`The Dragon God, Part 2


That Monday, Bethany and Ryu picked up Amy and Sam in their Jaguar, and drove them to school. Many of the students were astonished at their arrival; the formerly ugly girls were now driving in a superb luxury vehicle with a blond haired Adonis. The quartet got out of the car and walked over to the school building, reveling in the stares of their classmates. The apprehension that Bethany had been feeling all weekend seemed silly to her now. She was indeed looking forward to seeing Melanie now.


They all parted ways, with Ryu following Bethany to all of her classes and magically adding his name to the roll as ‘Ryan Dickens Cider”. By the time fifth period hit, her heart was racing, anxious to see Mark’s reaction. To make sure that he was paying attention – which was silly, considering that people had been gawking at her all day – she and Ryu walked into the classroom, holding hands.


“Class,” said Miss Fuller, the Spanish teacher. “We have a new student with us, so let’s help out, okay?”


Bethany smiled as her eyes covertly surveyed the room. Everyone was checking out Ryu. The girls would clumsily shoot him lustful glances, and the boys sized him up, wondering if they could hypothetically take this kid in a fight, yet still interested in cozying up to this female magnet. Even Miss Fuller seemed distracted by this new boy.


Halfway through the class, the lunch bell rang, prompting the students to head down to the cafeteria. As Ryu headed towards the door with Bethany, Miss Fuller called for him.


“I just want to have a few words with you, before you go off to lunch.”


Ryu turned to Bethany, “I’ll see you later.”


Bethany nodded and left the room with foreboding feeling. Ryu walked over to Miss Fuller’s desk, carefully noting how she was undressing him with her eyes.


“So, Ryan,” she said. “Where did you transfer from?”

“Palo Alto, California,” he replied, recalling the name from the Travel Channel special that he had watched with Bethany and her mother last night.


“So, how do you like it here?”


“It’s all right I guess,” he said. “But I prefer it hot…” Miss Fuller’s heart skipped a beat. “…the weather, I mean.”


“O-of course,” she said, fixing her glasses absentmindedly. “So, do you feel confident about my class?”


“Yes, ma’am,” Ryu said, flashing his winning smile. “I certainly hope that I can stay abreast of things.”


Ryu’s innuendoes were working; already, his heightened god senses could detect her arousal. His ears could hear her heart pounding with desire; his eyes could see her nipples slowly tenting beneath her shirt and bra. His skin could feel her body warming the air with lust – perhaps he should just seal the deal with this teacher. But lunch was only an hour long, would that be enough time?


Ryu considered these things, as he surveyed the teacher’s body. She was a woman of forty or so, with black hair, and a wrinkled face. Her bosom was impressive for a woman her age, and she most certainly had a few years of beauty left in her. It’d been a long time since he’d had a woman like her from this planet. What to do…?

“Well, Ryan, I don’t want to keep you from having lunch, so you can go.”


“Where do you eat lunch, Miss Fuller?” Ryu asked.


“Me? I hate walking down to the teacher’s lounge, so I usually eat up here.”


Ryu smiled and walked over to the door, but instead of walking out, he locked the door, while at the same time, casting a charm to soundproof the room.

“Ryan, what are you doing?” Miss Fuller asked.


“You’re lying.”


“What?”


“You’re lying, Miss Fuller; I can read your mind. You always took lunch in the teacher’s lounge, before I came along. As soon as I left, you weren’t going to eat your lunch; you were going to the women’s bathroom…to masturbate.”


Miss Fuller’s eyes widened as she shrieked. “WHAT?”


“You heard me,” Ryu said. “You’ve tried to avoid doing it at school, but when you have to, you go to the teacher’s private bathroom in the east wing, where no one can hear you. But it’s all right.”


“W-why are you saying this?” she sputtered. “What kind of pervert are you?”


“I’m not a pervert; I’m just here to help you.”


Right then, he sat down on a desk, removed his shoes and socks, and then he got to his feet and removed the rest of his clothes. Miss Fuller couldn’t help but stare at his massive erection. She knew that she ought to tell him to stop, but one side of her had been begging for him to do this, ever since he walked into her class.


“Noooo,” she wailed, wringing her shirt and rocking back and forth in her seat. She watched him walk over to where she sat, fighting to keep her hands from wandering up to her chest. In minutes he was standing behind the desk, dangling his cock in front of her like a prize.

“Miss Fuller, I want you to take off your pants and bend over the desk,” Ryu said calmly.


“I-I can’t…Oh, it looks so good.” Tears were streaming from her face as her tongue darted out of her mouth to give Ryu’s penis a tiny lick. Ryu could see the war that was raging inside of the woman: one side wanted to yell at the boy to put his clothes back on – maybe get him expelled for doing this, while the other side wanted nothing to possess the entirety of his man meat.

“It is good,” he said, pushing it into her face. She turned away, letting Ryu rub his cock on the side of her head. “You know you want it, Veronica. When’s the last time you had a cock?”


She searched her mind, vaguely recalling that time that she had that short fling last fall with that dude that she had met on Craigslist, but he wasn’t half as big as this guy.


“If…If I do this…I’ll get fired.”


“No, you won’t,” Ryu assured her. “No one can hear us. Please, I want to help you; if you don’t let me take you, you’ll go insane.”


Ryu saw it: she had broken. Timidly, she turned to face his crotch, eyeing the boner like a delicacy. Without any further concern for her job, she hastily took Ryu into her mouth.

“Yes!” he growled. “Now we are lovers, Veronica Fuller. I will give your poor, neglected body the cock it so violently craves.”


Miss Fuller gave a muffled moan, tears of joy continuing to run down her face. Ryu ran his hands through her hair, guiding her head as it bobbed up and down his shaft.


“Take off your clothes, Miss Fuller,” Ryu ordered. “Let me see those tits.”


At once, Miss Fuller obeyed, lifting the shirt over her head and parting momentarily with Ryu’s dick. After putting it on her desk, she ravenously retook the cock and began to undo her bra, releasing her fulsome, tanned breasts. She then slipped off her pants and underwear, leaving her sitting completely nude at the desk.


“34 D,” Ryu read, as he examined her bra. “Impressive, but we can do better.”


At that moment, Ryu pulled out of her mouth, leaving Miss Fuller to pant like a bitch in heat. She parted from the cock rather unwillingly, and bit after it, trying to recapture it into her mouth.


“Please more…let me have more…OH!”


Without warning, Ryu’s cock began to shower her in a torrent of white, hot cum, soaking her face, her chest, and her desk space. When he was done, she sat there, looking around at her drenched desk, the soggy papers upon it, and her sticky computer. The semen that coated her body sunk into her pores like a sponge, leaving none to be found on her person, but the weirdness didn’t stop there.


 Suddenly, she felt a tingling sensation in her chest. Her eyes widened as she looked down at her breasts, which tautened and became more rounded, akin to honeydew melons. Having finished taking a more rounded shape, she stared in shock as they began to inflate, slowly expanding with new flesh and blood. Her areolae expanded as well, darkening along with her nipples, which darted out like tiny pen caps. 


“W-What’s happening to me?” she shrieked. Ryu reached down and gently pinched her nipple, causing her to throw her head back and scream – her sensitivity had increased. “P-Please, don’t do that!”


“You mean this?” Ryu said, flicking her nipples and sending her into another paroxysm of lust. When she had calmed down, Ryu said, “Look, Miss Fuller.”


Looking to where he was indicating, she saw tiny white droplets condensing on her hard nipples. Carefully, so as not to trigger another fit, she scooped up some of the liquid with her finger and put it into her mouth. 


“Milk,” she said, looking up at Ryu. “What did you do to me?”


He reached into her bag and pulled out her compact. “See for yourself.”


She took the mirror from him and looked. The numerous wrinkles that had plagued her for the last decade had completely vanished. She now looked at least twenty years old – it was amazing. Was this boy’s semen some sort of safe botox?

“I look amazing! How did you do it?”


“I’ll tell you later,” Ryu said, ushering her to get up from her seat. “Right now, we have about forty minutes, and I want to bend you over this desk and give you a taste of things to come.”


He snapped his fingers, and instantly all of the remaining semen was cleaned up, and the items on top of the desk magically flew into their appropriate drawers, leaving it bare. In gratitude, Miss Fuller grabbed Ryu and gave him a deep kiss, stroking his cock while doing so.


“I think we’re going to get along just fine, Ryan,” she said. She then bent over the desk, posturing herself for him to enter either of her holes. “Oh, take me, quickly.”


Ryu wasted no time and rammed his pecker into her tight ass, making her vocalize sensuously. She alternated between laughing and moaning as he smacked her backside, sending shivers up her spine. As they coupled, Ryu watched her giant breasts rocking in the rhythm, spurting milk all over the space in front of her.


“I think I’m going to like this school,” he said.


Bethany entered the cafeteria, wondering what was taking Ryu so long, and secretly hoping that he wasn’t trying to doink the teacher. Some girls in her class had asked her to sit them, hoping to cash in on Bethany’s newfound hotness, but she didn’t mind at all.

Looking around as she took her seat, she didn’t see Melanie around. She was glad; this would give her ample time to build up the remaining confidence needed to be able to stand up to her. Thanks to her new beauty, she was sure to be Melanie’s social equal in little to no time.


“Hey, Bethany.” She turned around to see Mark standing behind her.


“Hey, Mark,” she replied, trying to keep her voice from cracking.


“Hey, could I talk to you for a minute?”


“Sure,” she said, getting up and leaving her new friends behind to giggle and gasp.


The two of them walked outside of the cafeteria, where things were less noisy.


“Listen,” Mark began. “I heard what happened with you and Melanie last week, and I’m sorry; she can be a real bitch, sometimes.”


“It’s okay,” Bethany said. “She did kind of scare me at first, but now, she’s nothing to worry about.”


“I’ll say. I mean, look at you? Did you get makeover or something?”


“I guess you could say that,” she said slyly.

“Well, you look great; you always did.”


“Thanks.”


He shrugged and ran his fingers through his hair. “Listen, I was wondering…Did you still want to go to homecoming with me?”


Though she kept her face placid, internally Bethany was crowing and cheering with triumph. This seemed to be all too good to be true. Stay cool, Beth, she told herself, just play it cool; remember what we planned.


“Umm,” she began, trying to keep her head. “I’ll have to think about it. I’d say ‘yes’, but someone else asked me, and I didn’t give him an answer.”


She hated to make him dangle like this, but was comforted by his understanding expression. “It’s cool. Was it that new kid?”


“Yeah,” she told him. “He asked me before class. But, if it makes you feel better, you have a way better chance than he does.”


Mark chuckled. “That does make me feel better. Okay, well, just let me know soon.”


“I will,” Bethany promised him.


The class was in a state of shock when the returned from lunch. Miss Fuller looked as though she’d been to a pricey plastic surgeon while they’d been at lunch. If not for the fact that they could recognize her clothes, they would’ve believed that their teacher had been replaced by some young collegian. Plus, there was also her rack; was she somehow was smuggling two human heads inside of her shirt? A good number of boys looked at her in rapt attention, mentally goading her breasts to burst out from the confines of the restricting shirt.


When the bell rang, it seemed that none of the male students could bring themselves to leave the classroom. Bethany and Ryu walked to the final class of the day.


“Did you screw Miss Fuller?” Bethany asked him as they walked down the hall.


Ryu said nothing for a while, only looking at her while trying to repress a smile. At last he said, “Only seven more.” Making Bethany groan and roll her eyes, knowing full well what he had meant.


After school, Bethany, Sam, Amy, and Ryu walked towards the parking lot, ready to depart. Catching sight of Melanie and her entourage of popular girls, Bethany quickly grabbed Ryu’s hand, pressed her body close to his, and laughed as if he had just delivered some great witticism. From the corner of her eye she could see Melanie’s expression, a mix of shock, envy, hatred and lust. Melanie’s friends were all stricken with the same expression, with some fighting the urge to run up to Ryu and beg him to ravage them right there in the courtyard.

On the drive home, Sam and Amy both relayed that they had gotten dates for homecoming, –not to mention for many other days- which pleased Bethany. When they had finished dropping the girls off, Ryu and Bethany returned home and went into Bethany’s room to discuss their next course of action.


“Okay,” she began. “Tomorrow, for my last period, I have gym. Melanie has gym the same hour, and even though we have different classes, we’ll still see each other in the locker room for a few minutes. Here’s what you’re going to do…”


After she had articulated the details of her plan, she had Ryu repeat them verbatim. When she was satisfied, they both went downstairs for dinner, noting that Bethany’s mother hadn’t come home, yet. Hearing a car pull into the driveway, Ryu quickly shifted to his teenage form. Bethany’s mother, Jill, entered the house, trails of tears still visible on her face.


“Hey, Mom,” Bethany said.


“Hey, sweetie,” she said, sniffling. “Hello, Ryan.”


“Hey, Jill,” Ryu greeted her.


“M-mom, what happened?”


This was purely rhetorical; she full well knew the cause of her mother’s dour mood, but it didn’t hurt any less when her mother told her what had happened.


“I was on the way home from the mall with some of my girl friends, and you’ll never guess who I saw getting out of Hilton with some whore on his arm.”


Bethany didn’t want to play dumb when her mother was this distraught. “Paul?”


“That’s right. Paul! So we pull up to the front of the hotel, and I confront him, and he tries to tell me that she’s his cousin. Of course, that didn’t explain her lipstick on his collar!”


Bethany inwardly cursed Paul; she’d known that he was a horn-dog, but she never had the heart to tell her mother about it. Bethany looked up at her mother, knowing what was going to happen as she watched her walk over to the fridge. Every time Bethany’s mother had an especially hard breakup with a guy, she shut herself up in her room, watching movies and gorging herself on cookie dough, ice cream, and all kinds of junk food. Usually, her mom’s friends would come over and cheer her up, inviting her to go out and meet another guy that could potentially just as much of an asshole as Paul was. This was the vicious cycle that Bethany felt helpless to break.

“You kids enjoy your dinner,” Jill said as she trudged up the stairs.


After dinner and homework, Bethany showered and went to bed, trying to drown out the thought of her mother’s pathetic state. In an effort to divert her thoughts, she looked over at Ryu, sitting in midair, apparently asleep. He looked so placid there, bathed in the moonlight that streamed through the window, so peaceful…


Hearing that Bethany was finally asleep, Ryu silently drifted through the air, phasing through the wall of the bedroom like a ghost. Stealthily he crept towards her mother’s room, his presence barely making a ripple in the quiet air of the hallway. Standing in front of the bedroom door, he shifted his form, leaving him in the guise of Ryan, clad in a white undershirt and boxer shorts. On the other side of the door, he could hear the sound a movie playing. He gently knocked on the door.

“Come in.”


Ryu opened the door and stuck his head into the crack. Jill was sitting on the bed, wearing a grey t shirt and blue track pants, surrounded by food. Currently, she was plowing through a quart of mint chocolate chip ice cream, while watching a movie. She gasped at seeing Ryu (or Ryan) pop his head in the door, clearly expecting to see the face of her daughter.


“Ryan, what are you doing here so late?”


“I was hanging out with Bethany, but I guess I fell asleep,” he said sheepishly.


“Oh, my god,” she said, her eyes widening. “Were you two getting…intimate?”

“Oh, no, no! We were just hanging out; Bethany and I are just friends.”


“Oh, that’s good. Normally, I wouldn’t allow her to have a boy over this late on a school night, but come to think of it, I don’t think she’s ever had a boy over at all.”


“I’m flattered,” he told her. “May I come in?”


Jill made an attempt to mull the question over for a while, trying not to make her attraction to Ryu obvious. “Fine, but I’ve got to warn you, I look like crap.”

“Nonsense,” he said, entering the room and surreptitiously locking the door and casting his famous soundproofing charm. “You look just fine.”


“Thanks.”


He walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. “What are you watching?”


“It’s one of my favorite movies, Some Like It Hot.”


“It looks funny. Who’s she!” Ryu pointed at the beautiful blonde on the screen.


“That’s Marilyn Monroe – gorgeous, isn’t she?”


“She sure is.”


“When I was younger, I always wanted to be as pretty as her. Have guys – like the president – falling for me, buying me dinners…”


“Wearing dresses for you?” Ryu said, looking at the two men in the movie who were disguised as women.


Jill let out a snort, spraying ice cream all over herself. “I’m sorry, that was embarrassing.”


“It’s okay,” Ryu said, reaching over and wiping some ice cream off of himself.


“Oh, Ryan, my daughter’s a lucky girl. Why can’t I meet a nice guy like you?”

“Maybe you’re looking in all the wrong places,” he offered.


“Humph. Tell me something I don’t know. But, seriously, you seem like a nice boy.”


“Thanks. Here, let me help you get cleaned up.” 


He reached over and began wiping ice cream off her face. Ryu felt her face burning with every caress; within her mind, he could clearly see several of the things that she was aching to do to him. In an effort to drive things forward, he reached down and began wiping globs of ice cream from her shirt, overtly grazing his hand across her chest. He saw the nipples harden and softly rise from beneath the surface of the t shirt. With a smile, he took his ice cream stained hand and inserted it into his mouth.


“That’s delicious,” he whispered.


“R-Ryan,” Jill breathed, her mind drunk with desire. “D-don’t you think you should leave now?”


He began caressing her arm. “I’d hate to leave you here to wallow in your pity. Can I stay with here for the night?”

The voice in her head that was screaming to eject this teenager from her home was gradually being drowned out by the chorus of voices singing, “Screw him, screw him, go ahead and do him!” She opened her mouth to speak, but no sound would come out. Ryu reached into the tub of ice cream with his finger, put some on the tip of his tongue, and drove his mouth onto hers.


She let out a muffled yelp, putting her hands on his shoulders, ready to push him away. Instead, she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him in closer and the two of them fell back on the bed. Ryu quickly ripped off his shirt, and then helped Jill out of hers. He gazed longingly at her large, natural breasts; atop them each was two perky and erect nipples. She began to fondle herself in earnest, hoping that she could quench her desire and send him away.


“Ryan,” she moaned. “We can’t…we can’t do this…”


“But, Jill,” he said, standing up on the bed and removing his boxers to reveal his prominent phallus. “What am I going to do with this?”

Jill was hypnotized by the sight of his penis, staring at it as if it were one of the many delicious articles of food that were strewn all over the bedroom. All resistance and objection to the impending act were wiped from her mind in an instant.

“Oh, big boy!” she screamed.


Ryu kicked his boxers aside, sat down on Jill’s abdomen and thrust his meat spear in between her cleavage. The pre-cum began steadily dripping from the head, lubricating the shaft for its movement between the lush valley of her chest. Jill watched intently as the head of Ryu’s cock rhythmically neared her face only to distance itself a second later; it was like watching a metronome. Soon she felt the dick gracing the tip of her chin – was it getting bigger? In a matter of seconds, the tip of the cock was pressed securely against her lips.


“Oh my!” she exclaimed.


“Please,” Ryu moaned. “Take me into your mouth.”

“Oh, Ryan, you poor, horny boy!” she cried, wrapping her full lips around his penis and suckling it like a candy – his cum tasted wonderful. Ryu could hear her gurgling in delight as she relished the taste of his semen, which was coursing down her throat.

“Ryan,” she said, taking her mouth off of his cock. “Pinch my nipples! Twist them, play with them…I don’t care! Oh, just touch my fucking nipples!”


Ryu groaned and nodded down at her, the sweat dripping off of his brow. Sitting up, he reached down and obliged Jill’s wishes, pinching her hard nubs.


“Ahhh!” she cried, “More…hurt me…hurt me!”


Ryu contorted and stretched her nipples, which only became harder in his grasp. He playfully took his index fingers and pushed the nipples back into the breast, making Jill holler and laugh. Looking over his shoulder, he could see a growing patch of moisture in the crotch of her track pants; the stimulation was making her unbelievably wet. She really wanted it badly.

Turning back to look at her face, he continued to tit-fuck her, deciding to himself that he would shoot his load very soon. In truth, Ryu could’ve had sex for a straight week, thanks to his godlike stamina; however, in his many couplings with mortal women, he’d learned not to stretch them beyond their limits. If they had tried to last as long as he could, then they’d probably go insane – or worst, die.


“Oh, Jill,” Ryu cried. “I’m going to cum!”


“Oh, Ryan dear, go ahead. Cum all over my face!” she begged.


Her eyes flew shut as the cock vomited its load all over her, wetting her entire upper body and even parts of the bed. She delighted in hearing him let out a loud moan as continued to cum – the sheer amount of it was amazing! He had let out a continuous stream that must’ve lasted fifteen straight seconds.


When had finished, he fell sideways off of her and lay near the head of the bed, panting heavily. Jill simply lay there stunned, still covered in his love juice, looking like a glazed donut. She’d been with many men, but she’d never seen a cock as big as Ryan’s, nor seen so much ejaculate. Still breathing hard, she stuck out her tongue and licked the semen that lined her mouth. 


She reached over and grabbed her shirt, ready to use it to wipe some of the rest off of her body, but as soon as she sat up, the semen disappeared into her skin. She raked a hand through her hair, not feeling any moisture of any kind. Had she simply imagined being frosted by the young man’s super-cock?


Ryu sat up, looking at her with a warm smile, his cock still erect. She knew that he was definitely ready for more. Should she continue to share her bed with the charming young man? Already she was wondering if Bethany had heard the two of them. Maybe it was time to stop this.


“Ryu, I – ooooh…”


She grabbed at her breasts, feeling that the sensation that had begun to plague her nipples had now spread to the rest of her chest. She began to knead them in her hands, trying to numb the feeling, but it only grew. While trying to regain her train of thought, she felt something pushing against her hands. Looking down, she saw her tits expanding between her fingertips, forcing them back as they advanced forward.


She looked over at Ryu, as if to say, “What’s happening?” but he only stared at her chest in wonder. She joined him, returning her gaze to the swelling breasts. The skin was becoming more silky, toned, and soft. All of the blemishes and imperfections were being washed away. The darkening areolae were blossoming to the size of cookies.


“Oh, my god. My tits!” she exclaimed, unable to think of anything else to say. The nipples looked like tiny, dark, flesh-colored corks. She ran a finger across them, finding that the slightest touch sent bolts of pleasure up her spine. Biting her lip, she watched as the nipples began to quiver of their own accord, as if they were picking up some kind of radio frequency. Seconds later, they began spurting thick, dual streams of milk onto the bed.

Jill let out a yelp, feeling that the breasts now had a mind of their own. She tried to will them to stop lactating, but they kept going. By now she had made enough milk to fill several cereal bowls; she hadn’t lactated since she’d given birth to Bethany.


Ryu then crawled over and grabbed her shoulders. The two of them said nothing, only looking deeply into each others eyes. He then gently made her lie on her back, crawled down the bed, and pulled off her pants and panties. Tossing them aside, Ryu gazed hungrily at her beautiful, nude body. His eyes started at her peaceful face, drifted down to her lactating G cup breasts, and stopped at her pink, bald twat.

As if to invite him inside, Jill spread her legs. Gently, Ryu crawled over and positioned himself between her, rubbing the head of his thick member along her moist slit.

“Mmm, please,” she moaned breathlessly. “Don’t tease me.”


“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I just don’t want to break you.”


He firmly thrust himself into her snatch, eliciting a sharp gasp from Jill. She’d never had something so big inside of her. Slowly he began to pull out, enjoying the hot stickiness of her womanhood, and then pumped back in, repeating until he reached a pleasurable tempo.


Jill’s didn’t know what to do; she opened her mouth to moan, but nothing came out. Her body felt so confusing to her. She tried to tell him to move faster, but didn’t, fearful that he would overload her senses. Yes, this was all she could take, and it was so satisfying. Ryu could sense the fog of carnality that engulfed his lover’s mind. In empathy, he used his powers to lessen it, enabling her to form some modicum of intelligent thought – well, at least the most thoughts that a person could form while having sex.


Feeling herself able to speak again, she cried, “Ryan, oh please, suck my tits!”

“Are you sure?” he said.


“Oh, don’t ask questions.” She herself had long abandoned questions regarding her sudden breast growth and lactation. “Just do it!”


Ryu quickly bent down and took the firm nipple into his mouth, feeling its hardness against his tongue. The warm beverage ran down his throat; he sure liked mother’s milk. The milk seemed to have been yearning to be free of the tits. He could sense that the mammary glands were elated to be back at work again. Jill hissed, grabbing the back of Ryu’s head and pushing it closer, mentally urging him to relieve her weighty teats of their payload.

Though she had this boy’s nice cock in her pussy and his mouth on her tit, the other tit yearned to be suckled. She reached over and began to play with her nipple, but that only served to intensify the yearning. Her thoughts ran wild: she began contemplating running over to Bethany’s room and waking her up to breastfeed her. She’d done it when she was a baby, so what would be the harm in doing it now? Reading her mind, Ryu quickly alternated to the other breast.


“What nice big tits,” he remarked, drawing circles on her taut areola with his tongue.


“Did I say you could stop drinking?” she growled angrily, grabbing the back of his head and pushing closer to her breast. “Shut up and suck my fucking milk, Ryan…and while you’re at it, fuck me harder!”


Ryu sure loved her forceful attitude. Maybe it was time to try something new. After both of her tits were sufficiently drained, he sat up, drawing up Jill to ride his lap. She let out a scream as she was forced to plummet down along the length of his spear. She began to writhe in pleasure, bucking up and down his pecker as the fire in her crotch began to intensify.


“It’s always nice to have a big-titty mom riding my cock, isn’t it?” Ryu said with a grin.


Jill could only moan. “OHHHH, YES! AHHHH!”


Her tits began to resume their production, spraying their milk indiscriminately into the air. Ryu craned his neck and clamped down on Jill’s jiggling right breast to drink the new milk. He could feel her will breaking as her release drew near.


He grabbed held her hands as she continued to ride him. “Cum, Jill. I want you to cum! CUM!”


With a scream that could’ve woken the neighborhood – if not for Ryu’s charm – Jill’s burning pussy spewed itself all over Ryu’s crotch. Ryu felt her hands clenching his tightly – a mortal man would’ve been pained by such strength – but he held on. He simultaneously shot his sperm into her body; Jill could’ve sworn that a volcano had erupted into her pussy. With a final wail, Jill fell off of Ryu’s still hard cock and onto the bed, where she quickly fell asleep.


For a while, Ryu sat on the bed, gazing down at Jill as she lay there in blissful sleep. He reached over and brushed a lock of hair from her face, noting the resemblance between her and Bethany. Getting out of the bed, he magically cleaned and clothed himself, reverting to his original form.  He bent over and gave Jill a kiss on the cheek, making smile and hum contentedly in her sleep.

“Sweet dreams, sweet Jill,” he said. “Know this: you will not become pregnant, for a god like me and a mortal such as yourself can never have children. Tonight, I will do you a great favor.”


Raking through her memories, he gathered the names and faces of every man that had wronged her. When he was done, he flew out of the house and towards the most recent one…


“Come on, Paul!”


A blonde woman lay nude on the bed inside of the lavish hotel suite, waiting anxiously for her lover to emerge from the bathroom. Andrea had certainly had an eventful day; what were the odds that she and Paul would run into his girlfriend – make that ex-girlfriend. It didn’t bother her in the least that she was Paul’s “something on the side”, for he was that much of a dynamo in the sack.

Paul came out of the bathroom, clad in only a bath towel, looking suggestively at the nude woman on the bed. She looked up at him with her sexy eyes and motioned for him to come on over.

“How about losing the towel?” she said with a smile.


“Whatever you want,” he replied, dropping the towel and exposing his nude lower body.


“Hmm, not bad,” Ryu remarked to himself upon seeing the man’s erection. He was sitting invisibly in the air above the bed, watching as the man climbed into the bed and began to kiss and embrace his lover. This was certainly the same man that had broken Jill’s heart earlier today.

It wasn’t long until he heard the pretty blonde say the magic words: “Oh, fuck me, baby!” Ryu waited until he saw the man penetrate the woman’s honey-hole, making her eyes flutter as she squealed with pleasure – now, it was time. Ryu snapped his fingers, magically shattering the man’s staying-power.


Paul gave a loud shout of climax, snapping Andrea out of her reverie. She looked up at him in shock, and then down to their joined genitals, as she felt him shooting his load inside of her. Paul’s head dropped, and then he collapsed beside her and fell asleep.


“Oh, HELL NO!” she cried. “Ten fucking seconds, that’s all you can last?” It was truly pitiful. Infuriated, she got out of the bed, cleaned up, got dressed, and gathered her belongings. “You are a fucking joke, Paul. I’m leaving to find a real man!”

Paul barely stirred from his sleep as Andrea left the room, slamming the door. Ryu grinned; this was just the reaction that he was looking for. This spell was designed to last until Paul had fully mended his ways, until then, he’d be a ten-second man with every woman he met. Ryu was going to do this to every man that had wronged Jill.


Floating down the hall, he watched as Andrea waited for the elevator to arrive, furiously tapping her foot. It was a shame that she was going to leave the hotel sexually unsatisfied. He couldn’t let that happen.


As the elevator door opened, Andrea’s expression turned from wrath, to shock, then to amazement. Inside the elevator was a nude, blond haired man with an enormous cock dangling between his legs.


“Excuse me,” he said, smiling, “Would you like to keep me company? My room’s not far from here.”


Without a word, she leapt into his arms and began to kiss him furiously. Yes, Ryu thought as he walked out of the elevator and into the nearest vacant room, here comes number four, with more on the way. He had plenty of time to bed this bitch, and then to get back to Bethany’s house before she woke up.

