in the afternoon, freshened up, and had some breakfast. She didn’t see her mom – must’ve been at Paul’s house again. Exiting her house, she began walking to the bus stop.


After a 25 minute bus ride, she disembarked at the Glades Mall. It was the largest and most elegant mall in the county. She had been coming to this mall ever since she was a little girl. Meeting her friends in the food court, they all sauntered off to the shops. She had almost considered canceling this excursion with her friends, fearful that Melanie and her friends would possibly be there.


They stopped at FYE, looking at different CDs and movies; then, they went to Hot Topic, laughing at all the goofy t-shirts that they had on display; eventually, they made their way to their favorite store: The Priestly Pagoda. It was an Asian novelty store that featured memorabilia from all martial arts and anime movies and shows, clothing, and antiques.

They entered the store, greeting Chizuro, the Japanese-American woman who worked at the store. She was sitting at the counter, reading a magazine as she lazily waved at the girls.

“Hey, ladies,” she said. “It’s good to see my three favorite customers.”


“Hey, Chizuro,” the girls said.


They split up, looking at whatever happened to pique their respective interests. Amy was looking at a lovely kimono, while Sam picked through the wide selection of manga. Bethany’s eye caught the weapons section, adorned with swords, shuriken, and a variety of other armaments – most of them were for display. She ran her fingers on the lacquered sheaths of the bladed weapons, itching to buy one so that she could use it on Melanie at school. These twisted, malicious thoughts swirled inside of her head like dark clouds in the sky, providing her with a cathartic relief.


Continuing down the aisle, she then found herself staring at an assortment of antiques. There were little statuettes of women on clouds, tanuki figurines, and ornate, crystal balls. They all looked very beautiful…very old. She then found a beautiful wooden chest, decorated with strange symbols. The front of the chest had a latch on it, which lacked a lock. Embossed on the lid of the chest was a golden dragon, snarling with its claws outstretched.

Bethany lifted the latch and opened the chest, which contained a beautiful, gold-bound scroll. Bethany was scared to pick it up, thinking that it might be old, but, nonetheless, she felt a need to buy it. She didn’t know what use it could serve – perhaps, she’d just put it in her room as a decoration – but, she knew she had to have it. Besides, it’d be a lot less conspicuous than buying a samurai sword.

She closed the chest and carried it to the front counter, where Chizuro was still reading her magazine. Upon seeing Bethany getting nearer, she looked up.


“Find anything you like, Beth?”


“Um, yeah…this,” she said, setting the chest on the counter. “Do you know what this is?”


“Oh, yeah, I remember this,” Chizuro said, opening the chest and pulling out the scroll. “My mom said that my great-grandparents brought it over from Japan. It’s been sitting in an attic since I was a little girl, so I brought it here. It’s funny – no one ever seemed to want to buy it…”


“I didn’t see a price on it. How much is it?”


Chizuro looked all over the surfaces of both the scroll and the chest, looking for a price tag. She set them back down on the counter, unable to find anything.

“You know what?” she said. “Before I sell it to you, let’s open it up. I’ve seen this thing a million times, but I’ve never read the scroll before.”


Bethany watched as Chizuro untied the string that held the scroll, and opened it up slowly. The both of them had half-expected it to tear or break in some way, but it didn’t. As they unrolled it, a beautiful fragrance escaped from the paper: cherry blossoms. The handwriting on it was lovely, having been written in beautiful red ink, and there were tiny drawings of a dragon flying around.

“This thing’s in good shape,” Chizuro said. “It looks as though it’d been written a few years ago. My mom said that it was written in the Feudal Era of Japan…she must’ve been lying.”


“Can you understand it?” Bethany asked.


“Ah, my Japanese is a little rusty – I only know enough to get by with my family. Says something about a dragon god…vengeance…power of the winds and waves…I don’t know.”


Vengeance, Bethany thought to herself, that didn’t sound bad. “I’ll take it,” Bethany said. “How much do you want?”

“You know what?” Chizuro said. “You and your friends come in here to buy stuff all the time, so I’m going to give it to you for, say….twenty bucks?”


“Deal,” Bethany said, pulling out her wallet. Chizuro put the chest into a large paper bag, warning Bethany to be careful with it. Bethany thanked her and left the store with her friends. After lunch in the food court, Sam’s mother took the three girls to their respective homes. As Sam’s mom pulled into the driveway, Bethany could see a blue Porsche Boxster convertible already sitting there.


Great, Bethany grumbled to herself, Paul’s here.



 Bethany reluctantly got out of the car and walked to her front door. When she opened it, she found herself face-to-face with Paul, who was on his cell phone.

“Oh, hey, Beth,” he said with a smile. “How’s it going?”


“Fine, thanks,” she said flatly. “Is my mom inside?”


“Oh, yeah, she is. She’s um…taking a nap, so you might want to be quiet.”


“Sure thing.”


“I’ll see you around,” he said, walking past her and going into his car. When Bethany closed the door, she could distinctly hear him say, “Aw, sexy, I’ll be over in just a minute.” Fucker.

Walking upstairs, she could hear faint, soft snores from her mother’s room at the end of the hall. She must’ve been tired from getting fucked by Paul last night. She probably had sex with him here, while she was away at the mall. Not caring about them anymore, Bethany closed her bedroom door, set down her bag and pulled out the chest.


After taking the scroll out of the chest, she carefully set it on her bed and slowly unrolled it. The entire thing proved to be longer than her queen-sized bed could contain, so she found herself rolling another end off of the floor. Each page was filled with the elegant crimson script, with the last one having a drawing of a strange circle. She then turned on her computer, downloaded a translation program from the internet, and started running each part of the scroll through her scanner. About twenty minutes later, she had the translated pages printed out.

 
Each page had the original text alongside the translated text. She began reading the strange text: apparently, these were instructions for summoning some type of powerful spirit. She’d need to draw the circle on the floor, facing east, and surround it with incense, candles, and three types of offerings: an offering of delicious food, an offering entertaining material, and an offering of ten…

She couldn’t make out that last word. Looking over at the scroll, she saw that that particular character had been smudged somehow. Bethany was unsure if she should continue; if by some crazy chance that this worked, and the spirit saw that she didn’t have ten of whatever this thing was, she could be in big trouble.

“This thing probably doesn’t work,” she said to herself. “Don’t be a wuss – just do it. You’ll probably get a good laugh out of the whole thing.”


Minutes later, she drew the circle into the hardwood floor of her room, using some chalk that she had found in her closet. Around the room were many candles and a few bottles on incense, all of which were gifts to her mother from her numerous ex-boyfriends. As for the offerings, she had taken out some leftover pizza from last night and heated it up for the food offering, and put down a copy of Nirvana’s Nevermind for the entertainment offering. She furrowed her brow over missing that last, cryptic offering, but reminded herself of the foolishness of all of this. She turned off the lights for a greater, spookier ambience, and began to read the page that had the incantation.


“Beautiful, inundated rivers of time and space, ferry my plea to where gods dwell. Through fire and ether, shadow and earth, walk upon the Star Bridge and venture into my humble abode. Come and build the highest hedge around me; fortify me with your strength.”

She took a tiny sewing needle and pricked her finger, coaxing out a sizeable drop of blood, which she smeared inside of the circle.

“I call upon the great Dragon God, to come to my aid. May we together drink a thousand glasses of rice wine. May we together laugh at a thousand acts of a thousand fools. May your humble servant rise to the highest heights upon your mighty back; with all that I am…I BID YOU, COME FORTH!”

She stopped, having reached the end of the incantation. The room was deathly quiet, still bathed in the warm glow of the candles. She was surprised that the last part hadn’t woken her mother up. Smiling glumly at herself, she got up and began walking towards the light switch on the wall. Twenty bucks…oh, well, at least the scroll would make for a good keepsake.


As soon as she turned the lights on, she saw the bulbs beginning to flicker, dimming as if there wasn’t enough energy to sustain them. There must’ve been some kind of power surge going on in the neighborhood. All of a sudden, the filaments went out with a dull pop, leaving the lights useless and impotent.


“Okay,” she said slowly, as she stood in darkness once again. “Maybe, there are some spares in the garage.” She then heard a rumbling noise from outside, and a familiar pitter-patter coming from above. She walked over to the window and pulled up the blinds to affirm it: rain. It was strange; she remembered checking the weather, just to make sure that she wouldn’t need to carry an umbrella with her. Perhaps the Weather Channel was just having an off-day.

The rain outside was plummeting furiously, like millions of tiny, liquid bullets. Was it possible that there was a storm coming? The wind was blowing wildly, making the trees sway like they were mere blades of grass. Suddenly, her window was jerked upwards, as if someone had pulled it open. A gust of wet wind burst into Bethany’s room, making the candles around the room flutter wildly. 

Bethany hurried over to close it, which required a surprisingly great amount of effort. When she was finally able to close the window, she saw a pattern of rapidly swirling lights reflected on her windows and walls. Looking behind her, she saw the lights of all of the candles still flickering wildly, even though the air in the room was still. The lights were then lifted off of their wicks, and began swirling in the air in a brilliant ring of light, looking like hundreds of fireflies.

“Holy shit,” Bethany muttered in wonderment.


The lights kept swirling faster and faster, until they blurred into a single, collective ring of fire. When the ring was solidly formed, it stopped right over the circle that had been drawn on the floor and slowly descended onto it. For a minute, Bethany thought that the ring would set the floor on fire, but instead, the floor absorbed the flaming ring. When the fire was gone, the circle on the floor began to glow with an eerie white light that illuminated the entire room. Cautiously, Bethany walked over to the glowing circle looking down into it.

“WHAT IS WANTED?”


Bethany let out a yelp of surprise, and fell backwards onto her backside. She kept staring at the circle, still dumbfounded by the voice that came out of it. The voice was strong, yet soft, sounding as if it belonged to a man. The deep timbre of the voice seemed to reverberate through her body.

“WHAT IS WANTED?” the voice said again.

“I-I…I need someone to help me.” That was probably too broad. It was hard to articulate her exact needs to a creepy voice that came out of the floor. She then remembered something that Chizuro had said.


“I – I need vengeance. I need vengeance!”


She had tried to make herself more assertive in what she needed; however, nothing seemed to happen with the circle. She kept looking at it, expecting something to change, but it didn’t. She felt a sudden urge to go to the bathroom now. She righted herself and began walking to the door. Maybe it would be a good idea, though, to cover up the creepy, glowing, magic circle on the floor, so that her mother wouldn’t see. She grabbed a couple of shirts and walked towards the circle. As soon as she put her hands above it, the glowing stopped.

“Oh,” she said in mild shock. “I guess that’s how you turn it off.”


Not needing the shirts anymore, she tossed them onto the bed. It was kind of disappointing that this little séance hadn’t gone as well as she’d hoped, but at least nothing bad happened. She turned to the door, but as soon as she touched the knob, the room was filled with a blinding light and a rushing wind. She turned back to look at the circle, barely able to see anything through the light. The wind knocked of off of her feet, so that she sat right in front of the door.


She put a hand over her eyes, trying to shade her eyes so that she could see what was happening. She wasn’t sure, but she thought that she could see a shape emerging from where the circle ought to have been. Amidst the light, came the outline of a person, standing in the room. Bethany knew that she ought to run away, but her legs just didn’t seem to want to respond. It was like she had been struck dumb.

Eventually the wind died down, and with it, the unnatural light began to slowly dim, seemingly fading into the shape – or rather being absorbed by it. When at last she could see clearly, she saw a man standing in the circle, wearing old style Japanese clothing. Thanks to being such a Japanophile, she recognized what he was wearing: a light blue kimono, with a gold obi (sash) and a pair of geta on his feet (wooden sandals). The strange thing was, he didn’t look Japanese at all; in fact, he was looked like an extremely handsome Caucasian male with long, blonde hair. He had two large bangs that hung over his face, and the hair in the back was tied into a ponytail.


He looked over at Bethany in surprise, as if she wasn’t supposed to be here. The surprise look on his face soon turned into a wide smile, and then he walked forward and crouched down in front of her.


“Hello, there,” he said in a delightful voice. “Did you summon me?”


Bethany slowly nodded, still unable to cope with the fact that the spell had worked.


“Oh, where are my manners?” the man said, extending a hand. “I’m Ryu.”


Bethany looked down at his hand, as if it was something that she had never seen before. Aware of the common gesture of friendship, she took it, and was able, once again to speak. “Bethany.”

“Well, it’s very nice to meet you, Bethany. Yes, yes…I can see it,” he said, looking her over. “You’re definitely the one who summoned me. So what can I do for you?”


“I – I need help…with vengeance.”


“Well, you’ve certainly come to the right place,” Ryu said, helping her to her feet. “But, first things first – what did you bring for an offering?”


She walked over to where the circle was, picked up the plate that held the lukewarm pizza slices, and offered them to Ryu. “Here’s some food.”


Ryu looked down at the plate in scrutiny. Picking up a slice, he took a bite and chewed it for a while. His eyes widened.


“This stuff’s great! What do you call this?”


“Pizza.”


“Pizza, huh? Well, I love it!” Bethany watched him wolf down the remaining slices. When he was done, he asked for the entertainment offering. She picked up the Nirvana CD, put it into her CD player, and put on the first track. Ryu looked at the player strangely, and then started bobbing his head a few minutes into the song.

“Say, this sounds great! I can barely understand the words, but I love this stuff!”


Bethany watched as he got up and started doing the weirdest dance she had ever seen. Ryu looked like a man who had a violent case of diarrhea. She was further amazed when he started dancing on the walls, acting as if it was as natural as being on the ground. Halfway through “Lithium” he stopped dancing, pointed at the CD player, which turned it off, and looked over at Bethany. He had a hungry look in his eye.

“So,” he said, rubbing his hands. “My favorite offering of all…”


“Um, yeah,” Bethany said in a nervous tone. She picked up the scroll, holding it up in front of her like a shield. “I-I couldn’t make out that part of the scroll.”


Ryu looked down at the scroll, gently taking it out of Bethany’s hands and reading it. “Oh, man, I haven’t seen this thing in centuries! Well, you’re right, that last part is smudged – let me fix that.”


He snapped his fingers, and the smudged character was instantly repaired. He handed the scroll back to Bethany politely. “Well…what is it? I know that whatever it is, I need ten of them.”


“Sluts,” Ryu said with a smile. “Ten, dirty sluts, that’s what the last offering is.”


Bethany let out a sigh, and a relieved chuckle. “Oh, man! I thought it was something bad, like ten souls, or ten dead bodies.”


“So, you’ve got the sluts?!?” Ryu said with an expression belonging to a kid waiting for Christmas morning.


“Um, no, sorry.”


His face fell. “Well…that’s certainly unfortunate.” He then brought his legs up from underneath him, and sat cross-legged in mid-air. Bethany felt kind of bad for him.


“Wait, I know a place where you can get lots of sluts.”


“Really? Where?” Ryu asked, wide eyed.


“At my school,” Bethany said. “You see, I called you because I need help getting revenge on a girl at school. But, I need your help.”


“School?” he said, planting himself back on the ground and walking around, deep in thought. “Hmm, I haven’t been to a school in eons. I guess this all works out: I help you get revenge, while, at the same time, I get to have numerous sluts from the school. Deal?”


“Deal,” Bethany said.


“So,” Ryu said. “Did you have a plan?”


“N-not really.”


“I see. Well, tell me about this girl that you want revenge on.”


Bethany told Ryu all about Melanie. She told him that she was beautiful, spoiled, talented, and popular. She pulled out last year’s yearbook and showed him a photo.


“Man, she’s hot! You weren’t kidding, Bethany.”


“Thanks,” Bethany muttered.


“Well, if you’re going to play hardball with this girl, then we need to even the playing field…”


Ryu held up both of his index fingers, and a tiny blue flame appeared on the tip of each of them. Without warning, he jabbed each finger deep into Bethany’s chest, knocking her back onto the bed. Bethany cradled her sore breasts.


“Ow! What the hell?!? What was that for?”


“You’ll see.”


Underneath her hands, which still cupped her breasts, she could feel something bulging. She removed her hands to reveal two, tiny protrusions in the fabric of her shirt. In horror, Bethany realized that these were her nipples, and they were rock hard. The sad thing was that she was still wearing a bra. It looked like she was smuggling two, oversized toothpaste tube caps in her shirt.

Suddenly, she could feel a tingling in her chest, the muscles in it becoming more firm, like she had done a hundred push-ups. Slowly, her meager bust began to extend forward, rising like dough in an oven. Thinking quickly, she quickly pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it aside before it became too restricting. She ran over to her mirror, watching as her tits continued to blossom, struggling to be free of the B-cup bra that they had clearly outgrown. Just when she was sure that the bra would pop off, each breast popped out from underneath each cup.

Ryu calmly walked behind Bethany, ripped the unused bra off, tossed it aside, and began fondling her huge boobs. Bethany put her hands on his wrists, ready to stop him, but soon relented; his touch felt so good. She bit her lip as he dug his fingers into her nipples, pressing them down, and then watching them flick back to attention like tiny springs.


“Yes,” he purred into her ear. “You’ve grown quite nicely.”


“Oh, Ryu,” she moaned. She then felt something hard poking her in the butt. Reaching around she grabbed it, trying to ascertain what it was. “Is that -?”


“Sorry, it’s just that I can never help myself, when I see a great pair like yours.”


She felt Ryu kissing her neck, whispering words into her ear that she couldn’t understand. She didn’t know what he was saying, but it was turning her on. She then watched as something long, white and scaly wrapped around her waist – it looked like a tail. The tip of it dug into the front of her jeans, undid the button, and began pulling them down. She knew what Ryu was about to do, but she was all too willing to let him do it.


“Bethany?” She heard her mother’s voice, along with a knock on the door. She was instantly hurtled back into reality. Pulling herself out Ryu’s grasp, she sprinted over to her bathroom, grabbed a bathrobe and put it on.


“Hide,” she hissed at Ryu. He just stood there, not caring if her mother saw her. Bethany didn’t even have time to watch that weird, white tail slither back into Ryu’s posterior, disappearing into nothingness. She raced over and opened the door slightly, seeing her mother standing out in the hall, wearing her pajamas. “Hey, Mom.”


“Hey, sweetie,” she said. “Are you okay? What are you doing in here?”


“Nothing…just about to take a shower.”


“Well, can I come in?”


“No…I’m – I’m naked.”


“Beth, I’m your mother; I’ve seen you naked plenty of times. Let…me…in!” Her mother forced herself into the bedroom and looked around. “Wow, Bethany!”


Bethany felt her ears burn – if only she’d had enough time to hide Ryu and erase that stupid circle. She tried to speak, “Listen, Mom, I can explain…”


“This room looks great!”


Confused, Bethany looked around the room, seeing the reason for her mother’s reaction: her room was clean. Clean wasn’t the accurate term – her room had been restored. The bed was made, all of her clothes had been put away, the floor was spotless, the walls looked like they had been repainted, and the furniture looked brand new. Bethany’s mom walked around in awe, looking as if a new room had appeared in the house.


“Oh, my god!” she said, peering into the bathroom. “Check out this bathroom!” Bethany raced over to see: the tile floor was squeaky-clean, the shower was spotless, and the toilet and sink shone. Bethany’s countertop – usually littered with hairbrushes and makeup – was organized to the specifications of someone who had O.C.D. “Beth, I’m impressed – was this why you didn’t want to let me into your room?”


Bethany held up her hands in faux-guilt. “You got me, Mom.”


“Honey, I’m impressed. You used all of that negative energy and channeled it into something positive. Come here.” She gave Bethany a hug, prompting her to clutch the robe more tightly to her chest.  “I’m so proud of you.”


“Um, thanks, Mom. I-I need to take a shower now.”


“Oh, okay, well, good job, honey.” Her mother left the room, and a few seconds after the door closed, Ryu walked out of the bathroom.


“Well, that was close,” he said.


“Where’d you go?”


“The roof,” he said pleasantly. “Like what I’ve done to the room?”


“Yeah, it’s great, thanks.”


“So,” Ryu said with a smile, walking towards Bethany with outstretched hands. “Where were we?”


“No, Ryu,” she said. “Please, don’t get me wrong – you’re very handsome, but I-I’m kind of saving myself for someone.”

“Okay,” he said, still smiling. “Whatever you say.”


Bethany felt kind of foolish: here she had a gorgeous, all-powerful god in her room, willing to obey whatever she said, and she couldn’t even bring herself to lose her virginity. From the look of him, hundreds of girls would kill to fuck a guy like him.


“Well, Ryu,” she said. “I think that as long as you’re staying here, you should at least dress like a normal person. Okay?”


“Sure thing – what did you have in mind?”


She brought Ryu over to her computer. She brought up a department store catalog, showing him pictures of handsome men in casual wear. She pointed to a guy wearing a green American Eagle shirt, with a pair of blue jeans. When she looked back at him, he was instantly wearing the same outfit.


“How do I look?” he asked.


“Perfect,” she said. “Now, you need to look a little younger, too.”


“Really? Oh, all right.” He made himself slightly shorter, about six feet, and made his face look younger. He now looked like a normal high school student, still older than Bethany. “By the way, before I forget to ask, what planet is this?”


“Earth,” Bethany replied.


“Hmm, I haven’t been here in six hundred years, then.”


The next day, Bethany introduced Ryu to her mother as her new friend, Ryan. Before doing this, they had gone over a sufficient alibi for him. At first, her mother was taken aback by the dramatic increase in her daughter’s bust size, but the sight of her handsome friend drove that concern from her mind.

“So, Ryan,” she said, shaking Ryu’s hand and batting her eyelashes. Bethany recognized this as the look that her mother gave to a man, before asking him for his number. “Do you go to Bethany’s school?”

“Yes. And may I say that you’re freaking gorgeous?”


Bethany’s mom’s face split into a wide grin and she started giggling, making Bethany blush.


“Well, Ryan, as long as you don’t try anything funny with my daughter, you’re welcome here any time.”


“Thanks,” Ryu said brightly.


“Well,” Bethany cut in, “We have to go – I’m meeting Sam and Amy at Amy’s house.” She pulled Ryu to the door, noticing that her mother couldn’t keep her eyes of him. When they were outside, they started walking towards the bus stop.

“Um, Bethany,” Ryu said. “Why are we walking?”


“Well, until I can afford a car, I have to take the bus. Sorry.”


Ryu sighed and chuckled. “Hello! I’m a god! Point out a…what do you call them?”


“Cars.”


“Cars- that’s right. Point one out and I’ll get one for you.”


Bethany saw a blue Jaguar XKR convertible, driving down the street and quickly pointed it out. “There –that blue one!”

Ryu pointed to an empty spot in the street, and a duplicate of the same car appeared. “Can you drive this thing?”


“Yeah,” Bethany replied. She only had her learner’s permit, but she could still drive pretty well. She got into the driver’s seat, finding the keys sitting in the ignition, while Ryu got into the passenger seat. She turned the key, making the car roar with life. After they brought the top down, they pelted down the street. Bethany loved the feeling of the wind in her hair.


The arrived at Amy’s house, with Bethany strutting in pride of her newly-acquired car. After Amy opened the door, her eyes were torn between Bethany’s chest and the handsome male that accompanied her.


“This is Ryu,” Bethany said, grabbing his hand.

“Oh…my god,” Amy said in awe.


“May we come in?”


“Sure...I…come in.”


She let the two inside, bringing them into her bedroom, where Sam was waiting and watching TV. When she turned to see them enter, she, too, was rendered dumbstruck. After introducing Ryu to the girls, Bethany closed the door and told them about what happened last night. It was hard for them to believe, especially upon seeing their friend’s new and improved bust.


“Wait,” Sam said. “How do we know that he’s a god? I mean, I know he’s freaking hot – by the way, Ryu, you’re hot.”


“Thanks,” Ryu said.


“But, how do we know that you didn’t just take some breast-growth medication, or get a boob job?”

“You want proof?” Bethany said.  She turned to Ryu and nodded.


At that instant, Ryu turned to his original form. He was wearing a white kimono this time, with a red hem. The girls yelped.


“See,” Bethany said. “I told you he was real. He’s gonna help me get revenge on Melanie Knibb at school. He grants wishes, you guys!”


“Really?” Amy asked.


“Yeah,” Bethany said, fondling her new jugs. “How do you think I got these babies?”


Amy looked over at Ryu and then looked back at Bethany. “Could he do me, too?”

“Sure.”


Amy looked over at Ryu. “Please, make me look beautiful.”


“Done,” Ryu said, clapping his hands together.


The others watched as Amy’s backside bulged out, becoming more rounded on the sides. She was now as curvy as a coke bottle. All attention now was on her chest, which slowly began to push out and inflate. As each breast ballooned, the words on her shirt became tautened, making it look like a billboard. The bottom of the shirt was being lifted upwards, as the upper part continued to stretch under the duress of Amy’s new tit-flesh.


Bethany enjoyed watching Amy’s growth – they were about the same build, so it looked like she was looking at herself. She walked over and helped Amy pull her shirt off, leaving her topless for all to see.

“Wow!” she said, admiring herself in a mirror. “Check out my ass – I have an ass!” She smacked her firm backside.

“Nice rack, too,” Ryu said.


“Um, Mr. Ryu?” Everyone’s heads turned to face Sam, who was still sitting on the bed, looking up at Ryu apprehensively. “C-Could you make me pretty, too?”


Bethany felt sorry for Sam; while the three of them were all somewhat unpopular, Sam had the misfortune of being both unpopular and very unattractive. She was dumpy girl with a round face, topped by ginger hair. She had endured teasing all her life…you could see it in her eyes.

“Of course,” Ryu said sweetly, crouching down in front of her and tapping his index on her forehead. At that moment, Sam’s body began to shiver as magical energies coursed through it. She fell back on the bed, overwhelmed by the changes that had already begun to overtake her.


The girls could see her body beginning to morph; first, all of the excess fat melted away, giving her body a healthy slimness. Next, her hair became longer and wavier, looking as though she had just been to the salon. The blemishes on her skin disappeared, leaving it looking healthy and toned. 

Finally, her lumpy, floppy breasts found a newfound firmness. It seemed that all of the baby fat that had been taken out of her body had now shot to her chest. The two breasts became alert, and then swelled to the size of cantaloupes. Sam was crying with joy as she cupped her hands around each of her mounds, feeling them grow beneath her hands. Standing up, she walked over to the mirror to look at herself, overcome at just how beautiful she was.

“Guess you’ll need some new clothes now,” Amy joked, trying to make Sam smile. It was obvious that Sam’s slender, new frame wasn’t right for wearing the clothes of a chubby girl. Sam gave a tearful laugh and embraced her topless friend, still reeling from having her ideal body.


“I’m glad you’re happy, girls,” Ryu said sweetly. “Well, let’s celebrate!” At that moment, he ripped off his kimono, leaving him wearing only a fundoshi, which was a kind of Japanese underwear. He stared and the girls with a hungry look in his eyes.

“Ryu?!?” Bethany screamed. “What are you doing?”


“I’m about to make these young ladies very happy.”


“Well, find another way, because my friends aren’t like that!”


At that moment, Sam ran over to Ryu, got down on her knees, and pulled down his fundoshi, baring his massive cock. Not waiting for it to become erect, she quickly took it into her mouth, moaning loudly.


“SAM!” Bethany screamed.


A big, goofy grin spread over the god’s face. “Oh, this girl is great! Is this your first time?”


“Mmm…yes,” Sam said, taking the flaccid dick out of her mouth and starting to stroke it.


“Well, you’re very good at this.”


“Thanks. I’ve been watching porn…” Sam blushed, having revealed this fact to her friends. She marveled as the rod that she held became hard in her grip. Bethany and Amy were impressed as well; it looked like miniature rocket.


“Oh, yeah!” Sam dove immediately face-first onto Ryu’s dick, throating it noisily. The other two girls just stood there, still amazed at what their friend was doing. Deep down, they really couldn’t blame her, seeing as no boy had ever remotely considered having sex with Sam willingly. Bethany always feared that Sam would end up as a last resort girl when they got to college.

“Oh, Samantha,” Ryu moaned, stroking her hair. “You give head like a nymph!”


Bethany let out a gasp as Ryu tail slithered out from behind him, wrapping itself around Sam’s waist. Sam didn’t care in the slightest.


At last Bethany was able to speak. “Amy, I think we should – Amy!”


Amy was standing next to Bethany, her face red, and her mouth moaning. She was fondling her own fulsome breasts, clearly enjoying the sight of her friend pleasuring this…this god.


“Amy, snap out of it!” Bethany grabbed her wrists, trying to force her to stop.


“I can’t stand this,” Amy said, walking towards Ryu. “I want some dick!” She began removing the rest of her clothes, until she stood in front of Ryu naked. Ryu smiled at the sight of her body.

“You want it, don’t you, girl?”


“Fuck me…please!”


“Ahh, hold on…..GRRRRR!”


Sam’s eyes widened as she felt a searing, gooey substance coursing down her throat. Was this chocolate pudding? No…butter cream icing? What ever it was, it was delicious. She had always heard that cum tasted salty, but Ryu’s was tasty.


Ryu pulled out of her mouth, running the tip of his penis on Sam’s smiling lips. “You did well,” he said.


“Thank you….I love you.”


Ryu patted her face, and then looked over at the still naked, still horny Amy. He walked over to her grabbed her by the waist, and threw her on the bed. With a yell, he pounced upon her and started to kiss her. She lay there, moaning as Ryu’s tongue ran over her face and neck. Ryu’s tail swished with excitement.


“Fuck me,” Amy moaned, reaching down to grab at Ryu’s cock. “Please, give it to me, Ryu.”


“Very well, lover,” he whispered into her ear.


 Wasting no time at all, he deftly inserted the tip of his member into Amy’s waiting snatch. He smiled as she gave a yelp that was heard when someone touched a scorching hot surface.

“Wow,” Ryu said, looking down at the blood streaming out of Amy’s cunt. “Am I really your first?”


“Mmhmm,” she murmured, her eyes closed and her face brimming with rapture.


“Then, I will make sure that you do not forget this.” Gently, he began to piston in and out of Amy, making her squeal in delight. Her breathing became sharp and labored, marked by the rhythmic jiggling of her bulbous teats. Ryu began to lavish kisses upon her face and neck, in an effort to placate her escalating lust.


Bethany could only stand there and continue to gawk as the deity ravaged her friend. She tried to avert her eyes from it, only to see Sam sitting on the floor spread-legged, fingering herself.


“Sam,” Bethany hissed. “You have to cut this out!”


“I can’t…I want it…I WANT IT!”


In vain, Bethany turned back to Ryu. “Ryu, you have to stop this!”

He looked over at her as he continued to rut inside of the squealing girl on the bed. “Sorry, Bethany, but her spirit binds me to this bed. I can’t leave until she’s climaxed.”


“But…but what if Amy’s parents hear you?!?”


Ryu pondered this awhile. “Hmm…you make a good point.” He pointed an imperious finger to the bedroom door, and a strange, glowing symbol appeared on it. “There, now no one can hear us…where was I?” He bent down and began licking Amy’s body, starting at her massive jugs and working up to her face. Her vagina was already brimming with juices.


“Ryu, please,” Sam pleaded. “Give it to me, too…I can’t wait much longer.”


Ryu looked over his shoulder and the horny girl on the floor. “Very well, Sam.
At that moment, the tip of his tail shifted to a more phallic form, until it resembled a large penis. There was even a hole at the end that was dripping with sperm.


“Now taste the fruits of passionate love.” 


The tail darted forward like a serpent, making its mark as it shot forward and burrowed itself into Sam’s pussy. Sam’s drooling mouth gave out a pained yell upon insertion, and she fell onto her back and began to writhe in lust.


Bethany didn’t know what to do; being here felt so wrong. She wanted to leave, but her mind couldn’t process the command to the rest of her body. It wasn’t until Ryu pulled out of Amy and Sam, and spurted his seed all over their bodies, that she was broken from her reverie.

The girls continued to lie there, panting and moaning upon post-coitus. Ryu got up and wiped his groin with a bed sheet, his tail retracting back into his body. 


“Boy, I could use a shower,” he sighed. “Where’s the bathroom?”


He and Bethany left the house hours later. Ryu was smiling; after finishing his shower, he had emerged from the bathroom to find both Amy and Sam quite anxious to join him for a second round. Who was he to refuse such comely young girls?


The two of them piled into the Jaguar and went back to Bethany’s house. Before entering the house, Ryu had reassumed his ‘Ryan’ form. Bethany’s mother was sitting on the couch, watching television.

“Oh, you’re home!” she observed. “How was Amy’s house?”


“It was fun,” Bethany said, trying desperately to forget what she had seen.


“Did you have fun, Ryan?”


“Yes, thanks, Mrs. Dillon,” he replied.


“Oh, please, call me Jill; ‘Mrs. Dillon’ makes me sound so old. Besides, I don’t go by my ex-husband’s last name anymore.”

“Okay, Jill,” Ryu said, flashing his infectious smile.

Bethany stood there awkwardly as her mother gawked at him like a deer caught in headlights. After an overly-loud throat clearing, her mother regained herself.


“S-so, what do you kids feel like having for dinner?”


“How about pizza?” Ryu asked.


“That sounds nice; I’ll go and call for some delivery.” Bethany’s mother picked her cell and called for the pizza. After it had arrived, the three of them sat on the couch, eating and watching television. Bethany couldn’t help but be amused at the way her mother was acting around Ryu; it was as if she were a young school girl, not much unlike herself. Normally, when her mother brought home some guy, she acted as if she had brought home a new appliance, or a new car, but now she was acting as if the teen heartthrob of her dreams had entered through the door and was here to stay.


It soon got late enough for Bethany to announce that she was going to bed. “Ryan” politely departed from the house, only to reappear in Bethany’s room in his true form. As Bethany got dressed for bed, Ryu simply sat in mid-air, watching her. She had him cast a charm on the door that would ensure that her mother could not hear them talking.

“Okay,” she said. “If you’re going to stay here, then we need to lay down some ground rules. First, no trying to fuck me, okay?”


“That’s fine,” he said. “Just so you know I can’t do it without your permission.”


“Really?”


“Yes. Since you’re the one who summoned me, you’re automatically immune to my powers of persuasion.”


“That’s nice to know,” Bethany said. “Even though I didn’t give you your payment of ten sluts?”


“Well, you’ve already paid up with two – no offense to your friends.”


“It’s cool. The second rule is that you have to do exactly as I say.”


“Okay, but let me tell you ahead of time: if a female openly craves me sexually, then I can choose not to listen to you until she’s satisfied – that’s one of the better terms of the contract.”


“That explains Amy and Sam, I guess,” Bethany said as she climbed into bed. “Good night.”
