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What Kody liked most about college was
its campus being like a living outdoor studio—the grid of lawns,
the beautiful architecture, the autumn leafage, and the unaware
students becoming his compositions. He claimed a bench on the north
quad early that evening and warmed up his fingers with a few
things, like the serrated edge of a sycamore leaf, the weathered
collar of a professor’s coat, the negative space inside a bike
rack, and a squirrel with an acorn in its mouth. The strokes and
lines calmed him.

As far back as he could remember, he
had always carried a sketchbook around.

When his friends had started playing
video games, he had started sitting outside and drawing cars that
passed by, using their briefness to train his memorization and
speed up his illustrations. In school, he had doodled classroom
objects in the margins around his exam answers. And when his
friends were old enough to get laid, he’d be lying in the backyard
grass and drawing clouds.

It was supposed to be a
hobby.

But here he was in college, ignoring
his studies and instead doing the same thing.

He drifted across the quad, pausing to
practice on a group of Frisbee players: shoulders cocked, hips
torqued, wrists snapping with that clean little violence and that
plastic disk sailing through the air. A freshman sitting against a
tree under a calc textbook sagged into a posture that said he’d
lost the plot; Kody recorded him with a loose outline and numbers
drifting out of his head in smoky plumes. On the library steps, a
young man and a young woman leaned in until their foreheads almost
touched. In his book, they became cartoonish lovers.

The sky slid from blue to violet. He
meant to catch the last light on the library’s columns, but he got
sidetracked. A blonde broke from the crowd near the park fountain.
Bobbing ponytail. Old university sweatshirt slouched off one
shoulder. Denim shorts riding high. Her stride put weight into one
hip, then the other, and he had to stop and take the
opportunity.

He began with her hair, curving lines
that overlapped and split into flyaways. The hoodie he blocked in
broadly, then tightened where the sleeve gathered at her elbow and
bunched up over her chest. The leg he followed from the swell of
thigh to the clean hinge of knee to the delicate ankle bones. His
breath quickened. He gave her mouth a hint of a smirk—not mean,
just confident—because beautiful people always smirked.

He liked drawing women in
ways he wouldn’t have explained out loud. There was the technical
appetite—how a hip turned, how the muscles flexed, the way fabric
adhered to their bodies—and there was the other appetite, the one that came
from looking at her ass and spending extra time on it. She paused
at the fountain, and he had to sit down to take in the details
while the moment allowed it.

His pencil applied shading to her
backside before anywhere else.

Then her chest.

Then her lips.

Kody shivered as his pants
tightened around the front, and he couldn’t resist flinging more
lines around her curves to enhance
them further—although she wasn’t curvy in the
strict sense. But he had to make her better. He had to make her
clothes tight. He
had to take her female body and make it pornographically defined with all
her curves bulging right out of the page.

Ahead, the blonde looked
toward him, and for a beat, Kody feared she’d felt the attention.
But it was just some jock who had caught her eye. Friend?
No. Boyfriend.
Kody sketched him in, but he might as well have been a ghost
compared to the girl, whom he returned to perfecting.

I guess that’s true about
life in general, he thought, watching as
his illustration came together, a faint shape of a world existing
around a detailed, gorgeous woman, we just
revolve around beautiful women, and, by extension,
sex. His hardening dick certainly
agreed.

And then, hand in hand, they went
away, and he filled in the margins with other quickies: birds,
lamps, and the occasional leaf skidding across the
ground.

He wasn’t paying attention to
anyone.

Then: “What the fuck, man? You drawing
my girlfriend?”

Kody hadn’t flipped the page—meaning
his latest well-detailed subject was still front and center. And
the owner of that voice was stopped dead, looking at it.

“It’s n-nothing,” Kody
said quickly, fingers fidgeting as he tried to grab the corner of
the page and flip it over, yet failing to do so several
times.

The guy stomped over like he meant to
take Kody off the low stone wall he was sitting on and wring him
like a washrag. The jock’s big hand grabbed his arm and yanked him
to his feet. The sketchbook went flying to the ground.

“You some pervert
weirdo?”

“Uh—I just like to
d-draw…”

“You trying to steal my
girlfriend?”

“What?”

He wasn’t even making sense. He was
just angry and insecure over nothing.

Typical jock temperament.

Another set of footsteps came fast.
“Pax! What are you doing? Let him go!”

The guy’s hard jaw shifted a degree
sideways. “He was drawing pervert pictures of you,
babe.”

“What are you
talking—that?”

Kody winced some more and prepared
himself for his inevitable beating as the subject of his sketch
picked up the sketch off the ground. But instead of being offended,
she made a cooing noise like she admired it.

“He’s really good,” she
said. “And—Pax, I
told you to let him go already.”

The meathead’s grip finally relented.
Kody took a breath now that his future of getting pummeled by a
human bulldozer seemed less likely. Thankfully, neither one had
noticed the tent in his pants. Still, Pax maintained his
scowl.

The girl flipped through the book.
“Interesting,” she said. “You put more detail into me than you did
anyone else.”

“Well, I…” Kody rubbed the
back of his neck and glanced at her boyfriend again. “I was just
caught in the moment, and I wanted…the extra, um, practice of a
human…figure.”

“You’re weird,” Pax
said.

“Oh, hush. He’s clearly a
good artist.”

“Bet he was probably going
to jerk off to it.”

The girl rolled her eyes. “I’m
Harper,” she said to Kody. “Can I keep this?”

Kody shrugged. “Okay.
Sure.”

“I have a friend who’s a
struggling artist, and it’s so
hard to make a living, even when she’s clearly
talented like you are. Pax, we should commission him.”

“What’s a
commission?”

“We should
pay him to make another
drawing of us. Since he clearly has a preference for human
subjects. And, I dunno, having an admirer kinda makes me
horny.”

Kody’s jaw very slowly started to
drop.

Pax made a short, incredulous
noise.

Yet Harper’s smile only
grew, and then her idea came out: “You should draw us having sex.
It would be so hot. Pax and I like to record ourselves, and I have such
a thing for
seeing myself, but having someone draw us—”

“Babe, that’s way too much
information.”

“Pax, it’s college. And
we’re all adults.”

“You don’t even know this
pervert’s name.”

Kody’s gaze nervously went back and
forth between them. He gave a shy wave. “My name’s Kody. And…I’m
always looking to make some money wherever I can.”

She was completely serious
too. And instead of doing it indoors, they went to a secluded spot
near the psychology building, among a dense patch of trees, hedges,
and an empty utility alcove. Kody followed, sketchbook in hand, his
pulse loud in his ears. He hadn’t expected his evening of idle
doodling to turn into pornographic
voyeurism. But he couldn’t deny being a
fan of the human body, generally speaking.

Pax folded his arms. “I still think
this is stupid.”

“Then don’t think,” Harper
said with a wink in Kody’s direction and sticking out her pierced
tongue. “Just fuck me, tough guy. And let our new friend do his
magic.”

Kody crossed his legs in the grass,
pad balanced, pencil already poised. He tried to keep his
expression neutral, though excitement and nerves fought inside him.
He had always hoped his artistry would get noticed by chicks, but
this wasn’t like he had imagined.

The couple briefly made out, but then
Pax was lying on the ground with his girlfriend straddling him, her
sweatshirt riding up as their bodies rolled and thrust
suggestively. She then pulled the sweatshirt off altogether, baring
a snug black bra that cupped her breasts tightly. Her shorts clung
stubbornly until she wiggled them down, knickers sliding with them,
tossing the bundle aside. Pax shifted uncomfortably, but when she
tugged at his shirt and peeled it up over his chest, his broad
torso caught the lamplight in hard planes of muscle.

Kody started drawing, one
eye on the action and the other on his work. Bodies. Muscles. Tits.
Deliciously firm tits. And Harper’s waist. And Harper’s ponytail as she leaned her
head back and felt her boyfriend’s bulge pressing into
her.

And then it was time for his jeans to
go. Pax gave a frustrated sigh but obeyed, shoving them down past
his hips. Boxers followed, and his cock sprang up, flushed and
thick, pressing against his stomach. His face was red; he was
clearly more embarrassed about being naked than Harper
was.

“You getting this?” she
asked Kody with a wicked glance over her shoulder.

Kody swallowed hard,
sketching the curve of her bare ass as she bent forward to guide
Pax inside her. Her hair spilled around her face as she undid her
ponytail, gasping at the first stretch. Kody captured the moment in
frantic lines—the arch of her back, the way Pax’s hands closed over
her hips. The moment of penetration. The ultimate
pleasure.

“Mm, yes,” Harper moaned, rocking her
hips slowly at first. She planted her palms on Pax’s chest, nails
raking over him as she rode. “I’m so
much wetter with someone
watching.”

“Babe, he doesn’t need to
know that.”

“But aren’t I?” she said, leaning down
and kissing her boyfriend during the action.

Pax groaned beneath her,
head tipping back, jaw tight after the smooch. “This is insane,” he
muttered, though his hips rose to meet her thrusts. His hands
spread wide over her ass, pulling her down harder onto him.
“But damn you are
wet.”

Harper giggled.

Kody’s pencil darted feverishly,
shading the taut muscles in Pax’s abdomen, the bounce of Harper’s
breasts with each rise and fall, the slick glide of her body taking
her boyfriend in full. He tried to capture every obscene detail in
one image, even as his own cock pressed painfully against his
zipper and begged to be having what Pax was having. And as the
sounds of sex increased, his heart hammered faster, his page
filling with the most indecent composition of his life.

“Yes, yes,” Harper moaned.

“Fuck, I’m
gonna—”

And then came a crash: a horn blaring,
a sound of metal crunching, and tires squealing to a stop. The sex
halted at once as Harper stopped bouncing on her boyfriend’s cock
and looked around, her hands immediately shooting down to partially
cover her body. Questions went around as everybody wondered what
had just happened.

Then Harper quickly tugged her
sweatshirt back on, Pax pulled up his jeans, and Kody stuffed his
sketchbook under his arm. The three of them—two still panting from
the interrupted tryst—exchanged a nervous glance before breaking
out of the foliage and heading toward the nearest road, where the
source of the calamity became obvious.

It had been a head-on
collision. One vehicle was a small sedan, its hood crumpled and
smoking. The other, far larger, was a delivery truck whose side
panel bore the painted letters: LUCKY’S
DELIVERY SERVICE. The cartoon leprechaun
mascot on its door grinned with his pocket of gold despite the
front fender having folded like tin foil.

The sedan’s driver stood
outside, pacing and waving his arms in outrage. “You’ve gotta be
fucking kidding me!” His voice cracked with fury, but he looked
unhurt aside from a reddened face and a small bruise on his arm.
Steam hissed from his radiator, and he shouted curses nonstop. To
the gathering crowd of college students: “Anyone see that asshole
run off? He crossed the divider. It was his fault! You all saw that,
right?”

The truck’s door hung open. The
driver’s seat was empty.

Damn, Kody thought while surveying the damage.
Sucks to be that guy.

His attention wandered
lower. Behind the truck, the asphalt shimmered with scattered metal
shapes, catching the light. He crouched, squinting at what appeared
to be golden bottle caps. No, they were coins. Dozens of them. The collision
had caused the back door of the truck to open slightly, and some
had spilled out.

“Hey…” he said.

Harper bent beside him,
scooping one up. It was stamped with strange Celtic symbols and a
crowned harp. The gold gleamed with a dirty luster. “This isn’t
normal currency. What is
this? Something European?”

Pax leaned down too. “Like pirate’s
treasure. Man, these are heavy. I think they’re real.”

As the sedan driver kept ranting and
the attention of the small crowd shifted to the approaching police,
the three of them traded looks as they held the strange
coins.

Harper pocketed a couple. “No one’s
gonna miss one or two.”

Pax scooped up a handful. “Might be
worth something.”

Kody felt the same way,
taking a few but leaving behind plenty. It
could help pay my tuition, he thought,
barely having guilt as a struggling artist.

The sirens wailed closer.

The three of them wandered away from
the truck, acting innocent. Although the sex had been interrupted,
Kody handed over the finished sketch of his subjects. Harper gushed
over it. Pax still had an expression like he thought it was weird,
but he acted happy since his girlfriend was happy.

“Send me your Venmo
later,” Harper said to Kody. And then she nudged her boyfriend. “We
just might have to get him to draw more of us doing kinky things. I
want one of you tied up and me whipping those nice buns of yours.
And he would need some good
references.”

“Weird, babe.”

Kody thought about sketching the
accident scene, but the air suddenly turned chilly. He walked back
to his dorm, pausing once when he thought he was alone and heard
someone laughing at him. But when he looked around, there was no
one…
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Harper stood in the bathroom of her
parents’ two-story brick house, staring into the wide rectangle of
mirror over the sink. She tilted her chin and stuck out her tongue,
tugging at it with two fingers so she could see the silver barbell
gleaming at the center. The flesh was still a bit red around the
hole, but it didn’t sting too badly, and she was eating most solid
foods without grimacing.

So many arguments ran through her
mind. Her parents had nearly lost their shit when she had decided
to attend college—and then when she had normalized wearing tops
that displayed her midriff or a little cleavage.

“It’s
self-expression, Mom,” she practiced. “Women are allowed to express themselves in
the year of our lord, 2025.” Then she wagged her head in disgust.
“What? You’re all obsessed with blood sacrifice in church, and I
can’t get one little piercing?”

The whole family was
coming over this weekend. Aunts, uncles, cousins. They were all
religious, and she’d rather be anywhere else, but
especially in the arms
of Pax and committing a little premarital sin by jerking him off.
Or blowing him. She was so behind on practice, since, like, every boy in
St. Paul had been some anti-sexual weirdo who collected baseball
cards or mumbled a lot. College girls knew all about oral, and her
new tongue piercing was supposed to make it better for guys. It
rubbed against that sensitive part. But instead she was here,
preparing to suffer.

She thought about that drawing
again.

Being watched—and
studied—while having sex
was such a turn-on. And she’d already rubbed herself this morning
while admiring Kody’s work.

A knock sounded on the door. “You
almost ready?” her mom called. “The family’s here.”

“Couple minutes,” Harper
answered, rolling her eyes. She rinsed her mouth, patted her face
dry, and forced her tongue back into its usual place with a heavy
sigh.

By the time all the relatives arrived,
the kitchen and living room smelled of pot roast, yeast rolls, and
baked yams. Everyone filtered in like an invading choir: Uncle
Martin with his booming voice about the ongoing downfall of human
society and regurgitating a Fox News segment about the gays, Aunt
Denise balancing Tupperware between her hands and chin with the
expectation that the family should have two weeks of leftovers, and
Cousin Caleb already wearing a tie even though it was Saturday. She
gave them all half-hearted hugs, smiling just enough to seem polite
while cringing and hoping to get back to campus as soon as
possible.

Her grandmother was the last to enter,
stooped but formidable in her long coat. She carried a small book.
“For my granddaughter.”

Harper accepted it with
both hands, murmured thanks, and stared down at the words:
HOLY BIBLE.
Great, she
thought. I finally have enough to build a
fort.

“It’s a study edition,”
Grandma explained. “With notes from respected theologians. This
will help you fight the Lord’s fight in college.”

Harper grimaced.

At dinner, the family
crowded around the long table, hands linked. Uncle Martin insisted
on saying grace, and when he started, it dragged into one of his
marathon monologues. Harper bowed her head with everyone else, but
her eyes stayed half-open. She counted the brush strokes on the
painted trim of the dining room, then the cobwebs in the
chandelier. Anything to distract her from the monotone pleas for
forgiveness that went on and on and on like a politician’s
speech.

“We seek your guidance now
more than ever in these dark, tumultuous times, in the battle
between holiness and sin, spreading across this country like a
plague…”

Her tongue tingled. She
wormed it back and forth inside the lower cavity of her mouth, and
she wasn’t so sure it hadn’t swelled somehow. She pressed her
lips tighter, shifting in her seat. The sensation of
hot firmness was most
prevalent around the piercing, and then she began to worry that it
was infected. But all of a sudden? It had felt fine moments ago,
and she cleaned her mouth regularly—way more than Pax,
anyway.

Uncle Martin droned on, thanking God
for rain, for harvest, for health.

Harper’s tongue felt heavier. A bead
of sweat formed at her temple.

She risked flicking her
tongue against the roof of her mouth. It felt completely wrong:
wider, fatter, longer. The silver barbell clicked against her molars, when it
should’ve been farther back in the middle. She clenched her jaw,
wondering if she was losing her mind or still experiencing side
effects after trying edibles for the first time last week. But
surely not.

And then she felt what
could only be described as engorgement rising up from the base,
as if her tongue were steadily growing in size—and this was
confirmed when it began to squeeze more firmly against the back of
her incisors. She kept her teeth together, but it wasn’t long until
her tongue was starting to feel cramped.

Aunt Denise peeked at her, lids
fluttering as if to scold her lack of reverence. Harper forced her
eyes shut, pretending devotion.

A gag rippled through her throat. She
was full-on sweating from head to toe.

She told herself to calm down. It was
just some allergic reaction.

Her tongue
throbbed.

The prayer dragged on. Her dad added
his own flourish about guiding their children’s paths. Cousin Caleb
murmured, “Amen.”

Harper jumped up from the
table, one hand covering her lips. She excused herself with a
mumble, which nearly made her bite into her freakishly large
tongue—and the brief gap between her teeth let it poke through
until it was pushing against the inside of her lips, growing
impossibly larger until it was surely bigger than
two tongues. She bolted
down the hall and rushed up the stairs.

I’m going to have to go to
the emergency room, she thought.
They’re gonna have to cut my damn tongue
off!

Safely locked in her bedroom, she
stumbled toward the mirror. She opened wide, not even taking a
moment to prepare herself. Her tongue poked out, so long and thick
that she couldn’t reel it back in—except, it wasn’t quite a tongue
anymore.

The flesh was veined,
ridged, and phallic, protruding a few inches from between her lips. The piercing
she’d been so proud of was no longer centered in smooth muscle but
now sat buried in the rounded head of the thing. Saliva mixed with a slicker
fluid that wasn’t spit at all, dripping down from a hole at the
front.

She tried to speak, but the jutting
organ made that difficult. “Wh–whah ish happenink t’me?” she
cried.

It was…

A cock. An actual fucking
cock. Like Pax’s. Like
any man’s.

Harper froze as a lilting giggle
drifted across the room. Her reflection showed more than her own
panicked face—the mirror revealed a figure perched on her bed,
swinging stubby legs. A woman no taller than a child, garbed in
tattered green clothes, sat there grinning. Her fiery hair stuck
out in messy tufts, and her eyes gleamed mischievously.

“Top o’ the mornin’,
lassie,” the leprechaun-looking person crooned, her Irish accent
almost comically thick. “I see ye’ve found yerself in quite a jam,
with a cock where yer tongue used ta cram.” She cackled at her own
rhyme, slapping her knee.

Harper clutched the desk
for balance, horrified as her cock-tongue lolled out another inch,
making her head spin from how erect
it was. She tried to form words, but only garbled
syllables came out, each slurred by the heavy shaft weighing down
her mouth. “Hhh-wahhh…whahhh…whu are yuuu?”

“Name’s Orla,
shiny-keeper. And now, dear Harper, I belong to you. Or maybe it’s
the other way ‘round, for by stealin’ my shinies, your fate is
bound.” She winked, pointing a stubby finger at Harper’s wet,
twitching cock-tongue.

Harper gagged, drool and pre-cum
pouring down her chin. She grabbed the thing with both hands,
trying to shove it back in, but it only throbbed harder, twitching
like it enjoyed being touched. Her eyes briefly crossed as her
throat flexed in a way that was far from uncomfortable.

Orla: “Ye saw the truck, aye? We
leprechauns thought t’ be clever, hirin’ humans for our treasure’s
endeavor. Outsourced the job, cheap as sin, an’ sure enough they
crashed the thing in. Spilled me shinies across yer
campus—predictable folly, if ye know what I mean. An’ now, lass,
ye’re payin’ the price of stealin’.”

She’s really a leprechaun?
Those are real?

Harper groaned. Tears welled in her
eyes.

The little woman laughed again,
leaning against the bedpost. “Ah, don’t be so shy. Yer tongue’s
become a cock, my oh my. A juicy one too, fat and lewd.”

“P-pleeez…change it
bahhck!” Harper staggered to her closet, fumbling through the jeans
she’d worn the night before. She shoved her trembling hands into
the pockets, certain she’d feel the cold press of those strange
coins. But her fingers came up empty. She tried the other pocket,
then turned the pockets inside out. Nothing. The coins weren’t
there anymore. She looked high and low around her bedroom,
whimpering around her heavy, pulsating cock-tongue. More drool
poured down her front as she clawed through a heap of
laundry.

“Look at ye, lass,
slobberin’ and desperate, diggin’ fer treasure that ain’t yers. Yer
greed’s what brought this curse, and now it’s writ plain across yer
face.”

Harper spun toward her, humiliated,
the cock-tongue bobbing and vibrating against her mouth, spreading
her jaw open even more as the thing felt fully erect. She didn’t
like how good it felt with her lips wrapped around the big, thick
shaft.

“Closer, lass,” Orla
beckoned, curling a stubby finger with a long brown fingernail.
“Let me inspect the prize proper. Don’t be shy now, bring that fine
cock-tongue to me.”

Step by shaky step, she leaned down
toward the little woman. Orla reached up with both hands, seizing
the thick shaft protruding from Harper’s lips. Harper whimpered,
eyes wide, as Orla stroked along its length with glee.

“Pierced neat at the
crown, spillin’ like it’s eager fer the fun.” She pumped her fist
along the slick flesh, and Harper shuddered helplessly, every nerve
in her mouth alight with unwanted pleasure. Orla laughed all the
louder, clearly enjoying herself as Harper’s humiliation deepened.
Then the little woman’s laughter subsided into a sly grin. She
hopped down from the bed and rummaged among the pile of gifts
stacked by Harper’s desk. With a flourish, she lifted the new Bible
Grandma had solemnly presented earlier. “Ah, now here’s the trick,
lass. The holy book they gave ye—that’s the cure.”

Harper’s eyes widened.
“Nuhh…whaahh…?”

“Read it,” Orla ordered,
voice sing-song. “Let those pious words trip off yer new cock.
Passage after passage, nice and slow. That’s the only way ta make
yer cock go away.”

Harper hesitated, but Orla
jumped back on the bed and held the book open. Harper and her
cock-tongue leaned in close, leaking out a wet smear across the
page before she even began, a heavy string of pre-cum
glooping onto the word
of God. She tried to form the words:
“P-pahhh…psahhh-lmm…twen-ty…thrrreee…the Lawrrrd ish
my…shep-hhherrrd…” Each strained sound made the shaft twitch, the
cockhead leaking out a mess.

Orla giggled delightedly. “Aye, that’s
it! Keep readin’, lass. Feel how the good book makes ye
ache.”

Harper’s eyes fluttered.
Each verse garbled from her lips sent shivers down her spine. The
cock in her mouth throbbed harder with every line, dribbling onto
the pages until the paper grew damp, dark, and sticky. She could
barely believe it as she began to feel horny—not just in her mouth but also
down below. She turned another page, drooling across the margins,
and stammered through a different line: “Yehhh…though I… wahhhk…
through the vall-leh of…the shhhadow of… dehhhhhth…” Her
cock-tongue leaked more freely, a steady drizzle dumping out. Her
thighs clenched together. She couldn’t believe it when she dropped
one hand between her legs, unable to stop herself from rubbing
frantically at the blooming ache
deep inside her womanhood as her hard-on
persisted in pounding her skull.

“Yer granny would be so
proud!”

Harper moaned, caught between shame
and a mounting pleasure that refused to go away. She flipped again,
cock-tongue staining the print with ungodly amounts of boy-fluids,
words mangled into guttural moans. Her hand worked faster between
her legs, now inside her knickers, fingers slippery with her own
wetness.

“M-my cuhhhp
runnethhh…vahhh…”

She gasped through another
verse, cock-tongue so thick she thought she’d choke on it. Her
entire body shook, torn between repulsion and ecstasy. She rubbed
harder, hips jerking, dizzy and close to breaking. And then the
orgasm surged at once—mouth, body, everywhere. Her cock-tongue twitched
wildly, then erupted in a mess of thick spurts, painting the
Bible’s pages in white ropes that splattered far and wide. She
gagged on her own climax as it spewed, drooling and sucking her own
tongue until the delicate text was lost beneath the sticky flood.
It spilled over the edges, oozing onto her bed and floor—and even
Orla herself, who was reaping maniacal enjoyment.

And then the pressure in
her tongue-slit increased tenfold. Harper grimaced as
something large and solid pushed through her tongue-urethra. Seemingly impossibly, two
gold coins squeezed out, landing with a splat in the cummy mess,
and Harper crossed her eyes afterward and nearly fainted from the
relief as pleasure burned through her throat.

Orla picked up the coins. “Ah, me
shinies!”
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Pax loved the burn.

The bar clanked as he slammed the
weight stack back down, grabbed the handle again, and leaned into
his next reps. It was part of his perfect morning routine:
Wheaties, edging to pussy pictures of his girlfriend, and lat
pulldowns. He loved this machine. Loved watching his muscles pop
and swell under the fluorescent lights. Sweat ran down his temple
and over his jaw, soaking his gray tank top until it clung to his
chest.

He grinned at his
reflection. “Yeah. Bigger,” he muttered. “Gonna make
Dwayne Johnson look like a pebble. Mm, yeah, that’s it.”

The gym was buzzing, students moving
between racks and machines, music pounding through the speakers.
Pax’s breathing synced with his exercise. Pull, squeeze, release.
Pull, squeeze, release. He imagined Harper’s face while he worked,
pictured her watching him bench, her biting her lip when he flexed.
The thought made him grunt harder, locking his grip on the bar, not
minding that he was getting a little bit erect. Harper loved how
big he’d gotten lately—or at least he thought she did. Sometimes
she teased him about being obsessed with his pecs. She liked
running her hands over them, though, and that was all that
mattered.

His mind drifted to last night’s
crash. That delivery truck. The coins.

Weird
shit, he thought. The coins were tucked in
his backpack right now. He’d Googled Irish currency this morning,
but couldn’t find anything that exactly matched what had fallen out
of the truck. But they felt heavy and real. If they were worth
anything, they could cover his gym membership and maybe some new
exhaust for his car.

Two girls on the
treadmills whispered behind their hands, shooting him a side-eye.
One rolled her eyes, muttering something about meathead peacocks. Pax ignored them.
They were skinny—probably vegans and terrible in bed. Haters didn’t
matter. Not when the whole point was to get bigger, better,
harder. For himself. For
Harper. He stripped off the tank top, letting the damp fabric slap
to the floor beside his bag, and adjusted his grip, bar creaking
slightly under his palms while his big chest puffed out as he
groaned into the next pull and winked back at his
audience.

“More size,” he muttered
under his breath, eyes locked on his reflection. “Bigger chest.
Bigger arms. Bigger everything. More. That’s the American dream,
baby.”

And his pecs were
really burning
today.

All his time at the gym
was finally paying off, because they felt so swollen and so heavy, all that muscle stretching
his skin tight. Hell, he grew harder in his shorts from just
watching himself flex, sweat dripping down his sternum as his chest
bulged bigger and bigger with each rep.

And then they looked odd.

His pecs weren’t just
getting harder—they were getting rounder. Fuller. Softer. His nipples tingled under
the lights, hypersensitive in a way that distracted him. He
clenched his jaw and did another rep, grunting, thinking it was
just a result of the workout or a weird cramp or shadows playing
tricks.

But each time he pulled a
rep, his pecs lost more definition, softening and
swelling, becoming plump
where they should've stayed hard. The slabs of muscle bulged
outward, each contraction pumping more fullness and sag into them.
His nipples, flushed and fat, jutted forward further than before,
standing thick and sensitive and throbbing like his damn cock. He
poked one with his fingertip and gasped. The skin wasn’t firm at
all; it sank beneath his touch, impossibly soft and anything but
masculine.

“What the fuck,” he
muttered.

A pale bead welled at the tip of his
left nipple.

He stared, wide-eyed, as the droplet
grew, trembled, then rolled down the curve of his chest and over
his abs. He slapped at it, but another one followed, and then his
right nipple joined in, matching its twin, leaving a long creamy
streak.

Pax’s breath grew ragged,
the sound of his grunts echoing louder than the gym music. He kept
pulling the bar anyway, desperate to fight the panic creeping up
his throat, knowing he was just seeing things, and he was just
exhausted from the strain and his college studies, but each rep
just made it worse. His pecs—tits—kept swelling, soft, jiggly
masses pumping up bigger and heavier with every contraction of his
back muscles. And liquid kept dripping out of his obscenely dark,
thick nipples.

By the time he’d finished
another set, they were each nearly the size of his head, so heavy
they drooped under their own weight and bounced pendulously. He
tried grabbing them, desperate to steady the heaving swells of
flesh, but his hands sank deep into the sensitive weight of them,
fingers spreading around their cantaloupe-sized curves. They were
unbelievably soft, smooth, and hot against his palms, the texture
strange and yielding like giant pillows. His fingertips slid over
their roundness and the thick veins. When he happened upon his
grotesquely oversized nipples, more white shit dribbled
out.

“These are fucking tits,”
he said. “I…I think I’m losing my mind.”

The guys at the squat rack snickered
behind him.

“Does that bro have
implants?”

“Dude’s got a rack bigger
than my girlfriend.”

Gritting his teeth, he
tried to push through it. Maybe more reps would fix it. Maybe if he
just worked harder, pumped it out, the freakish swelling would
subside. He yanked the bar down again, then again, muscles
screaming. But the more he worked, the worse it got. With each
repetition, his tits bounced harder, spraying out more liquid—like
actual fucking milk—in hot jets that splattered across his abs, the bench, and
the floor. They dripped and leaked uncontrollably. And the full
weight of his tits was making him struggle.

He moaned without meaning
to.

Pax, the guy who benched three hundred
pounds for fun, who prided himself on being all muscle, all
strength, and being excellent in bed, now stood topless in the
middle of the campus gym with two milky tits like a pregnant
woman.

Amid more laughter, he stormed off to
the locker room.

It was empty, thank God.
He slouched over to his locker, tits swinging and slapping stickily
against his ribs as the milk continued running out. He cupped the
swollen mounds again, and the instant his hands pressed into their
soft expanses, his cock surged hard in his shorts.
My dick knows what tits feel
like, he thought, helplessly shuddering as
more milk squirted between his fingers and his hard-on pushed out a
huge tent. He groaned, wondering if he needed to see a doctor or
something. But he didn’t want anyone else to see him with
boobs.

Then came high-pitched
giggling.

He whipped his head around. Perched on
the bench behind him was a tiny figure: a funny-looking leprechaun
woman dressed in all green, like three feet tall, with fiery tufts
of hair sticking out like she’d been electrocuted. Her tiny hips
swung back and forth.

“Ahh, look at ye now, big
man o’ muscle,” she sang, like some Irish pub mascot. “Squeezin’
yer tits, dribblin’ like a sow, when all ye wanted was pride in yer
pow’r.” She cackled.

Pax scrambled back, tits
flopping. “Who the fuck—what are you?!”

She winked. “Name’s Orla,
shiny-keeper. Yer lookin’ at the one ye crossed. Ye thought ye
could nick me coins and walk free? A curse is the fee for
thievery.”

Pax blinked. He was thinking he was
hallucinating, until he reflected on last night’s crash and the
coins. “I didn’t steal nothing. They were just on the ground. And
leprechauns aren’t real.” He tried covering himself, but his tits
were just too massive, bulging above and below his
hands.

“Gold unguarded is still
me gold. Pocket it, and the price takes hold. An’ so it has, right
‘cross yer chest. Big soft udders, drippin’ fresh.”

Pax yanked his locker all the way open
and dug frantically into his backpack, sweat dripping from his
forehead and milk running from his tits as he searched. Clothes,
notebooks, gym towel—but no coins. He turned it upside down, but
nothing shiny and gold came out.

Behind him came Orla’s sing-song
giggle: “Losin’ yer shinies, lad?”

“I had them in here!” he
said. “Look, we weren’t actually stealing them, we were just
borrowing them. I was just borrowing them. I mean, I would never steal
anything. I’m not that kind of person.”

She tilted her head, grin wide. “I can
help ye. Come closer, lad.”

Pax swallowed, heart
hammering, tits continuing to jiggle as he reluctantly stepped
over. He lowered himself onto the bench across from her, straddling
it, milk still dripping in humiliating lines along his midsection.
Her clothes were threadbare, and she was disheveled like she lived
in the ground. Still, she was a woman—and Pax found himself looking
at the bulges where her tits were. His hard-on was so obvious at
this point that he stopped caring. It wasn’t like he could
be more hard.

She sauntered up to him, her wicked
grin flashing. Before he could move, she leaned right in and
latched her mouth over his swollen nipple! Pax froze, his whole
body locking as he felt her lips seal and her tongue flick over
that sensitive, brown extension of his titty-flesh.

“W-what the fuck!” he
barked, trying to lean away, but she latched tight. And the moment
her cheeks pulled, his tit gushed out milk in a hot, uncontrollable
spurt, flooding into her mouth. Her throat bulged as she swallowed
and sucked more, and the intermittent stream became continuous as
some leaked out of the corners of her mouth.

She moaned, low and
greedy, sucking hard. Pax’s eyes rolled back. His skin prickled all
over. It was the most humiliating thing he’d ever felt, but it was
also…good. Too
good. Relief washed through his aching chest as the swollen
pressure began to ease.

“Stop, oh fuck—” he
groaned weakly, his voice breaking, but his cock twitched harder in
his shorts. He reached down and grabbed it while his massive tits
sloshed as Orla switched sides, grabbing his whole torso before
latching her mouth on the other nipple. Her little hands scratched
at his ribs as she suckled, her cheeks hollowing out with each
pull. The other nipple continued to leak.

His non-jerking hand hovered
helplessly in the air before finally grabbing the back of her
ragged green clothes, not pushing her away but holding on as his
body quaked. “Oh God, oh God, it feels so weird,” he panted,
swallowing hard. “But, like, amazing.”

Orla pulled off with a gasp, licking
her lips and wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Sweet as
honey, thick as cream. Never thought I’d feast on a jock boy’s
teats, but life’s a dream!” Then she dove back in, biting lightly
before sucking again, harder this time. Pax nearly shouted as milk
jetted from him, spraying down her throat in warm
gushes.

His cock ached so bad he couldn’t hold
back anymore. He stroked hard and fast, the fabric of his shorts
still damp with sweat and milk—and now pre-cum. His other hand
clutched his free tit, kneading the huge mound, rolling the nipple
between his fingers until the flow of milk increased again. He
rolled his head back, groaning from the dual pleasure in his chest
and in his groin. He couldn’t help himself afterward. He craned his
neck forward, and his tongue flicked out across his own nipple. The
sensitivity made him wince, but also the taste was incredibly sweet
and creamy. He angled his breast upward so the little squirts of
milk could shoot into his mouth.

The locker room filled with wet,
filthy sounds—the slap of his hand on his dick, the noisy suck of
Orla’s thirsty mouth, the constant squirt and drip of milk, and now
his own obscene gulping as he drank from his swollen breast. He
couldn’t believe he was jerking off while his tits got drained by a
leprechaun and while he tasted himself, but his body was past the
point of caring. The combination of milking, sucking, stroking, and
licking had him teetering on the edge, hips jerking wildly against
his own fist as Orla sucked hard enough to nearly tear his
skin.

Pax’s whole body seized as the tension
finally snapped. He grunted, teeth clenched, hips bucking as his
cock erupted inside his shorts. Hot jizz soaked the fabric
instantly, spreading in thick spurts that drenched his thighs and
dribbled down his leg. He groaned loudly, a guttural sound, pumping
his fist desperately as more cum shot from his depths. And up above
was another explosion.

Both nipples sprayed everywhere like
hoses, blasting Orla’s face and the locker doors and drenching his
abs. Orla stayed attached, latching harder on one tit as she
swallowed the flood, her cheeks ballooning as she gulped. The
pressure leaving his chest made him shudder in relief and ecstasy,
his tits flopping and slapping hard.

Then, amid the dwindling
spurts of milk, something harder pressed from deep inside his
chest. Pax gasped, looking down in horror as his nipple stretched
beyond its normal dimensions, the outline of a thick,
disk shape forcing
forward beneath the flesh and bulging the skin out like latex. It
pushed then squeezed through the swollen teat with a gush of milk,
plopping onto the tile with a sharp metallic clink.

It was one of the coins.

Another swell in his opposite tit made
him cry out, the flesh distending the same way, milk spraying
around the hard lump as it forced its way to the surface. His
nipple stretched, burned, then expelled another heavy coin that
clattered across the locker room floor and spun in a circle before
falling flat.

“Ohhh fuuuck—!” Pax
groaned, torn between horror and unbearable ecstasy as the process
repeated, and his sore tits dumped out gold coins like he was a
slot machine.

Orla clapped her hands happily.
“Oh-ho! Me shinies!”
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Kody sat at his desk with the
sketchbook open, a blunt pencil pinched between his fingers. The
dorm room was quiet except for the faint hum of the radiator. His
roommate was gone, giving him solitude. Normally, solitude meant
freedom—the confidence to pour his imagination out onto paper. But
today his hand hovered above the blank page and refused to
commit.

He started with a rough
outline of a tree outside his window, the twisted branches
spidering across the page. He frowned, erased, started again, then
shoved the page over. Another
tree? He was bored with trees. He flipped to a
fresh sheet and tried a profile of a student he’d seen in class
earlier, the curve of her nose, the slope of her cheek. He got
halfway down the jawline before he stopped, unsatisfied with the
resemblance. He ripped the page out, crumpled it, tossed it aside.
A dozen discarded attempts were already scattered around his
feet.

And then his dick was
hardening.

That was because he started thinking
about that chick. Harper. Shamelessly nude and riding her
boyfriend, being his moaning muse while getting drilled with that
jock’s cock. He couldn’t have said for sure why he was suddenly
fantasizing about one college girl when there were so many—plenty
not in a relationship with a human bulldozer—but his hand was
already moving. His pencil carved out the long lines of her legs,
her hips tilted back, her crotch open and waiting. He shaded in the
swell of her breasts, her confident grin, the angle of her thighs
spread wide—his invitation, if a certain meathead hadn’t been part
of the equation.

But as the details came
together, something was wrong. The proportions weren’t right—her
body was too short, too stubby. The features curved impishly, the
chin sharper, the body much smaller in every aspect. He blinked,
frowning, but the pencil kept moving as if possessed. The smirk
looked less like Harper’s and more mischievous, sly. The open legs revealed a wild
growth of pubic hair and a very leaky slit. Around her, he drew
coins.

Without meaning to, he had sketched a
different figure entirely.

A female leprechaun.

“Uh. Well, it’s something
new.”

Kody bit his lip. The room felt
hotter. He added more detail: the swell of her breasts, the
softness of her belly, the fullness of her hips. His shading
slowed, lingered, especially between her thighs. The line of her
pussy darkened under his pencil, and he added more juice, as if she
were alive and getting wetter in real-time.

His cock stabbed the front
of his jeans painfully. He shifted in his chair, but he didn’t
stop. He leaned closer, tongue wetting his lips as his pencil
rendered her nipples stiff and eager, her mouth naughty. He smudged the shadows to
make her folds really glisten. So plump. So open. He could practically smell her
and taste her as his heart pounded and he panted over the
page.

“Fuck,” he
whispered.

His left hand dropped to his crotch,
unzipping. His cock sprang out, aching and swollen, and he wrapped
his fingers around it desperately. The pencil never stopped in his
right hand, each stroke bringing the lewd sketch closer to life and
more three-dimensional. He emphasized her clit while rubbing his
glans.

Gotta bring her to
life, he thought.

Kody was losing himself in
it. Each new detail made his cock surge, pre-cum smearing his fist
as he pumped himself. He drew her winking at him, her tongue
sticking out, and his hips jerked against his hand. The leprechaun
was watching him. Daring
him to keep going. To finish. To blow his load
all over her body. As he neared the brink, he grabbed the paper and
set it in his lap, ready to cover this tiny woman in so much
splooge she’d drown in it…

Then his wrist jerked as a thunderous
banging vibrated the wall from the neighboring room. It sounded
like someone going apeshit on a drum.

The hell?
he thought. Derrick’s
gone. I saw him leave.

The pounding didn’t stop. BOOM, BOOM,
BOOM—whacking away with no rhythm or tune. Kody shoved his chair
back and stomped down the short hall to his roommate’s side of the
apartment. He banged on the door. “Yo! Knock it off!”

No answer. The noise kept
pounding.

Finally, fed up, he barged into the
room.

Derrick wasn’t the one
testing out his drum set. Instead, it was a little woman dressed
shabbily. And Kody’s face burned as her wild hair and mischievous
grin looked very similar
to his recent composition—which he was still
holding in his hand, next to his denim-bulging boner.

“No way,” he said.
“I’m…I’m dreaming.”

She cackled, hopping down with a spry
bounce. “Aye, way indeed, lad.” She dusted off her tattered green
skirt, eyes gleaming as she looked him up and down.

Kody stumbled back a step.
“You’re…you’re from my drawing.”

“Name’s Orla,” she said
with a curtsy more mocking than polite. “Keeper o’ shinies, bane o’
thieves, breaker o’ egos. An’ now yer new housemate.” Her accent
was thick and musical, each line rolling like a half-rhyme. She
pointed at his sketchbook. “Fancy yerself an artist, do
ye?”

“I…uh—” His face burned.
He couldn’t dare show her the filthy spread-leg pose, glistening
folds and all.

He tried to fold the page closed
against his thigh, but she darted forward and snatched
it.

“Hey! That’s
mine.”

Orla held it up, lips curling. “Ye
caught me jus’ right! Always fancied meself a bit of an artist too,
ye know?”

“What? Uh…wait, how did
you get in…”

She flipped the sheet over and plucked
the pencil from his fingers before he could react. With brisk
scratches, she drew two stick figures. One was tall and
broad-shouldered, with a crude cock dangling between its legs.
Beside it, half the height, was a female stick figure with tits
like circles and a slash for a slit. Orla hummed happily to
herself, tongue poking out of the corner of her mouth as she
demonstrated her ability. When she finished, she held the paper
aloft with a proud grin. “Now that’s art, lad!”

Kody squinted, trying to be polite.
“It’s a start. Is that a guy and a girl?”

She slapped the page against his
chest. “Not two, fool. One. Ye.”

“Ye? Me? I’m
both?”

She nodded.

Kody opened his mouth to question her,
but a hot flush rolled down his body, like a steamroller hitting
all his nerves. His knees buckled, a dizzy heat blooming in his
chest and groin. He gasped as his sneakers suddenly felt too big,
his legs trembling inside his jeans as the denim wrinkled and
sagged around his knees and waist, and began crumpling around his
feet on the ground.

“What the hell’s happening
to me?” he croaked, clutching at his shirt. His voice cracked
higher, thinner, as his torso caved in on itself. His ribcage
narrowed, his waist pulling tight, and the collar of his hoodie
slid down his shoulder as if it were suddenly extra-extra-extra
large and tailored for a giant. He realized he was
shrinking, however
impossible such a thing should’ve been. But some parts of him
weren’t shrinking. His chest swelled outward, two round mounds
inflating beneath his baggy clothes. He clawed at the fabric,
wincing as his nipples burned hot and sensitive as they pushed
against the cotton. With a final crack from his shoulders, his damn
hoodie slipped all the way off, and soft, heavy breasts bounced
free. “Oh fuck—no, no—I fell asleep while sketching, that’s it…”

The pile of clothes around
him grew: jeans, underwear, now his shirt and oversized hoodie.
Freshly unveiled, his cock throbbed painfully, then retreated like
it was being sucked back into his body. He yelped, hands flying to
his crotch, but soon there was nothing to grab—only a raw,
slick space forming between his legs. His balls drew tight, popping
upward until they were gone, replaced by folds that tingled and
swelled. A wetness dribbled down his thighs as he
trembled.

He toppled forward, hair
spilling longer around his face in wild, orange tufts. The bones in
his face crunched into new positions.

When he got himself back on his feet,
he was no taller than Orla.

The room was
cavernous.

Kody caressed his softer, rounder face
and then swept his trembling hands across his nude, short-sized
curves. His pubic hair was the color of fire.

Orla: “Took me shinies,
did ye? Then it’s only fair ye pay the debt in kind. Yer flesh pays
the toll, lad. Or should I say—lass.”

Shinies? Coins? The
truck?

He shook his head in disbelief. “They
were on the ground—”

“Intent matters not. Gold
stolen binds its thief. Now ye wear the curse, small and busty as
meself, till the balance is evened.”

“Curse…”

All of a sudden, Kody’s
whole body buzzed with heat, a deep, gnawing ache settling between
his thighs and within
him. He squeezed his legs together, trying
to resist, but his new folds were slick and throbbing, begging to
be touched the same way his hard cock had been moments before. His
nipples hardened, brushing against his trembling arms as they poked
out, and the sensation made him wince and whimper softly. He was so
confused, but his arousal swirled through his head. He dropped to
his knees, losing the fight against his own need.

Orla perched nearby, snickering. “Go
on, lass. Yer body’s cryin’ out. Don’t deny what’s burnin’ inside
ye.” She snagged a fresh sheet of paper and hunched over it, pencil
scratching merrily.

Kody’s hands shook as he
cupped his new breasts. They were wonderfully soft, yielding
against his fingers, yet firm and sensitive. He kneaded them
clumsily, squeezing until his nipples shot fire through his nerves.
His hips bucked forward as his thighs grew wetter, the slick heat
trickling down his legs. With a shudder, he let one hand slide
lower. To explore. To help. Even if he didn’t have a
hard-on anymore, even if it was a little terrifying down
there…

Fingers parted his swollen lips,
peeling his wet inner membranes apart.

“Oh shit…” he
sighed.

He gasped at the moisture
waiting there, and at how it made everything so slippery. He
stroked once, twice, moaning at the unfamiliar texture and
emptiness calling from
far behind his soppy entrance. His clit throbbed beneath his touch,
swelling into a little button. The more he circled it, the more his
new hole wept, his slick noises of masturbation echoing off the
high walls and ceiling of Derrick’s giant room.

Orla giggled as she sketched. “Look at
ye, playin’ with yer tits, rubbin’ that juicy slit. A true muse if
ever I saw one. Gonna hang this one up…”

Kody tried to find the
willpower to get a grip on whatever was happening—and this
fucking leprechaun—but he was lost. He pinched his nipples, groaning, then
plunged two fingers inside himself, his male mind cringing hard
from the sensation of penetration but quickly being overwhelmed
with pleasure. The tight heat clenched down, sucking him in. He
pumped his fingers, his fat little leprechaun hips rolling
shamelessly. Each thrust made him wetter and his moans pitch
higher.

He learned quickly what
made his clit burst with ecstasy. He flicked it with his thumb. His
body arched in the middle of his huge clothes as he sprawled
himself out, imagining if he just had something bigger than his fingers, but fingers
were pretty darn good…

“Atta lass,” Orla crooned.
“Ye’ve taken to it like a natural. A lewd little
sprite.”

Kody’s cries grew frantic.
“Oh yes! Yes!”
His hole pulsed like it was milking
his fingers. He slammed his palm against his
mound, rubbing desperately as his chest and nipples rose into the
air, the pleasure shooting through his bones and veins like
electricity. Through the ecstasy, he heard a giggle and looked up
to see Orla grinning wickedly, holding out her latest sketch. It
was crude and scratchy, but unmistakable—it showed him, tiny and
busty, on his back with his hand buried in his dripping slit and
his tits flopping, as emphasized with motion lines.

The sight of it shoved him over the
edge.

His thighs clamped down
around his hand as his whole body arched. “Ahhh—Christ
above—ahh Jaysus,
fuckin’ Christ!” he babbled, his voice breaking into a messy,
drooling Irish accent. “Mo chreach…ahhh shite, I’m cummin’!”

His hips humped against his hand,
grinding furiously, cunt clenching around his fingers as wetness
spilled in gushes. His body shook, tits bouncing, and his ass
jiggling as he wailed through his climax, the filth of Orla’s
drawing burned into his brain. Then he collapsed backward,
whimpering little curses and fragments of Irish as the last waves
rolled through him.

But it wasn’t finished.

Kody squealed, body still twitching
from climax when another wave of heat slammed through his core. His
folds throbbed and stretched, something harder than flesh pushing
from deep inside. He yelled in bliss, clutching his breasts as his
slit bulged outward. A round, metallic shape forced itself out
between his swollen lips.

“Am I feckin’ givin’ birth
here, Jaysus Mary an’ Joseph—mmm!”

With a gush of wetness, the edge of a
gold coin popped free, stretching him obscenely before slipping out
and clattering onto the floor in his puddle of juices. His hole
clenched severely, the sensation unbearably intense, half-painful
and half-orgasmic.

Another lump pressed forward, his eyes
crossing as his body expelled it. And then another. Each release
made his body quake with pleasure like subsequent orgasms, his
pussy spasming until he felt like he was going to slip
unconscious.

Orla cheered. “Shiny
nether-gold!”
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Kody shuffled across the damp grass
under the moonlight, his oversized T-shirt dragging around his tiny
feet. Thankfully, the campus was pretty well asleep around
midnight, and no one was around to see a three-foot-tall woman
holding her shirt so it wouldn’t fall off her mystically diminutive
body. A cricket jumped across in front of him, and the bug was so
damn huge it nearly scared him. He glanced around, keeping a
watchful eye for other horrors.

He saw none in the bug department,
anyway.

At the park’s center, near the
fountain, Harper and Pax were coming in from opposite sides. They
stopped short the instant they saw each other, and Kody stopped
shortly after.

Pax blinked hard. “What the fuck is
wrong with your tongue?!”

Harper tried to answer, but her words
were warped around the thick, wet shaft that jutted obscenely from
her mouth. “I—I can’t…I can’thhh hide ithhh…” She wiped at her chin
again, catching a string of slick drool and pre-cum. Her cheeks
were deeply flushed.

“It’s—it’s a
dick. You’ve got a
fucking dick for
a tongue.”

She pointed accusingly at his hoodie,
muffled and slurred: “And youhhh! You havehh…boobs!”

Pax flinched, crossing his arms over
his swollen chest instinctively, but the hoodie was stretched so
tightly it did nothing to hide the soft, heavy mounds beneath, nor
the wet spots.

“Do youhh knowhhh how hard
ithh ishh to talkhh right nowhh?”

“Do you know how hard it
is walking around with these things leaking every five
minutes?!”

Kody approached slowly, trying to
defuse the moment. “Hey, guys, maybe we could save the freak-out
session until after we figure out what’s going on? I assume Orla
told you all the same thing, about meeting here.”

The other two nodded, not without
reactions of their own to his bite-sized female body. Harper stared
while Pax chuckled, forgetting for a moment that he had massive
tits and letting his arms hang before crossing them again. They all
exchanged uneasy looks, none of them sure whether to laugh, scream,
or cry. Compared to the other two victims of the leprechaun’s
magic, Kody figured he had gotten off lucky—even if he couldn’t
reach most countertops and top shelves anymore.

Then the shadows rustled, and he heard
a faint jingling.

From the darkness, Orla emerged, her
tiny frame illuminated by the lamplight. The sack of gold she
dragged behind her was bigger than she was, fat and bulging, every
motion making the contents clatter together as it skidded along the
pavement. “Well, well, well,” she sang, her voice carrying. “Three
cursed souls, gather’d in gloom, their bodies twisted, their lives
in doom!” She dropped the sack with a dramatic thud that sent a few
coins rolling out. She stomped them dead with her feet. Her green
skirts swirled as she planted her fists on her hips and surveyed
them with a naughty grin.

Harper groaned around her swollen
tongue. “Fixh ushh,” she whimpered.

Orla’s grin widened. “Ahh, lassie, all
in good time. But first…” She kicked the heavy sack, sending
another small cascade of coins spilling. “Let’s see if me shinies
be all here, aye? On yer knees, the lot of ye.”

Kody swallowed hard and
glanced between Harper and Pax, who hesitated but eventually
lowered themselves. Really,
he thought, we’re going
to count them all? The three knelt in the
damp grass, the cool blades tickling Kody’s bare knees. Orla untied
the thick rope knotted around the sack’s mouth, and the top gaped
open, revealing a glittering mountain of golden coins in front of
them that would’ve made Scrooge McDuck drool.

“Oughta be four hundred
seventy-six, in perfect number,” Orla crooned. “Count ‘em, me
little thieves. Or else, yer curses get…hungrier.”

Pax scoffed but reached into the sack,
scooping out a handful. “Fine. Whatever.”

Kody dragged the nearest pile closer
and started sorting the coins into neat stacks of ten. The gold was
heavier than he expected. Strange markings and Celtic knots adorned
each one. But they were far less interesting now than they were
before. He just focused on counting and keeping track of the number
in his head. Next to him, Harper fumbled nervously, her swollen
tongue more than once oozing out pre-cum onto the coins she was
holding.

Orla paced in slow circles around them
as they worked. “Ah, look at ye,” she purred, crouching briefly
behind Pax. Her tiny fingers slipped beneath the hem of his hoodie
and brushed over the undersides of his swollen tits. He flinched
violently, clutching at the hoodie and nudging her away while she
cackled.

“Hey!” Pax
hissed.

“Milk and gold, lad, flow
hand in hand. Yer udders’d make a fine cream stand!”

Kody actually snorted, biting his lip
to hide his laugh at the idea of a jock dealing with huge, milky
tits all the time.

Then Orla was behind Harper,
whispering filth into her ear and casually rubbing the girl’s butt.
“Drippin’ from both ends, are ye? Mouth slick an’ soaked, thighs
all sticky. Yer a mess, lass.” Harper whimpered and tried to work
faster, her hands shaking, her hard cock-tongue stretching her lips
tighter around the thickly visible shaft.

And then the leprechaun came to Kody,
whose stacks were neatly sorted.

Her breath was warm against his cheek
as she murmured: “An’ you, me wee sprite. All soft curves an’ needy
holes. Bet yer tiny cunt’s already soakin’ yer
knickers.”

“I—I’m not even wearing
any,” he blurted.

“Ahhh, free an’ ready for
the night, eh? What a bold lil’ lass ye’ve become.” Orla dragged a
single fingertip slowly down the inside of his thigh, stopping just
shy of where his T-shirt hem rested. “Stack faster, hole-weeper,
lest I make yer curse…deeper.”

Kody’s heart pounded as he doubled his
pace, coins clinking together rapidly as he tried to ignore the wet
heat pooling between his thighs. Beside him, Harper moaned softly
around her swollen tongue, and Pax cursed under his breath, wiping
milk from his hoodie as it dampened again, although there was
nothing to be done about the massive stains.

“One shiny, two shiny,
three shiny, four, count ‘em right or I’ll give ye more. Curses
thick, and curses deep, tally ‘em wrong, an’ you’ll never
sleep…”

Kody tried to keep his
focus on the coins, muttering numbers under his breath, but the
heat between his legs was getting unbearable. Every time his thighs
brushed, a shiver ran through him, breaking his concentration. Like
the others, he wanted his body back—God, he wanted to be
normal again—but his
slick folds were making a serious counterargument. As he reached
for another handful of coins, his other hand strayed under the hem
of his T-shirt almost on its own. His fingers found his wet slit,
and the touch made him gasp.

He didn’t feel as afraid of Orla as
the others, regardless that she possessed the magical power to bend
and twist their lives into total humiliation.

He wasn’t humiliated…

Especially when he was
horny.

“Eighty-two,
eighty-three…” he whispered, fingering himself with short strokes
as the number increased. The coins clinked in one hand while the
other pressed deeper, parting his folds and sliding inside. He
whimpered, ashamed but unable to stop. His pussy clenched around
his fingers as he added another stack. “Ninety…ahhh…ninety-one.”

The pleasure surged even as his mind
screamed that he shouldn’t be enjoying this.

Maybe it was part of the curse: being
a horny little leprechaun slut.

But deep down, he didn’t think it
was.

At last, the final stack clicked into
place, and every coin was sorted.

Orla clapped her hands in delight as
the trio added up the combined totals. “All four hundred and
seventy-six. Aye, well done, me wee counters. The shinies are whole
again, so the curses can be lifted.”

Harper nearly cried in relief as her
cock-tongue shrank quickly, the thick shaft retreating into her
mouth until only her normal tongue remained, the silver barbell
returned to its normal position as she wiped away the pre-cum. Her
jock boyfriend gathered her into his arms, his own body reshaping
even as they embraced. His enormous chest softened and dwindled,
the sagging swells of milk withdrawing into his chest until he was
back to his muscled, familiar self—minus the leftover milk stains.
He laughed shakily, half in relief, half in disbelief, holding
Harper tighter.

But when Orla turned to Kody, with her
hand raised and a golden magical sparkle circling her index finger,
Kody flinched back. “Wait.” The oversized shirt slipped off his
shoulder, and he let it pool around him instead of clutching it
tight. His small, freckled chest and round, short-stack curves rose
and fell as he breathed quickly. His hairy pussy gleamed. “Don’t
change me back yet.”

Harper and Pax froze, staring at him
in shock. “Kody,” Harper whispered, “what are you doing? It’s
over.”

“I dunno,” Kody said,
looking down at his hard-nippled female leprechaun form. He
wanted his cock back.
Hell, he wanted to be able to stand over a toilet again and sit in
chairs with his feet touching the ground. But it didn’t have to be
so soon. “Can I maybe stay like this for a week?”

Orla’s grin spread wide, revealing a
few gold teeth. “Ahhh, me lil’ sprite, ye’ve a hunger in ye.” She
leaned close, looking him up and down. “So be it. I’ll grant yer
wish. One week more in this tiny, juicy skin.” She touched his
forehead, her nail cold and sharp, and he shuddered as the magic
burned hot through him. Then she announced: “And more, ye shall be
me lucky charm. Any who take ye, who fuck ye sweet an’ bring ye to
yer end, will find fortune smiling on ‘em. A charm of lust an’
luck, wrapped in one lil’ leprechaun hole.”

Kody’s heart skipped, and a line of
juice leaked from below. “Huh?”

But Orla just slung the
heavy sack over her back and waddled off into the shadows, singing
a tune: “Shinies safe, curses spun, me
work tonight is nearly done. Gold in tow, me charm in place, I’ll
leave ye all with a lucky trace.” Her
voice carried across the park, then grew quieter and quieter until
it finally faded into the night, and only the crickets
sang.

Pax and Harper stood in
stunned silence for a long moment after Orla’s departure. Kody
could tell that they all hoped they’d seen the last of Orla. Pax
finally exhaled, shaking his head. “Okay…what the hell? Kody,
you want to stay
like that?”

“I…I don’t know,” Kody
said, twiddling his stubby fingers. “It’s different. It’s a new
experience. I just didn’t want to go back yet.”

Harper frowned with her mouth open and
her tongue rubbing back and forth across her teeth. “But she called
you a lucky charm. What does that even mean? Are you still
cursed?”

Pax: “Wait, wait. I remember what she
said. Anyone who fucks you and makes you climax gets good luck.
Like…are we talking lottery numbers? Or acing finals? Because if
blowing your back out means I don’t have to study for econ, I might
be tempted.”

Harper:
“Pax.”

Kody blushed and trembled. He casually
rubbed his tiny tits.

But then Harper was in serious thought
too. “What if it’s true? My parents are still on my case about
scholarships. And if I could find a job so I don’t rely on them
much…”

Kody squirmed under their
scrutiny, his thighs pressed tight. The way they were looking at
him—half curious, half amused—sent a hot thrill spiraling down his
shrunken frame. The wet ache between his legs only grew stronger as
he imagined what they might do to him. These giants. At half their size, he’d
have no control. And the thought made him so weak in the knees that
he almost moaned.

I’m such a
pervert, he thought.

As if that was a bad thing right
now!

Kody started to smile as he put his
hands on his hips and stared up at the others. “So,” he said, tits
pulsing and pussy dribbling. “You want me lucky charms?”

Harper and Pax exchanged a look. Then
she stepped forward, her tongue circling her lips. “If…if this is
real…”

Pax: “I should be the first to find
out.”

“Now hold on. Kody has
preferences. And I believe it was me he drew the other day, not you.
And…it could be interesting with another girl.”

“Babe, he’s wet for
me.”

It wasn’t clear if they’d made up
their minds when they came over, but it was Harper who reached Kody
first. The height difference was absurd; he barely reached her
abdomen, when before he’d had an incontestable vertical advantage.
Harper shifted, her shorts slipping down over her hips with ease,
and before Kody could even gasp, she pressed his face toward the
heat of her trimmed pussy. “Eat me, Kody.”

Kody whimpered, only having to bend
over slightly to bring his mouth to the proper, pussy-eating level.
His tongue plunged and lapped, his small hands clutching at her
thighs to steady himself. Harper’s humiliation with the cock-tongue
was gone now. The crazy leprechaun with her gold coins was gone. It
was back to college, back to being young, horny, and open-minded,
and Kody’s mouth grinded into her folds. He explored her slowly and
deliberately: long, deep strokes, short fluttering licks on her
swollen clit, tongue curling to tease just inside her entrance.
Harper’s knees buckled a little, and she moaned louder and louder
with each drag of his tongue.

“Oh God, yes…right
there…mm, Pax,
you could take a lesson or two.” Her thighs trembled as Kody dug in
harder, drinking her wetness. “I’m already gushing.”

Pax groaned low and deep,
unable to watch without reacting. In his periphery, Kody watched
the jock’s cock straining obscenely against his jeans, until he
finally yanked them open and freed his massive tool. And at Kody’s
new perspective, it was
massive. He stepped forward, voice rough.
“Alright, charm. Take it easy with my girlfriend. I wanna test.”
And he gripped Kody by the hair and tilted his head away from
Harper’s mound just enough to press the fat head of his cock into
the scene. “Open up, munchkin.”

Kody barely caught his breath, licking
pussy juice off his lips before sending his tongue around the
pre-cum-covered tip of Pax’s erection, then wrapping his lips
around the head and sinking forward. He sucked slowly at first,
savoring the weight and taste, his small mouth stretching to take
more with each motion—but only an inch or two. He could hardly get
his damn jaw open far enough! Drool pooled at the corners of his
mouth before dumping out, his cheeks hollowing as he bobbed deeper,
practically impaling his little face on that massive thing and
gagging lightly. Harper moaned above him, grinding against his
cheek, while Pax let out some appreciative grunts.

Kody alternated between swallowing
down Pax’s thickness and returning to lap hungrily at Harper’s
slick folds, his face buried and messy, overwhelmed by their tastes
and scents.

“Look at him go,” Harper
moaned.

“I feel luckier already,”
Pax added, stroking his cock when it wasn’t being
sucked.

But he wasn’t satisfied
with just Kody’s mouth. Unexpectedly, he bent low, gripped Kody’s
tiny hips, and effortlessly hoisted him up onto his shoulders like
a doll. Kody squealed in surprise, thighs trembling, his petite
body dwarfed completely by Pax’s size as his legs went over the
jock’s swing-set-sized shoulders. Pax buried his face between
Kody’s legs, latching onto his tiny, slick pussy with a hunger that
made Kody shriek. The contrast of Pax’s huge body and Kody’s
delicate, soft thighs made him feel impossibly small and helpless
and trapped in this beast’s embrace, and it was so hot. Juices dribbled freely down
Pax’s chin as the man devoured him, his tongue covering the
entirety of his hole in thick, flat swipes that hit every nerve at
once.

Kody clawed at the jock’s
scalp, his torso lunging and his tits bouncing as he tried to play
with them—when he wasn’t holding on. Harper moved behind him,
sliding her hands over his little breasts, pinching and rolling his
nipples while pressing open-mouthed kisses along his neck and
shoulders. Kody’s moans rose higher, each sharp gasp broken and
shaky, and his words began to slur with that unintentional Irish
lilt: “Ohh—sweet
Jesus…Pax, eat me deeper…ahhh feck!”

That tongue
bored into his
hole.

It was like a damn octopus
tentacle! Licking, curling, squirming up in there…

Then the three of them were moving
elsewhere.

Harper pushed Pax back toward a park
bench, climbing onto his lap and sinking down on his cock in one
drawn-out, aching motion, gasping as every thick inch stretched her
open. Meanwhile, Kody found himself between them, trapped in the
sandwich of their larger, sweatier bodies, his tiny torso crushed
between Harper’s bouncing tits and Pax’s hard, heaving pecs. Pax
thrust deep into Harper’s dripping cunt, rocking them forward and
upward with each punishing snap of his hips, the wet slap of flesh
echoing through the quiet park. Kody whimpered at the pressure of
being squeezed all over, his small body jolted again and again and
leaking profusely while Harper’s bare tits smashed against his
face.

His tiny hands clawed for balance,
clutching Harper’s waist. A nipple poked into his mouth, and he
started sucking. One of Pax’s hands reached into the middle of the
pile and fingered Kody, who moaned out of the crevice of bodies and
flesh. “Ahhh Jaysus, pound ‘er ‘arder, lad! Split ‘er wide while
I’m squished up ‘tween ye both! Feckin’ saints preserve
me!”

Harper burst out laughing. “I think I
love the new Kody.”

Pax. “It’s like fucking on St. Patty’s
Day.”

Hands slid everywhere, desperate and
greedy. Harper slipped two fingers into Kody’s tiny ass, stretching
his rectum and pumping in tandem with the fingers that were already
destroying his soaked pussy. Kody cried out sharply, his small body
quivering between them, the flimsy meat in their sandwich, both
holes full, body trembling with sensation stacked on
sensation.

“Double me holes, aye!
Feckin’ Christ, me arse an’ me cunt are dancin’ on yer fingers!
Saints, I’m gonna spill, I am!” And with a sharp, broken scream,
Kody’s first orgasm tore through him suddenly, his tiny body
wracked and shaking as hot gushes spilled messily down in between
his lovers. His thighs clamped tight around the double hands while
his back arched, nipples stabbing into Harper while he heaved and
moaned against her tits.

Harper got off, and Pax growled low as
he flipped Kody like he weighed nothing, sitting him astride his
lap. Kody whimpered, dwarfed by Pax’s sheer bulk, his legs
stretched around the wide saddle of the jock’s thighs. Then, light
as a toy, he was hoisted up, and then he came down. He gasped
sharply as the fat head of Pax’s cock nudged his tiny, soaked
entrance. “Easy, sprite,” Pax rasped, dragging him down carefully.
“This cock’s massive.”

“Oh, it’s about average,”
Harper corrected.

But not from Kody’s
vantage point. That meat-pole sank upward, spreading his squishy
leprechaun organs out of its way. He was so glad he could stretch!
But he was still sobbing as Pax filled him, overwhelmed with
sheer sensation that nothing in his male life compared to. He went down,
stuffed clear to his chest, his heart and that monster cock mere
inches apart, it felt like, his little body quaking helplessly in
Pax’s strong grasp.

Harper leaned in, sliding her hands up
Kody’s back and over his trembling shoulders as their mouths
crashed together in a hungry, messy kiss. He came again. The back
of his eyelids burned pure white.

When people had sex, there was a
give-and-take aspect.

But Kody couldn’t have
weighed more than forty pounds. He couldn’t give. He was
taken. Only taken.

Even Pax’s lightest thrusts felt
savage, each upward snap of his hips launching Kody helplessly, his
tiny tits bouncing wildly and his whole body jolting like some
ragdoll. Harper squeezed and massaged his little breasts, guiding
her lips from one swollen nipple to the next, murmuring filth and
licking him raw while he hopped and danced and creamed out of every
hole. “Milk me luck, lass,” Kody gasped hoarsely while wondering if
he might suffer from whiplash after this finished, his accent
cracking thicker. “Suck me tits while the lad wrecks me feckin’
cunt!”

Pax squeezed Kody’s slender waist to
slam him down harder, setting a brutal rhythm that made Kody squeal
into Harper’s chest, muffling his cries against her sweaty skin.
Harper reached between his legs to circle his swollen clit rapidly
as he went up and down, riding the cock roller coaster.

“Fill me, lad, stuff me
hole ‘til I’m gushin’ feckin’ gold!” Kody howled, rhyming because
it felt right.
“Ohhh saints, me
cunt’s the rainbow’s end, spill yer pot inside, find me lucky
charms!”

Harper: “God, Kody, look
at you. Mm,
you’re so tiny…so hot bouncing on my boyfriend’s cock…”

“Lucky feckin’ charm,
indeed,” Pax panted. “This is the best—I mean, second-best pussy I’ve ever
had!”

And then Kody shattered.

His tiny body seized as he squirted
messily down Pax’s cock, his cries breaking into screams of
undiluted pleasure. Pax roared beneath him, slamming up into him
one last time as his release spilled deep inside Kody’s trembling
cunt, each injection of cum sending shudders through his whole
midsection as it felt like sitting on a geyser, the eruption
filling him until it leaked back around the thick base and down
Pax’s thighs. The two of them clung together for a moment,
trembling and soaked, before Kody collapsed forward against Pax’s
chest, panting and dazed, utterly spent and messy with his whole
body tingling nonstop.

Afterward, he realized quickly that
his two new friends weren’t the lucky ones.

He was lucky for having the most insane orgasms of his
life…

 




Epilogue

 


 


 


Kody sat cross-legged in a quiet,
shaded corner of campus, the late afternoon sun slanting through
the leaves above him. Still in his tiny leprechaun form—and
gloriously naked—he had his sketchpad balanced on his knees,
charcoal smudging his fingers as he captured a few nature scenes: a
squirrel perched on a low branch, a pair of sparrows chattering, a
butterfly crawling along a flower. He paused every so often,
shading the fine edges of a feather or the soft curve of a petal,
enjoying his hobby. Also, whether he was just lucky today or
inhabiting a friendlier form, the wildlife didn’t seem as scared of
him. The squirrel even hopped right in front of him!

He didn’t hear his new friends
approach at first.

“Oi, sprite.” Pax burst
through the bushes into Kody’s private alcove. The jock tossed his
backpack aside and dropped down onto the grass beside him. “Guess
who just scored a perfect
fucking grade on his history exam?” he announced,
puffing out his chest. “Didn’t read a single page to prepare. Isn’t
that lucky? To get every multiple-choice answer
correct?”

Harper came next and
plopped down on Kody’s other side, her ponytail swaying as she
leaned forward with a wide grin. “And I just landed the part-time gig at
the museum. Perfect hours, great pay. My parents are gonna be so
livid when I send them selfies posed next to dinosaur bones.” Her
hand brushed across Kody’s knee absentmindedly as she peeked over
at his sketchbook. “Aw, cute!”

Kody blushed faintly, laying his pad
aside. “Being so short, I get new perspectives. I just need to find
tinier pencils.” He sighed and sat back, his legs casually open.
“It’s so relaxing, though. And it’s nice that I can, like,
basically disappear and do my homework remotely. I even slept out
here last night.”

Pax leaned closer. “You were my lucky
charm, just like Orla said.”

Harper: “Same here.”

“Think we oughta…keep it
flowing?”

Harper exchanged a glance with him and
smirked, sliding her hand higher along Kody’s smooth thigh. “More
luck wouldn’t hurt. Maybe we should buy plane tickets to
Vegas.”

Within moments, they were
nude and tangled on the soft grass. Pax lowered himself between
Kody’s legs, his large hands wrapping around Kody’s tiny hips
before burying his face between them, tongue lapping hungrily at
those slick folds. Kody gasped, his small hands flying to Pax’s
thick hair, moaning as Pax’s deep, thirsty licking set his body
alight. And then Harper lowered herself down until his lips brushed
her dripping-wet sex. Kody groaned into her, tongue teasing her
swollen clit, the vibrations making Harper shudder above him as she
put her full weight on him and really pressed him into the soil. She
tangled her fingers into his messy hair, rocking her hips against
his mouth as if fucking his face with her pussy.

It wasn’t long before Kody’s tiny body
was creaming itself over and over and squirting out boundless,
juicy luck.

Through half-lidded eyes,
Kody caught a flicker of movement near the brush off to his side.
Suddenly, a half-sized figure appeared: Orla stood there, her
emerald eyes glimmering as she watched the three-way scene
silently. A week had already passed, and he remembered the offer.
If he had to go back to being himself, it was a shame, but that was
the deal. However, when Harper’s breathy moan carried through the
quiet air and Pax traded his mouth for his fingers, and the alcove
filled with the sounds of the absolute sluttiest, wettest sexual noises
possible, Orla tipped her head, smirked, and turned away. Without a
word, she slipped quietly into the brush and
disappeared.

Kody smiled.

“Ahhh—feckin’ Christ, don’t stop, the both o’ ye! Fill me up,
stretch me out, fuck me ’til I’m drippin’ yer seed all down me
feckin’ thighs! I’m yer wee lucky charm, yer fuckin’ toy, so ram me
harder, deeper, make me scream it out loud ’til the whole bloody
campus hears how good I’m gettin’ stuffed, aye? Pump every drop in
me, both of ye, make me yer cum-soaked pot o’ gold!”
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