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CHAPTER 1:

I was walking along Ventura Blvd. one day, minding my own business, when I noticed a leprechaun sitting on a bus bench. I thought that was rather odd. I never pictured leprechauns using public transportation for some reason. Of course I never pictured them hanging out in Sherman Oaks, California instead of Ireland, but I guess a leprechaun could take a vacation like anyone else.

"Excuse me there lad, do you know when the next bus might be arriving?" the leprechaun called out to me in a rather thick Irish brogue.

"I'm no expert on bus schedules but I think they have some information printed on the kiosk," I said as I strolled over and checked the posted listing.

"I've got a very important appointment at 2 o'clock, and I'm still a bit confused about how this whole bus thing is supposed to work," the leprechaun explained.

"Two o'clock? It's almost that now. You'll never make it in time if you're planning to wait for a bus," I told him.

"Well, I'll be twitched. I suppose I never should have stopped for that wee pint along the way. I guess I lost track of the time."

"Can you call them and push the appointment back, or maybe reschedule?" I suggested.

"Were that I could boyo, but I really must be there today. Urgent business don't you know?"

"Gosh, I'm really sorry to hear that but it doesn't look like you're going to make it. I wish I could help," I said as I started to walk away.

"Wish did you say? That gives me an idea. Perhaps you could help me, me lad. Have you got a car nearby?" he asked.

"Yeah...I'm just parked down the block," I said apprehensively.

"If you can get me there in a jiffy I'll make it worth your while," said the leprechaun.

"How?"

"Surely you must have heard that leprechauns have the power to grant wishes and such. If you can help me I might be inclined to help you. One hand washes the other as they say."

"Well where do you have to go exactly?"

The leprechaun showed me the address and I realized that it wasn't very far away. If we hurried we might just make it in the door in time and it wouldn't take me very far out of my way. I could drop the little fellow off and be on my way quick enough. It's not every day that a leprechaun tries to bum a ride off you so it would be something to talk about at any rate. And there was the whole wish business. It might be nice to get a reward for my troubles.

"Well...okay, but we've got to hustle if we're going to get you there on time," I said.

"So might I ask the name of my benefactor?" inquired the leprechaun as we headed to my car.

"I'm Jim Murphy," I replied.

"Ah, a good Irish name! I knew it would be a fellow countryman who would come to my aid. And I'm Paddy O'Shaughnessy," said the leprechaun cheerfully. "Pleased to make your acquaintance.

We got a few strange looks from people as we walked along the street, but I suppose that was to be expected. They were probably as surprised as I was to see a leprechaun in this neck of the woods, but we were close to Hollywood so they probably thought it was just an actor in a leprechaun costume. Suddenly I felt like the biggest fool in the world. Of course! That's what he probably was. I was no doubt taking him to an audition at some casting agent's office or something. Well, he certainly was convincing. He almost had me believing he really was a leprechaun.

"So ah...is this appointment some kind of casting call or something?" I asked casually as we drove to the destination he had requested.

"Not at all, not at all. What would make you ask such a thing?" said Paddy.

"Oh, I don't know. With your costume and all I thought that maybe you were an actor or something," I said.

"Costume is it? Do I call your clothes a costume?" Paddy fired back a little testily.

"No offense, but I've never seen anyone dressed like that before just walking around the streets of Sherman Oaks."

"You don't believe I'm really a leprechaun, do you?"

"I don't know. I kind of thought so at first glance, but it doesn't really make any sense, does it?" I told him.

"Well maybe this won't make any sense to you either, me skeptical companion," said Paddy as he made a sudden gesture with his hands.

A moment later I felt a sudden shock run through my whole body and almost lost control of the car for a moment. I was breathing hard and feeling light-headed but I managed to keep my eyes on the road.

"Really, I didn't mean anything by...what the fuck is wrong with my voice?" I suddenly chirped in an unfamiliar tone.

"Nothing at all, as far as I'm concerned. It's a lovely lilting voice befitting a lovely lass such as yourself," Paddy chuckled. "And a right fine looker you are, I might add."

Then it hit me all at once like a ton of bricks. I wasn't me anymore. I was a woman.


CHAPTER 2:

"What happened?" I shrieked.

"Just showing you a little sample of what I'm capable of," Paddy replied a bit smugly. "Perhaps now you'll believe I am what I say I am."

"I believe you, I believe you! Just change me back for god's sake."

"Not so fast, missy. Let me take care of my business and we'll discuss it afterwards over a drink perhaps."

"What? Why are you doing this to me? I was only trying to be helpful," I wailed.

"And I appreciate it, but in the meantime let's get my business squared away. I think we're just coming up to the place now."

I pulled over in front of a non-descript office building and stared in horror as Paddy started to get out of the car.

"You're not going to leave me like this are you?" I called after him.

"Just a little insurance policy that you won't be tempted to run off and leave me in a lurch," he said with a grin. "Unless you're happy being that way and don't want my help to change back."

"Are you insane? Happy to be turned into a woman?"

"You never know, it might grow on you a bit. Just wait right here and I'll be back in a jiffy."

I shut the car off and looked around to see if anyone was staring at me. That was a totally ridiculous idea, of course, since nobody here would have any reason to suspect that I wasn't what I appeared to be at the moment, but it was sort of an involuntary reaction. I knew that I wasn't me, and I felt like a damned fool sitting here in my car wearing a fucking dress of all things, although I suppose the fact that he had changed my clothes as well was probably for the best. It would make it less likely that I would call attention to myself.

Glancing in the rearview mirror I confirmed my worst fears. My face was definitely as female as my body appeared to be. How do women stand having these heavy breasts hanging in front of them all day long? I had only been female for a few minutes and it was already bugging the shit out of me.

Even so I was a bit fascinated by my boobs and put my hands on them and gave them a good squeeze. Then I pulled the front of my dress forward and tried to take a peek at my bosom. There was plenty there to peek at, but I couldn't get much of a view just looking down my dress, a lesson I probably should have learned from all the times I had tried to catch a glimpse of some woman's tits whenever she bent forward just enough to flash a little sample. I guess maybe this was some kind of karmic payback for my lecherous ways.

I was curious to know what sort of urgent appointment a leprechaun might have in this particular office building but I wasn't about to get out of the car and go inside. Even if I saw the directory of the building I'd probably have a hard time guessing which office he might be in, unless there was some sort of Irish consulate in there, which seemed highly unlikely.

After a few minutes of sitting in the front seat waiting for the leprechaun to come back I realized that I was feeling kind of funny. It reminded me of being horny, except that I didn't have my familiar erection to confirm my suspicion. Maybe this is what girls felt when they got turned on. It was certainly handy not having a big boner sticking out of my pants but I felt no less in need of relief.

Looking around I decided that nobody would likely be able to see what I was doing unless they walked right up to the car window so I very carefully pulled up the bottom of my dress and stuck a hand between my legs. I started slowly rubbing around outside my panties and felt a slight tingle but nothing much. A little more external stimulation still failed to bring about the gratification I was seeking so I put my hand inside my underwear and felt my bare pussy for the first time.

I had a flashback to the first time I had finger banged a girl in a car. Her name was Carol, and I had actually been surprised that she initiated it. We had parked on a dark street and had been kissing for a while when she took my hand and guided it between her legs. She even gave me a little instruction along the way. I tried to remember what she had told me but that was a long time ago. I did recall that it took a little while to get her warmed up but once I did she really seemed to enjoy it.

Using my fingers I did a lot of rubbing in a circular pattern before letting anything actually slip inside me. When I found my clit things definitely took a turn for the better. After a little vigorous fingering it was almost too much to take. I just wanted to jack off and make this damn feeling go away, but it wasn't proving to be that easy.

On the other hand it was proving to be rather pleasant. I wasn't getting the relief that I was hoping for but what I was getting was almost better. Instead of that frantic focusing on the tip of my dick I felt like I was getting stimulated all over, and the stimulation was pretty satisfying in and of itself. Or so I thought.

When the orgasm started I realized that everything else had just been a sideshow. I knew what an orgasm felt like but not one that felt like this.

"Mother of pearl, holy shit, fuck, piss, hell, damn!" I started babbling to myself as I squirmed around in the tight confines of my car seat.

The crazy part was the way the orgasm seemed to keep going. My fingers were definitely wet and it felt like my nipples had turned to stone but I was still shaking and rolling like a mini earthquake was racing through my insides. It was the most amazing sensation I had ever experienced.

I finally managed to pry my hand out of my panties and looked around nervously, fearing that I had called attention to myself with all that bouncing and swearing. Fortunately I didn't seem to have attracted an audience.

I had no idea why I had just done what I had done. I can't imagine whipping my dick out and jacking off in the car parked on a public street in broad daylight. Maybe it was the uniqueness of suddenly finding myself in a female body. It probably wasn't that surprising that I would have some curiosity about it, and fingering your pussy is a lot easier to conceal than sitting there with your dick in your hand.

For the life of me I couldn't figure out why that leprechaun had done this to me when I was only trying to do him a favor. Suddenly a horrifying thought popped into my head. Maybe he was going to try to fuck me. Ordinarily I think I could have handled myself with such a small character, but this guy obviously had magical powers. I needed to be on my guard.

Eventually Paddy came back and hopped in the car.

"Well?" I said as I gave him a rather icy glare. "Are you going to change me back or what?"

"Well now I suppose I could try, but casting a spell like that is thirsty business, and I'd hate to foul it up and have you end up stuck that way forever. Why don't we go and have a nice quiet drink somewhere so that I can build up my strength?" he suggested.

I certainly didn't want him to do a half-assed job of spell casting so I reluctantly agreed to take him to a pub that he said wasn't too far away. Besides, after everything I had been though so far I sort of felt like I could use a pretty stiff drink myself.


CHAPTER 3:

The pub was a little more crowded than I would have expected for late afternoon on a weekday, but there wasn't much I could do about that. If this is where Paddy wanted me to take him I had no choice but go along with the plan. My whole life literally hung in the balance.

The place had an Irish theme, and Paddy seemed quite welcome there. He bought a round of drinks for everyone in the place, which only made him all the more popular. I seemed to be rather popular as well as men kept trying to buy me drinks or invited me to play darts with them. I had assumed that we were coming here to discuss my situation but Paddy kind of left me to my own devices while he spun tales at the bar or joined in boisterous sing-along's of Irish folk songs.

I actually kind of enjoyed being the center of so much attention. When I walked in the door my legs were shaking so much that I was afraid I would trip over my own feet, but once the beer started flowing and the mood got so warm and genial it was hard not to be caught up in it a little. Nobody seemed to be able to tell that I wasn't really a woman, and the fact that I had come into the joint with a leprechaun only seemed to enhance my allurement.

After a while I realized that I was the only woman in the place at the moment, which probably explained why so many men were buzzing around me. I started getting that horny sort of feeling again, much to my dismay. I would have assumed that having masturbated so recently I would be sufficiently satiated but the memory of that only seemed to be fueling my lust.

After a couple of beers I needed to piss and headed for the bathroom at the back of the building. It was my first opportunity to see myself in a larger mirror and I had to admit that the leprechaun had turned me into a rather attractive woman. When I tore myself away from the mirror I popped into one of the two stalls in the room and sat down to take care of business.

When I came out I realized that I wasn't alone. There was a rather well-built man in what I would guess was his late twenties or early thirties leaning casually up against the sink. I had noticed him before but we hadn't really chatted very much.

"I thought this was the ladies room," I said a little dryly.

"Indeed it is. An ideal place to find a lady, wouldn't you say?" he replied with a grin.

"You're a bold one, aren't you?"

"You don't strike me as the shy and retiring type either," said the man.

"Just what do you want anyway?"

"The same thing you want honey."

The man took me in his strong arms and kissed me very deeply. I felt like I was butter melting on a hot griddle. He was handsome, in a rather rugged and manly kind of way, but I had no business kissing strange men in a public restroom. Well, no business kissing men of any kind anywhere, but I felt almost helpless to resist.

"I'm Tom, by the way," the man said as he calmly unzipped his pants and pulled out a very erect penis.

"I'm...Colleen," I said for no particular reason.

"Well Colleen...I'll bet you'd like to suck my cock," said Tom as he reached over and locked the door.

"What makes you think that?" I asked in a rather shaky voice.

"The way you're staring at it and the fact that you didn't bolt for the door the minute you saw my starting to pull it out," Tom replied with a laugh. "You do want to suck it, don't you?"

I didn't say a word. I just squatted down in front of him and took his prick in my hand. It seemed so big and warm. There really are no words to adequately describe my horror and fascination. Almost from the moment that damn leprechaun had turned me into a woman I had been feeling these extraordinary sexual urges and desires. I'll admit that as a man I could get aroused pretty easily, but I didn't always feel the need to act upon that arousal so quickly the way I was behaving now.

Having no experience giving head didn't seem to deter me in the least. Maybe it was instinct, or maybe the result of having watched so much porn in my life, but whatever the reason I was soon sucking Tom's cock like a pro.

I kept my right hand on his shaft while my left hand got in my panties again and I played with myself while I smoked his pipe. It was all so horribly wrong, and completely against my nature, but I couldn't seem to help myself. That big juicy cock just looked so inviting that I had to find out what it tasted like.

Any moment someone might suddenly come knocking at the door, but I tried to reassure myself that it wasn't likely since I had been the only woman in the pub when I came into the bathroom. I would never have had the balls to do something this wild and brazen as a man, but for some reason being a woman sort of shattered all of my sexual inhibitions.

"I was so right about you," Tom moaned as he put his hand on the top of my fiery red hair. "From the moment I spotted you I knew I had to have your lips wrapped around my cock. And I knew you'd do it."

I had no idea what made him think that I was the kind of girl who blew men in public bathrooms, but his hunch had paid off for him at any rate. I felt like it was paying off for me too because I was really starting to get into this BJ business. I felt like such a dirty whore, but that only turned me on even more. Colleen was obviously a very naughty girl.

"Ahh...fuck yes," Tom cried out as he began to cum in my mouth.

I just kept on sucking. There really wasn't much else to do because he had a pretty good grip on my head by this point and I don't think he was planning to let go until I finished him properly.

His jizz was a little tangy, which kind of surprised me, although I honestly didn't have the slightest idea what semen was supposed to taste like. I'd always heard that it was salty, but Tom's juice was more on the tart side. The things you can learn from a public restroom blowjob.

Once I had drained the man that was pretty much the end of the adventure. He packed his gear away and I tried to straighten myself up and then we both went our separate ways. Paddy was nowhere to be seen when I came out of the bathroom so I just took a seat at the bar and waited for him to turn up. Finally I asked the bartender if he had seen the leprechaun I had come in with and was told that Paddy had taken off right around the time I had gone to the ladies room.

I was in shock. The little rat had abandoned me! I didn't know what kind of sick joke he was playing on me but I knew that he had to make it stop. I raced outside hoping that he would be back at my car or getting some air or something but I couldn't find him anywhere. I waited and waited, and even checked back in at the pub periodically, but he had simply vanished and I was stuck driving home as a woman. Somehow I would have to track that fucker down and make him put things back to normal, but for the moment it didn't appear that I had much choice but to continue being Colleen until then. Hopefully it would just be for the night, although I had no idea how I would find him. At least if I could get back home I would be safe and removed from the kind of temptation that seemed to drag me under with so much ease. It wasn't much of a plan but it was all I had at the moment.


CHAPTER 4:

My plan began to unravel shortly after I returned home. In all the chaos of the day I had totally forgotten that I had invited a couple of my friends, Bob and Larry, to come by for a Friday evening of pizza, beer, and video games. When the doorbell rang it all came rushing back to me and I started to freak out. The lights were on and they would see my car in the driveway so it would be hard to pretend like I wasn't home, but I didn't know how I could possibly face them in my current condition.

On the other hand I really needed some moral support. This was a hell of a thing to be going through and Bob and Larry were two of my closest friends. Maybe they would have some ideas on where to look for the elusive leprechaun who had me by the balls...literally. After a moment or two more of indecision I finally went to the door and let my friends in.

They stared at me in wonder as I invited them into the living room, where the game console was set up. I'm sure they would have stared at any woman who unexpectedly answered my door but the fact that I was an attractive woman made the staring all but guaranteed. On top of that I had tried to make myself comfortable by ditching the bra and heels and was now wearing just an old t-shirt of mine over my panties. The shirt kind of hung down like a short dress but it was pretty tight up top and my breasts really made it stick out in front.

It took a while to convince them both that I was really Jim Murphy, and a little longer to get them to believe that a leprechaun had been the cause of my distressing transformation, but eventually the three of us were able to relax a little and enjoy the pizza and beer that Bob and Larry had brought with them.

"So what's it really like being a girl?" Bob asked.

"I've only been one for a few hours so I'm hardly in a position to really judge one way or the other," I replied.

"You must have masturbated by now," Larry chimed in. "I mean you've got a built-in pussy. Who wouldn't want to touch it?"

"You have, haven't you?" said Bob as he poked me in the ribs. "I can tell from the look on your face."

They both kept poking at me until I finally broke down and confessed that I had indeed masturbated. We were all sitting on the couch, with me in the middle, and a certain amount of spirited horseplay continued as they joked and teased about my new anatomy. I'd gotten quite a head start on them on drinking from my afternoon at the pub so maybe the current batch of beers was putting me over the top, but whatever the excuse when they insisted that I show them my tits I found myself complying. It was all in good fun, and I was feeling really happy that they had believed my story and accepted me as a woman so easily. I had felt very cut off from the world on my way home so it was nice to know that my friends would still like me, even as a girl.

I pulled my shirt up so that my boobs were exposed and just held it there while Bob and Larry took a boob each and began to examine it.

"It feels so real," Larry commented.

"It is real, idiot," I scolded him. "I'm not wearing a costume, this is my real body."

"And what a body," Bob added with a whistle as he gave my nipple a tweak.

It was hard to be too mad at them. I would probably be reacting the same way if the situation was reversed. And Bob and Larry were my friends. It wasn't like they were going to try and fuck me or something.

Bob had moved from tweaking to sucking my nipple, and Larry had one hand on a tit and another snaking its way down between my legs. I was getting that super horny feeling again and wondered if I was playing with fire by letting my buddies grope me like this, but it felt too darn good to stop now. I just pulled my shirt all the way off and tossed it half way across the room.

Larry made the next big move, kissing me while he continued to finger me up. Then Bob took his lips off my nipples long enough to give me a sample of his kissing technique. They were both pretty good, I thought, and figured that I'd need some more samples before passing judgment. Fortunately the boys were happy to comply.

"Hey, you've got me down to my panties," I pointed out. "I want to see what you guys are packing."

Bob and Larry didn't seem shy at all about undressing in front of each other and once they were naked I let them pull my panties off so that we were all on a level playing field. They looked good naked, I observed, especially with their dicks sticking out all hard and throbbing. I had done that to them, I thought proudly, and I hadn't even touched them yet.

"So you really don't mind that I'm a girl right now?" I asked.

"Not at all," said Larry.

"A friend is a friend," Bob added cheerfully. "We've just got more ways of being friendly now."

"You guys are the best," I crooned as I took one cock in each hand and started to stroke them."I was afraid you wouldn't want to hang out with me while I was female."

"Don't be silly," said Bob as he lifted me up and had me sit down on his prick. "We couldn't very well leave you all alone to work through this crisis."

I started to move myself up and down on his rod and realized that I was being fucked by a man for the first time in my life. My fresh new pussy was being stretched and filled wonderfully by my friend's fleshy manhood. I didn't want Larry to feel left out so I had him stand in front of me while I leaned forward a bit and took his cock in my mouth.

The three of us had done a lot of crazy things together in the past, but this was probably a new standard for craziness. It sure beat the hell out of playing video games all night. It felt like this was bringing us closer together than ever before, which I suppose it was technically, since we were all kind of connected at the moment.

I hadn't told them about the guy I blew in the bathroom. It's funny, but I thought they would think less of me had I brought that up. I had only been stripped of my manhood for a couple of hours before I found myself sucking cock in a bar bathroom with a stranger. I was afraid that it would make me seem kind of gay or something in their eyes.

This was just a lark, and I was probably a little tipsy. They certainly didn't seem to think that there was anything gay about me getting double-teamed like this, and they didn't hesitate to get naked in front of each other. It was just a game, really. A friendly little game. They had cocks, I had a pussy; it was perfectly logical that we would take advantage of this temporary arrangement. We'd probably never get a chance like this again.

"Oh, babe, you're so incredible this way," Bob said as he reached around me and started to fondle my tits again.

"You really think so?" I asked as I popped Larry's prick out of my mouth long enough to speak.

"Absolutely," Larry said encouragingly. "I can't believe what a good sport you're being about this."

That made me happy. I was glad that they could appreciate the fact that I was not letting this calamity make me go totally to pieces. Tomorrow I'd go searching for that damn leprechaun, but tonight I was more than willing to be a team player and not spoil the party with some sullen moodiness. Besides, I was having the best sex I had ever experienced in my life!


CHAPTER 5:

Bob had made me cum very hard, but I didn't let that stop me from doing my best to keep both guys happy. Larry exploded in my mouth and I discovered that the whole salty cum thing wasn't just a myth, and Bob gave me a load in my snatch a little while later.

We just stayed on the couch for a while, having another beer and watching some TV. I felt very warm and snug being sandwiched in between them on the sofa and I knew that I couldn't ask for better buddies.

When they both got hard again I slipped onto the floor and gave them both blowjobs, alternating from one cock to the other, until they both had finished up. I really enjoyed sucking cock for some reason, even if I wasn't getting myself off in the process. There was just something so yummy about a firm hard on that I couldn't help but want to devour it.

I thought about inviting them to spend the night, but my bed was kind of small for three people, and I really did need to get up fairly early in the morning to begin my search for Paddy. The guys seemed to understand completely, and after another round of kissing we finally called it a night.

When the boys were gone I tidied up a little then took a nice hot bath. Even after my busy day of masturbating, fucking, and sucking three different cocks I still found myself easily aroused by the act of touching myself in the tub. It was a more gentle and leisurely experience this time but I still got myself pretty darn aroused.

Then it was off to bed, and the weird sensation of not having a penis to worry about, but instead having to deal with the two pillows puffed out on my chest. Fortunately I was pretty sleepy so I passed out in no time at all, feeling quite relaxed and satiated.

In the morning a certain amount of stark realization started to hit me, along with a mild hangover. I had no way of knowing where that leprechaun might be located. It had been pure random chance that I happened upon him sitting on that bus bench when I did. That was at least some kind of a clue. He probably didn't have a car since he seemed so anxious to have me drive him around. The office building I took him too was not likely to yield much help, but I decided to start there anyway.

Searching the directory in the lobby I simply couldn't see anything that suggested that it might cater to the business of the leprechaun trade, whatever the hell that was. It was just a lot of professional offices, accountants, and other business ventures that didn't have very descriptive names. He could have been having his taxes done, I suppose, but I sort of doubted that leprechauns declared their pots of gold as taxable income. He probably wasn't even an American citizen.

That made me worry quite a bit. If he was just here on holiday he could be back in Ireland by now, or on his way at any moment. I was going to need to really knuckle down and find him or else I was in big trouble.

The pub seemed like my best bet, since he seemed to be familiar with it, and had enjoyed a good time there yesterday. I couldn't very well just sit there all day hoping that he'd show up but I honestly couldn't think of a better plan. How do you find a leprechaun on the loose in the Los Angeles area? It seemed like a pretty tall order, although he would sort of stand out in a crowd if I ever got close to him again.

Being a weekend, the pub was a little more crowded this time, although I could tell pretty quickly that Paddy was nowhere in sight. I asked around and nobody seemed to have seen him or had any idea of where he might be. I decided to just wait around for a while. Fortunately I had no lack of company as men buzzed around me in an almost constant whirl of attention.

I thought about Tom, and how bold he had been to just walk in on me in the ladies room and expect me to give him head, which I had done so freely. He implied that I gave off some kind of signal that I was the sort of a woman who would do something like that. I wondered if that was true or just some bullshit thing he said to make himself seem more confident and aggressive.

I wondered whether I was giving off that signal now. If I walked into the bathroom would some other man follow me in there? I found the idea frightening, but a little exciting too. I did seem to like the idea of a man stepping up and making his intentions known. If he wanted to fuck me better to just say so.

As I looked around the pub I tried to guess who might be the most likely to be the next Tom. I couldn't really tell just by looking. There were plenty of good-looking men in the place but I had no idea whether any of them were particularly aggressive alpha male types.

Eventually a guy named Mike, a rather well-built young man in a tight t-shirt, came over to where I was sitting and offered to buy me a drink, which I accepted. I had actually been trying to pace myself a little bit since I figured I'd be hanging out in this damn pub for quite a while unless I got a lead on my missing leprechaun.

"So I hear you're looking for Paddy O'Shaughnessy," said Mike casually once we both had our drinks in our hands.

"Yes, do you know him?" I replied hopefully.

"Let's say I know him more by reputation than anything. I hear he's quite the practical joker."

"That's one way to put it," I groaned.

"I take it he's pulled some kind of a prank on you," Mike suggested.

"I think that's about the most mild way you could describe what he's done to me."

"Let me guess...you're not really the gorgeous red-headed babe that you appear to be. You're actually a man and Paddy has cast on of his spells on you."

"How did you know that?" I asked in amazement.

"Oh, I've heard he does that sort of thing every now and then."

"He hasn't done it to you, has he?"

"No, I know well enough to stay clear of him but I've met a few others who weren't so lucky," Mike said softly as he looked around the room, as if trying to see if any previous victims might be within earshot.

"Why does he do it?" I whined. "I was just trying to help him get to an appointment on time. It seems like a pretty strange way of repaying my kindness."

"Leprechauns can be pretty devious little fuckers when they want to," Mike said with a shrug. "Who knows why they do some of the things they do? The important thing is that we track him down and make him put you back the way you were."

"We?"

"If you'd accept my help."

"Of course I would, Mike," I said as I rested my hand on top of his. "I can use all the help I can get."


CHAPTER 6:

"Oh, fuck yes...give it to me Mike...give it to me harder!"

We had driven around town in his car for a little while, stopping here and there at places Mike suggested as spots that Paddy might frequent, but when we stopped by his place, ostensibly to get a quick bite to eat, things had taken a turn almost as soon as we got through the door.

My one and only dress was on the floor and my panties were pulled down around my ankles. Mike had pulled my boobs out of my bra and pushed me up against a wall. His shirt was gone and his pants were down and his big cock was ramming my pussy from behind while I squealed and moaned.

"God, you're such a dirty little bitch, aren't you?" Mike grunted.

"I don't know...am I?" I said with a laugh. "I figured I was probably a pretty average girl."

"No way, honey. You're so far above average in every category that I can think of," Mike replied.

"Really?"

"Absolutely. You've got the cutest face, and the hottest body, and you really know how to use it. You couldn't wait to get my cock inside you."

"Oh, I waited a while. We drove around a lot," I pointed out.

"But you kept running your hand inside my thigh. It was hard to concentrate on the road."

"Did I? I didn't even notice," I said, sounding genuinely surprised.

"It was pretty darn obvious that you wanted me to fuck you."

"Well, sure. You're a big stud with a massive cock and you're being so nice to me by volunteering to help me track down Paddy. Why wouldn't I want you to fuck me?"

"Don't worry baby...I can give you all the fucking your need."

Mike hammered me up against the wall for a while longer then totally blew my mind by grabbing me under my thighs and lifting me off the floor in one big scoop. I threw my arms behind me and tried to wrap them around his neck for fear of falling, but he seemed to have a pretty good grip on me from the bottom.

Then he just stood there with his cock jammed way up my snatch while I tried to bounce up and down on it without falling on my face. He had to be incredibly strong, I thought, to be able to hold me up like this. I felt so tiny being all scrunched up in his arms. So small and completely fuckable.

"God, you are such a stud Mike. I could never hold a woman up and fuck her like you're doing," I moaned.

"Why would you ever want to do a thing like that honey? You've got a sweet little ass, and perfect titties, and a tight pink pussy. Let someone else do the heavy lifting. You're built to take cock now, and you do it so well. Why worry your pretty head over what you can't do?"

I could see the logic in his argument, especially as I was creaming all over his big dick, but Mike seemed to be missing a kind of fundamental aspect of my dilemma. I only had a sweet little ass, and perfect titties, and a tight pink pussy because some freaking leprechaun had cursed me for his own amusement. I was really a man and needed to go back to being one as soon as humanly possible. Well, at least as soon as Mike was done fucking the hell out of me.

I hated to think anything bad of Mike but I did begin to wonder how sincere he was about helping me find Paddy. I almost got the impression that he was advocating for me to simply stay in this body indefinitely. Hopefully he was just trying to keep my spirits up. He was a man so he had to know how terribly embarrassing it was for me to be stuck in this body against my will, especially while I was in such a compromising position.

Of course I probably didn't help convey the feeling of helpless humiliation the way I was happily bouncing around on his dick. I probably seemed more like a cock-crazed nymphomaniac, which was actually pretty close to the truth. Almost from the moment that I was dumped into this female shell I had been extraordinarily horny. Wanting to touch myself, out of curiosity, was probably natural enough, but where did all this impulsive sex with men come from?

My God, what was I thinking? I must have known that answering the door for my two buddies wearing nothing but a t-shirt and panties would send a pretty strong sexual suggestion. I could have at least thrown on a sweater and covered my nipples. I think I must have secretly wanted them to see me that way. I couldn't wait to get naked with my old pals and fool around with them.

And it wasn't much different with Mike. I had obviously been coming on to him in the car and the moment we were behind closed doors my panties were down and my ass was up and I was begging the man to fuck me harder. I had only been female for about 24 hours and I had already had sex with four different men. Now I was sure that it wasn't any sort of world record, but it did seem like odd behavior for a previously straight male. If I had some kind of latent fascination with men it still seemed like I would act upon those impulses a little more cautiously.

"Oooooo, baby, ooooo...um, um, um...you feel so fucking good inside me baby!"

Hopeless. I was a wreck. I was just a quivering mass of orgasmic womanhood. I was a coiled up ball of pussy on a stick. Where was my pride? My manhood? My self-respect? As much as I wanted to fight against this sordid behavior my body simply refused to cooperate. My body obviously wanted me to be a little slut being stuffed by man meat as often as possible. Considering the intensity of my sexual responsiveness perhaps my body was onto something.

"Grab the back of the cushions and hold on tight baby," Mike suddenly exclaimed.

I hadn't even noticed that he had walked over to the back of his couch. I was a little frightened to release the grasp I had on his neck but I went ahead and let myself fall forward, clutching the back of the sofa. Mike kept his firm grip on me and now I was extended like a bridge that went from his powerful legs to what I hoped was a fairly secure piece of furniture. I tried to lock my legs around his back but he took them in his hands like they were the handles on a wheelbarrow and plowed my wet snatch hard and fast until his cum started to fill me.

"Fuck baby, just hold on a little longer," Mike grunted as he drained himself of every last drop of his hot jizz.

When he was done he rather gently lowered my legs to the floor and helped me stand upright. I was in his arms the moment I could turn around and face him. I think I actually reached down and tried to stroke him back to hardness while we kissed, but the man was only human and would require a little more time.

"Maybe we should think about whipping up a little something to eat before looking for that leprechaun again," Mike suggested.

"What leprechaun?" I asked, sincerely confused for the moment. "Oh, yeah...the leprechaun. We definitely should go looking for him again...eventually. Now why don't you relax and rest up and I'll fix us some lunch. You need to keep your strength up!"


CHAPTER 7:

It pains me to admit it but I was in no hurry at all to track down Paddy at that precise moment in time. I was perfectly happy to go fix something to eat in this strange man's kitchen and then wait for him to get another erection. As hungry as I was for a late lunch I was positively starving to taste his cock.

It was odd how fast things were happening to me since I became female. I was never a particularly outgoing person or terribly comfortable around strangers. I wasn't rude or anti-social, I just tended to be a little reserved. I needed time to get to know somebody.

Now I was walking around buck naked, in the apartment of some guy I just met, fixing him a meal while his cum was still fresh inside me. I didn't even know Mike's last name, yet I felt completely comfortable and at home in this strangely domestic tableau.

It wasn't just all the sex either. I had talked and drank and flirted with so many guys over the past two days. Being a hot chick just turned me into a social butterfly I guess. I liked the way my body looked so I didn't mind showing it off. And I sure was learning to like the way a guy like Mike's body looked, so didn't mind seeing him show it off either.

"Just how much do you know about Paddy?" I asked as we began to enjoy the little meal I had cobbled together.

"Oh, not that much I suppose," Mike replied a little evasively. "He turns up at the pub sometimes, usually in the company of some incredibly sexy girl like you. I guess he just kind of gets a kick out of turning guys into girls."

"Jesus, what kind of a sick mind would get a kick out of that?" I snorted indignantly.

"Is it really that bad? I mean you seemed like you were enjoying yourself."

"Oh, I was baby, believe me, I was enjoying myself very much! How could I not enjoy getting fucked by a hunk like you? You're big and strong and manly and well-hung...everything a girl could want in a lover."

"Well, thank you for that sweetie. I think you're an incredible lay too. So maybe you shouldn't be too hard on Paddy. It's not like being a girl hasn't had some upside to it," Mike pointed out.

"That's true...but it's also kind of beside the point. I can't keep being a girl forever, I've got a life to live. And Paddy had no right to change me without my consent."

"Well leprechauns are kind of mischievous. They're not really looking to do good or evil, they just enjoy messing with people. I'm sure he didn't mean to be cruel or anything. The girls he brings into the pub always seem to be having a great time."

"Oh, I see...I'm not the first of his creations that you've banged I take it."

"Hey, you came onto me in the car," Mike protested. "And I didn't see you putting up any resistance once we got here."

"Relax, babe, I'm not complaining," I said with a laugh. "You sly boots. You knew I was probably going to be a hungry little slut. I'm guessing that's part of Paddy's magic spell. You figured I'd be the kind of girl who would cook you a meal and then crawl under the table and suck you off while you ate it."

"Hey, I never thought that."

"Well, then you're not quite as clever as I thought you were because that's exactly what I'm about to do," I announced just before slipping out of my chair and disappearing under the table.

His big thick boner was waiting for me when I crawled over to where he was sitting. I had no idea whether he'd actually be able to finish his lunch but I knew I was going to get my desert.

It was kind of funny just seeing his lower body like that, and definitely a little cramped, but I managed to get him in my mouth without banging my head on the underside of the table too often.

"Oh, God...fuck...that's so awesome," Mike gasped.

I was pretty certain that he wasn't praising my cooking, which was nothing spectacular. My cock sucking, on the other hand, definitely seemed above average. I think it helped that I loved doing it so much. There was nothing shy about the way I attacked a cock. It was finally beginning to dawn on me that Paddy had probably designed me to be an especially horny little slut so I realized that there was no point in trying to fight it. It actually made me feel a lot better about my promiscuous ways. If it was a magic spell that caused me to be such a cum slut I couldn't really be blamed for enjoying it so much. These were powers beyond my control.

The more enthusiastic I became the more I started to bump my head on the table but I kept going anyway. I thought it would be pretty embarrassing to knock myself unconscious while giving head but I figured that wasn't too likely to happen.

I loved hearing the sounds that Mike was making up above me. There was something almost more intimate by this disconnected coupling, which seemed very ironic to me. I guess it just focused all of my visual attention on his cock, making his grunts and groans of appreciation all the more welcome.

When he finally let it rip I was in almost a state of frenzy. I would never have imagined that the act of a man putting his penis in my mouth and secreting bodily fluids would thrill and delight me as much as it did, but there was no denying my excitement.

I think I might have ended up with a small bump on my head, but I barely noticed it. I did notice that I was the only one who had put any nourishment in my stomach since the oral festivities commenced, something that made me feel a little smug. I had a feeling that I was probably a better cock sucker than a cook so he probably didn't miss much.

We took a shower together, and started getting a little frisky again, but Mike reminded me that we were supposed to be looking for Paddy so we both finally got our clothes back on and hit the road.

Mike knew of a couple of other Irish pubs in the area that Paddy might also be known to frequent so we stopped by each of them. Paddy did indeed seem to be well-known at each watering hole but nobody we spoke to had seen him recently.

Finally one fellow said that he knew of a place where Paddy might be found and rather surreptitiously jotted down the address on a napkin. It all seemed rather clandestine to me, but when we reached the spot I began to understand what the secrecy was about. The address on the napkin led us to a gay bar.


CHAPTER 8:

Mike seemed extremely uncomfortable with the idea of going inside, which I thought was sort of cute in a silly sort of way. Mike certainly didn't have to prove his masculinity to me, after everything we had gone through, but he obviously felt threatened about being seen in such a place so I left him waiting at the car while I went in alone.

I had never been in a gay bar before, and I wasn't quite sure what I expected it to be like, but it certainly was nothing like the wild stereotypical disco parlor you sometimes saw in the movies where everyone dressed like the Village People and an orgy looked like it was ready to break out at any moment. It just seemed like a nice bar that happened to have a lot men dancing with each other.

It was interesting because it was the first time since I had become a woman that I didn't feel like the object of every man's desire as I strolled through the room. Nobody hassled me or gave me dirty looks or anything, but I could tell that if I wanted to hang out here I'd probably be buying my own drinks.

Suddenly something caught my attention in the corner of my eye and when I turned to look I was astonished to find Paddy, dancing rather seductively with two strapping young men in rather tight pants. I wasn't sure exactly what you would call the kind of dance he was doing but I was guessing it wasn't something that he picked up watching Riverdance. I didn't know whether to laugh or cry or be furious or relieved so I just walked over and asked the boys if they minded if I cut in. Paddy looked a little disappointed as his dance partners graciously stepped aside but I think he knew he was cornered.

"Where the hell have you been?" I practically hissed under my breath.

"Oh, here and there, there and about, this place and that," Paddy replied a bit sheepishly.

"And you thought it was perfectly fine to turn me into a woman and abandon me while you went prancing off to hither and yon?"

"You don't look any worse for the wear. In fact I'd say there's a glow about you."

"Flattery will get you nowhere little man. Didn't it occur to you that you might be completely destroying my life?"

"Well, that seems like a bit of an overstatement, don't you think? You've only been a woman for a day or so. That hardly seems like time to destroy your whole life," he pointed out.

"Why did you do it in the first place? Wasn't I being nice to you by giving you a ride and waiting for you to come out of your appointment and taking you to the pub you wanted to go to? What did I do to offend you?" I demanded.

"Nothing at all. I was just having a wee bit of fun, and trying to repay your kindness by giving you a special treat."

"A special treat?" I said a little louder than I had intended to. "You turned me into a woman!"

"And a rather fine-looking one, if I do say so meself. Now don't tell me that you've just spent all this time sitting around feeling sorry for yourself. I'll bet you've had the time of your life!"

"But it isn't my life. It's some woman's life. Some woman who seems to be a total slut who can't resist men," I protested.

"So you have been on a bit of a spree, haven't you?" Paddy said with a wicked grin.

"I couldn't help myself."

"And why should you want to? Look at what I've given you to work with. Most women would kill to have your figure. I know I would!"

"What? Huh? Wait a minute...now I'm totally confused," I stammered. "You wish you were a woman?"

"Eye, if I had me druthers," said Paddy a little sadly.

"Well why don't you just cast the spell on yourself?" I asked.

"Wouldn't work I'm afraid. There's just no such thing as a female leprechaun."

"Holy shit, I'd never thought of that before. So ah...how do you procreate?"

"We don't, directly. An evil spirit has to mate with a degenerate fairy to create a new leprechaun," Paddy explained. "And I don't mean the kind of fairies you find in a place like this."

"So are all leprechauns gay?"

"Of course not! But use your head lassie. In an all-male society there's bound to be more than a few knob jockeys. Do you think that whole rainbow thing is just a coincidence?" he shot back. "And why do you think we all make shoes for a living? Doesn't that seem a wee bit gay to you?"

"Wow, I'm learning so much."

"Thank goodness you didn't lose all your brains when you got those big balloons on your chest," Paddy joked. "Now let's get out of here and see if we can't sort things out."

I had totally forgotten that Mike was waiting for me outside so I was very relieved to find that he was still there.

"If this is the kind of man you've got waiting for you what in the world are you complaining about? I'll bet he's got a big shillelagh in his trousers," Paddy whispered to me as we were getting in the car.

It had been a slightly disturbing revelation to discover that Paddy was a homosexual leprechaun, but since all leprechauns were men perhaps it wasn't that surprising after all. If he wanted to copulate with his own kind that would pretty much require a gay union. On the other hand the guys he was dancing with in that club certainly weren't leprechauns, and I could tell that Paddy was as hot for Mike as I was.

"So ah...you found him I guess," Mike said a little sadly as he started up the car.

"Yeah...I suppose I did," I replied.

"Then I guess you'll be changing back into a man," Mike continued.

"Yeah, I guess I will," I said softly.

"Well now there's no need to rush into anything," Paddy chimed in. "I get the distinct impression that you two have a little unfinished business to tend to."

Mike and I just grinned at each other and nodded as Mike drove us back to his place. I needed to get back into my own body but there was nothing I wanted more at that moment than for Mike to get back into my current one.

We stopped at a liquor store and picked up some beer, which I assumed Paddy would use to keep himself occupied while Mike and I were occupying ourselves with other pleasures. When we reached Mike's place I was a little surprised that Paddy followed us inside and plopped himself down on the couch, placing the case of beer next to him.

"Are you planning on waiting for us here on the couch while we go in the bedroom?" I asked Paddy.

"Nothing of the sort," he snorted. "I plan to watch you right here!"


CHAPTER 9:

I thought that Paddy was joking, at first, but he casually popped open a beer and indicated that we should proceed. I looked at Mike, who just shrugged and started taking off his clothes. It felt especially naughty to be doing it in front of an audience, even if it was just an audience of one, but I just giggled and stripped naked.

"Now that's a sight for sore eyes, indeed," said Paddy.

I felt a little flattered until I realized that he was staring straight at Mike's cock. Then I almost felt insulted, but of course Paddy would be more interested in Mike's naked body than my own. I realized that he would love to be in my position right now so I decided to give him a little vicarious treat.

"Do you want me to get him nice and hard and then suck him like you'd like to suck him?" I whispered in Paddy's ear.

The leprechaun just nodded and kept his eyes fixed on Mike as I went over and got on my knees, slightly to Mike's side, so that Paddy would have a good view of the action. Then I started to stroke Mike's semi-erect member until it was rock hard. I kept glancing back at Paddy and smiling, half expecting to see him with his hand in his pants, but he just coolly sipped his beer and watched in rapt fascination.

"He does have such a beautiful cock," I said over my shoulder. "It's the kind of cock you just have to kiss...all over."

I proceeded to lick and kiss Mike's member, frequently pausing to comment on how aroused I was, or how manly he was, or what a joy it was to savor such a magnificent creation. Then it was time to take him in my mouth and down my throat. I had Mike turn sideways so that Paddy could see as much as possible. I imagined that the little fellow on the couch probably had a pretty raging hard on by this time. God knows that I was horny as hell.

I wondered what Mike was thinking. It must have been kind of weird to know that there was a gay leprechaun, sitting just across the room from us, who was more than likely salivating at the thought of sucking his cock. I sort of wanted to invite Paddy to join me in that pleasant task, but I had a hunch that Mike would probably draw the line at that. I would have to be Paddy's surrogate cock sucker and I determined to do us both justice.

"Don't forget the man's clackers...his balls, girl, his balls! Don't leave the poor fellows hanging there with no attention," Paddy called out.

I'd never heard that expression before but it amused me and I was happy to oblige both Paddy's request and Mike's neglected testicles. I fondled them first, being quite gentle, knowing what I was holding in my hand, and then I started to suck on them as well. Mike seemed to be enjoying it, and I assume Paddy was satisfied as well.

"Oh, now that's grand indeed. Now if you would be so kind as to stuff his Mickey down your throat again that would be much appreciated," said Paddy.

Okay, it was a weird situation, I'll grant that, but I was kind of getting used to weird situations by now. If Paddy wanted to see me deep throat Mike's big cock I was happy to oblige. Giving head was really something that I was learning to enjoy more and more with each opportunity to do it. Soon I was sucking him balls deep and Mike moaned as he grabbed my head and held me down for a moment or two.

After blowing Mike for a good deal of time Paddy suggested that we should move on and try something else. I went over and plunked myself down on Paddy's lap on the couch so that I was facing him as I squeezed my tits together and practically stuck them in his face.

"So these babies don't do anything for you?" I teased.

"Only to make me jealous, I'm afraid," Paddy said with a heavy sigh. "I've got a lovely evening gown that could really use those melons to hold it up."

"You poor thing," I said with genuine sympathy. "Here you have the power to change someone into the woman of your dreams, but you can't change yourself."

"You needn't worry about that too much. I get plenty of satisfaction in me own way," he replied cheerfully.

"What do you want to see him do to me now?" I whispered.

"That's not really for me to say," Paddy answered, almost shyly.

"Come on, you can tell me. What would you want Mike to do to you?"

"Well now I suppose I'd be havin' him throw it in me ring-piece, if I had me druthers," Paddy whispered back.

"Huh?"

"Up the arse, dearie, up the arse."

"Oh."


CHAPTER 10:

I suppose I must have known that Paddy would favor anal sex, but it didn't totally hit home until I was on the floor, stretched out on top of Mike, preparing to receive that huge trouser snake in my asshole. The concept didn't bother me in the slightest but the actual execution of the deed was weighing on my mind. Still I had no intention of not going through with it so when I felt the tip of Mike's dick starting to slide into my anus I let my hips push myself down to meet him.

"Holy mackerel!" I gasped as the first few inches of Mike's cock went up my ass.

I was in a kind of awkward position, resting on my outstretched arms that were under me, and propped up in sort of a crouching pose with my legs. As Mike began to pump my ass he reached down and stimulated my pussy with his hand. That immediately made it easier for me to relax and not stress out so much about the huge stick that was up my butt. To make matters even better he managed to get one of my nipples in his mouth and began to alternate between sucking on it and sort of pulling it with this teeth.

Things were popping inside my body all over. I really wasn't taking that much of Mike's cock up my ass, but it was more than enough to get a really wild sensation, especially combined with all the other stimulation I was getting.

I honestly forgot all about Paddy for a while. The way we were arranged must have given him quite a spectacular view but I had too many other things on my mind to be aware of his presence.

"Fucking God in heaven! Oh...oh," I moaned from somewhere deep within my wicked soul.

I was so opened up, and spread apart, and stuffed, and on display, all at the same time. Pussy, clit, ass, nipple, tits...all getting stimulated to the max. If this was my farewell to being female I certainly was going out in style.

The female body seemed so fascinating to me. It was like there were all these little highways snaking throughout my body connecting one thing to another, and then looping back to connect to something else as well. Touch me one place and I'd feel it somewhere else. It was mysterious, but it was also marvelous. Even the way I just naturally walked as a woman made me feel kind of proud and cocky. My tits stuck out proudly in front while my ass kind of swished its tale back and forth behind me. I felt very feline, like a jungle cat.

Yet I felt small and vulnerable too. Even if I was a lioness the lion was still the king of the jungle, and I was his mate. If he wanted to mount me I was his for the taking.

I felt a violent orgasm coming upon me and worried that I wouldn't be able to support myself in this odd posture for much longer, especially if my limbs were shaking. I turned my head to face Mike, who managed to leave my nipple alone long enough to pant a big kiss of my lips while I tried hard not to pass out. I was so freaking wet that I was sure some of my cream must have run down from my pussy and lubricated Mike's shaft, that was still busily engaged in busting my anal cherry.

Then it was Mike's turn to climax. As he started to erupt he pulled his dick out of my ass and I'll swear that the first jolt almost hit the ceiling. He managed to get his hand on his shaft and pointed it upwards, in my general direction. As I looked down my body I could just see these white jets of goo flying around from somewhere below my pelvis. I could feel his jizz hitting my pussy and my inner thighs, and some of it even ventured all the way up to my stomach and my tits.

I lowered myself down so that I was now resting on top of Mike's torso, which freed my hands. I scooped up some of his cum and licked it off my fingers, and rubbed some of it around my skin like it was suntan lotion.

"Oh, Mike...you are such a man," I purred softly. "I love rubbing your manly cum all over my body."

"Baby, you're incredible. I've never seen a girl who loves sex as much as you do," Mike replied.

"Did you enjoy the show Paddy?" I called over to the couch. "Paddy?"

When I glanced at the sofa there was nothing there but empty beer bottles. Paddy was gone again!


CHAPTER 11:

"He's not in here," Mike called from the bathroom.

"He's not in here either," I called back from the kitchen.

It appeared that Paddy had slipped out while Mike and I were too busy to notice. The bastard had even taken the remaining beer with him and just left the empty bottles for us to clean up.

As I stood buck naked in Mike's apartment, his cum still sticking to various parts of my body, it suddenly struck me that I had just met the man today. Yet I had cooked for him, and bathed with him, and sucked his cock multiple times, and he had fucked me in both my pussy and my ass, most recently with someone watching us in the same room. Talk about speed dating! I wondered how long it would take for a normal couple to have checked even one of those things off of the list. Hell, I didn't even know his last name.

Things were just happening at an alarming pace. It seemed like ages ago that I was a man, yet it was actually yesterday. That didn't seem possible. Of course in some ways it seemed hard for me to believe that I had ever been a man. Walking around naked like this seemed totally natural to me now. The voice that seemed so strange coming from my lips just a day ago was as familiar to me as if I had been born with it. And even though I was angry and frustrated by Paddy disappearing again the slightest glimpse of Matt's hard body got my senses quivering.

Was my manhood that easy to discard? Shouldn't I have been dragged kicking and screaming into this? Surely magic had changed the shape of my body an had probably fueled this insatiable lust I felt, but my brain was still my own. I knew who I was and what I had been. It wasn't like I had amnesia or was living someone else's life. I wondered whether gender was such a flexible thing in everybody or whether I just found it so.

I thought about Mike...not just sexually for a moment, but as a man who might have been in my shoes. He obviously had some warning about Paddy's tricks and said that he tried to avoid them, but what if he hadn't been warned? What if he had been the one to be turned into what I was now? Would he have sucked my cock under the table or opened up his ass for my taking? Would he have allowed Paddy to slip through his fingers so that he could have one more erotic romp as a girl? As the woman I was now I sort of hoped that he would have been more of a man than I was, but as the man I should be I hoped that he would act as I had done.

What was really frightening me was the fact that for a moment I almost felt relieved that Paddy had vanished once more. I knew it would put off my transformation back into a man for a little while longer. I guess it wasn't that surprising that I wanted one more roll in the hay, especially since Mike had been doing so much to help me, but was it really just one more romp that I wanted?

"Do you really like fucking me Mike?" I suddenly blurted out.

"Of course I do baby. I'm surprised you'd have to ask that," he replied warmly.

"Am I anything special or do you just like me because I'm such an easy lay?" I persisted.

"You're amazing. You're beautiful. You're wild. You're exciting. You're responsive. You're giving. You're passionate. How much more special do you need?"

"Well, when you put it that way I guess I feel a little better about it," I said jokingly.

"Plus you're an easy lay," Mike teased.

"I am, aren't I? I can't believe what a slut I am."

"Hey, there's nothing wrong with being a slut," said Mike as he came over and put his arms around me. "Everybody likes sex so why should wanting to get as much of it as you can be an insult?"

"All right you've convinced me. It's okay to be a slut."

Mike's hands slid down from my hips to my butt and I closed my eyes and received his kiss as my hands roamed across his back. Everything about him seemed so firm and strong. I felt so snug and secure in his embrace. A couple of days ago I would have passed him by without a second thought. Even if I had found myself having a drink in that pub Mike would have just been some anonymous face in the crowd, but because I was in this different body I had become so intimate with him so quickly.

"What am I going to do?" I asked Mike once we had stopped kissing for a moment.

"About what?"

"You know...about...me. My predicament. I probably should have made Paddy change me back right away once I had him cornered."

"But you didn't. Maybe you're not as anxious to have him change you back as you think," Mike suggested.

"It's easy to feel that way when I'm standing here with your hot naked body pressed up against me. I love the things you do to me and the way you make me feel. When I'm in your arms it's hard to imagine wanting that to end," I sighed.

"So does it have to?" asked Mike.

"Of course it does," I protested. "I can't stay like this forever."

"Do you have a wife or something?"

"No, what does that have to do with it?"

"You know, if you were married and had kids or were in some kind of a committed relationship of some kind I could see where suddenly being female could be a real problem, but if you're not tied down what's the rush to go back? You may not have liked men before but you sure seem to now. Is there really all that much that you used to do as a man that you don't think you can do as a woman?"

"I don't know. I haven't really thought about that. So far I've pretty much just thought about sex, which I guess just confirms my slut status all the more," I said with a laugh.

"You wouldn't want to give up those incredible tits would you?" said Mike as he took his hands off my ass and give my boobs a good squeeze.

"They're kind of heavy, but I sure do like the way they look," I replied as I glanced down at my rack. "And I sure like the way they feel when they're being touched like that."

"Do you like it when I tweak your nipples like this?"

"Oh yeah."

"It would be a shame to lose that feeling."

"Yes it would," I moaned softly.

"You're so gorgeous."

"Oh, Mike, you're going to fuck me again, aren't you?"

"Of course. Why don't we go in the bedroom this time?"


CHAPTER 12:

I found myself on my back, with my legs spread wide open, as Mike was licking my pussy. It was a new experience, as was making love in a bed, for that matter. Making love? Did I really use that expression? Maybe it was the bed that caused me to do so. Something about that made it seem more romantic than sucking some guy's cock in a public restroom.

When I was a man I knew that I often thought with my dick. If I was lusting after some woman all logic or sense could go straight out the window. I could make bad choices or become totally distracted. Apparently that was no different now that I had no dick. I don't know whether I was thinking with my clit or my pussy or the whole damn package, but I didn't give a shit about anything but being in bed with this man at this moment.

Naturally he was going to encourage me to stay female for as long as possible. Or at least until he got tired of me and wanted something new. I knew from my own male experience that the easy lay is often appreciated in the short term, but not so much in the long. When you take away the thrill of the chase, or the sense of a conquest well-earned, a man might feel cheated out of some of the more pleasing aspects of the whole mating ritual.

Since Mike knew from the start that I had a short shelf life as a girl he would naturally want to enjoy me as much as he could before I turned back into a pumpkin. But what if I didn't turn back? What if I never found Paddy again, or never looked for him? I couldn't really be blamed for what I had become. It wasn't like I went out looking for a gay leprechaun with transgender aspirations to turn me into a woman for his own wish fulfillment. Maybe I could learn to be female. Maybe even come to embrace it or love it.

I certainly loved the way I looked and the way I felt when a man touched me. It had been so incredibly easy to surrender all of that male pride and become a willing vessel for a man to penetrate. That terrible, wonderful, aggressive act of a man putting his cock inside whatever hole of mine he desired. What a strange act that really was. So illogical, on the surface. Something that probably should feel repulsive, yet was exactly the opposite, even with this man who was virtually a stranger to me.

Yes, I could be the catcher instead of the pitcher. I could deal with letting my dance partner take the lead. If it was humbling to get on my knees before a man and service his cock I could be humble. I got so much in return. It was electrifying to feel all of that pent up sexual energy that men carried around with them being unleashed on my soft and supple little body.

"Show me your cock honey," I suddenly crooned.

Mike stopped licking my snatch and propped himself up on one arm. I looked down between my legs and saw his big dick pointing straight at me. It was such a wicked-looking thing, all bulging with veins and twitching like it was possessed by demons.

"I'll bet you've put that in a lot of women, haven't you?" I said.

"I suppose that's all relative. What might seem like a lot to one person might not to someone else," Mike replied.

"Very diplomatic response," I said with a chuckle. "I'm guessing you've had a lot of women by just about any benchmark."

"Maybe so, but do you really want to just sit here and talk about all the other women I've fucked in my life?"

"No...I want you to put your big cock in my pussy and fuck me like I'm the only woman in the world," I replied.

Mike adjusted his position so that he could get his prick lined up with my gash and a few moments later I felt the fullness of his erection pressing into me.

"Ooooo...that's so perfect," I purred.

I don't even know what I meant by that. A perfect fit? Perfect timing after getting warmed up by having my pussy licked? The perfect cock? Or maybe I just meant that the whole act of joining myself to a man was a perfect union.

It kind of excited me to think of myself as being like this all the time. I'd have to get some more clothes, of course. I couldn't just go around wearing this same outfit all the time. That would be kind of weird, trying to pick out female clothing. I had no idea what women wore. I had been perfectly comfortable in just my panties and a t-shirt, but that probably wouldn't do for many activities.

"Mike, Mike, Mike...you're so handsome and you're such a stud. How come some woman hasn't hooked you yet? Do you snore?"

"Not that I'm aware of."

"Serial cheater?"

"Not really."

"Do you get drunk and beat your women?"

"Never."

"Penniless bum who can't hold a job?"

"Actually I make a rather good living."

"Well I give up. How come you're single?" I asked.

"I hadn't met the right woman I guess...until now."

Mike had been elevated above me but he lowered himself so that we could kiss. I threw my arms around his neck and pulled him even lower. As silly as it sounds those two words...until now... sent a bolt of lightning running through my whole body. I guess things really were just that much more romantic in a bed.

"We don't even know each other," I pointed out.

"Well I think we've broken the ice at least," he said with a grin.

"I'm not really a woman," I added for good measure.

"You are if you want to be," he shot back.

"It might not be so bad I suppose," I gasped as I felt myself on the verge of an orgasm.

"You probably don't believe in love at first sight, do you?"

"Well, I didn't believe in leprechauns until yesterday so I'm learning a lot of things very quickly...oh, fuck! Fuck, Mike, fuck! Ooooo...fuck me, baby...fuck me...fuck me!"

"I could fuck you all the time if you were a woman," Mike whispered in my ear. "Maybe I'd even fuck you so well that you'd want to become my woman."

"Keep talking Mike...and fucking. Fucking and talking...talking and fucking...fuck...oh, my God!"

"You're so hot Colleen. So alive. It's not just your body, I can see the fire in your eyes. You've never been happier in your life, I know it. What an awesome thing to know what it's like to be both male and female...and to choose the one that really suits you. Everyone should be that lucky."

The rest of that session is kind of a blur. I know that I remained on my back until he filled my pussy with his hot cum, and I know that I held him very tightly and said a lot of crazy shit. And I know that we cuddled very sweetly afterwards and took a little nap. At least I did, I have no idea whether Mike went to sleep or not or just held me in his arms.

There was no rush to go out looking for Paddy. We just had something to eat and spent the rest of the night together; sometimes fucking, sometimes talking, sometimes just holding each other. It was the most amazing thing I had ever experienced.

In the morning I sucked his cock, made us some breakfast, and finally put my clothes back on and had Mike drive me back to my car, which was still parked at the pub. I felt like I needed to go home for a little while to try and sort some things out. I needed time to think about womanhood without the distraction of having a huge cock inside me.


CHAPTER 13:

"A leprechaun did this to you?"

"Yeah, a gay leprechaun, as it turns out, although that's really neither here nor there."

I had asked my younger sister Abigail to come by. I needed a female point-of-view and she seemed like my best option. I didn't really think it would be such a great idea to call up one of my ex-girlfriends or something.

"And you call yourself Colleen?"

"Yup. It just blurted out."

"You know that's kind of a generic slang term for any stereotypical Irish girl with red hair," Abigail pointed out.

"I hadn't thought of that, but I suppose it fits," I said with a chuckle.

"And this gay leprechaun just disappeared on you and you haven't seen him since?"

"Not exactly. He changed me on Friday then vanished while I was in the bathroom, then I found him again on Saturday but he disappeared while I was preoccupied," I explained.

"So he refuses to change you back?"

"That's the thing. I haven't exactly asked him to. On Friday he wanted me to drive him around to a few places, and we ended up at this pub, and that's where he first gave me the slip. I just assumed he would turn me back once I had finished driving him around."

"How did you find him the second time?" asked Abigail.

"I met a guy named Mike at the pub who seemed to know something about him. He helped me look and finally someone tipped us off that he might be at this gay bar, and sure enough he was."

"But you couldn't get him to leave?"

"No, no he came back to Mike's place with us."

"Where you became too preoccupied to think of asking him to give you your penis back?" Abigail said suspiciously. "What was so distracting that you let him slip through your fingers?"

"Ah...Mike's big cock inside me," I said, trying not to giggle.

"Oh...my...God! You're saying that you've had sex with a guy already?" Abigail gushed, putting a hand over her mouth in astonishment.

"Yeah...,more than one, I'm afraid," I said with a blush.

"Well you are very beautiful. I can see how men would flock to you."

"You think I'm a total whore, don't you?"

"I don't know what to think. I wonder if you know what you're thinking or doing," she said.

"I don't...which is why I need your expert advice," I told her.

"I'm hardly an expert on leprechauns or magical transformations," said my sister with a laugh.

"No, but you are an expert on being a woman, and that's what I'm most interested in knowing about right now."

"I see. You've been enjoying your little romp as a woman and now you're wondering whether you might like to keep it going."

"Is that totally crazy?" I asked.

"Fuck if I know. I was just born this way. I never gave it much thought. So wait a minute, you've only been female since Friday and you've already been with two guys?" Abigail said, once the shock of my wantonness had suddenly sunk in.

"Yeah...the first was some guy I met in the pub..."

"Mike."

"No, before Mike. Tom I think his name was. Then on Friday night my buddies Bob and Larry came over and we sort of...did it."

"Both at the same time?" Abigail snorted.

"It just kind of happened that way, I guess," I said with a shrug. "Then on Saturday I met Mike."

"You've been a busy little bee. I suppose if you're going to keep this up I better teach you about birth control pills at least," Abigail chuckled.

"Fortunately much of the time I've done it in ah...other places."

Abigail just burst out laughing. She laughed so hard that I thought she was literally going to fall on the floor.

"Okay, okay...have your little joke," I pouted.

"Oh, God, it's not that," she said, trying to contain her amusement. "But can't you see how ridiculous this all sounds? You're my big brother, and we've never talked about sex at all. Now all of a sudden you're sitting here as my sister, telling me all of these sordid things about your sex life that have supposedly all happened in one weekend."

"Well, you're hardly a virgin, are you?"

"No, I'm not a virgin."

"So are you saying you've never done it different ways?" I inquired.

"What are you asking? Do you mean have a given head?"

"Well, yeah...and other things."

"If you mean what I think you mean then no, you're probably ahead of me in that department."

"I'm going to hell aren't I?" I said as I slapped my hand to my forehead.

"Relax. Nobody's going to hell...yet," said Abigail as she came over and put a sisterly hand on my shoulder. "But we are going to need to go shopping if you want to keep this female thing going for a while."

It was odd to be out shopping with my sister for female clothes and things, but I greatly appreciated her help in the matter. I was totally lost and clueless without her. It was also a great opportunity for me to ask her a million questions that were running though my head. I wanted to know everything there was to know about being a woman, which was absurd since Abigail was just one woman who only had her personal experiences to draw on, but it was better than nothing.

"It's not just sex all the time you know," Abigail cautioned me once we had returned with our purchases. "Well, at least not for most of us."

"You know I really think it's part of the spell," I said in my defense. "I feel pretty powerless to stop the urges the feel."

"Well, men can cast that kind of a spell on you without magic."

"I know...and isn't it awesome?" I said as I took her hands in mine.

"Yes my dear sister...it can be pretty awesome!"


CHAPTER 14:

Aside from the BJ I gave Mike in the morning, Sunday had been the first day of my womanhood that was almost totally devoid of sex. It had, on the other hand, been very enlightening...and a bit expensive. While I didn't exactly go for high end designer clothing the sheer volume of what I ended up with put a decent dent in my bank account. And of course there were many other accessories and sundry items that went along with my girly starter kit.

I primarily worked at home so it didn't really matter what I looked like, or what gender I was, at least until my next required conference call. Then I would have to explain why I seemed a bit different...assuming that I was still a woman by then.

Monday was devoted to getting some work done, at least until evening. Mike was going to pick me up and take me to dinner later, which would give me a chance to show off some of my new wardrobe.

Despite having a variety of casual options to choose from now I still found that panties and a t-shirt was a very comfortable outfit, and sexy too, especially now that I had a "shortie" shirt that barely covered my boobs. When the UPS guy brought a package to my door I decided to give him a real eyeful by not trying to cover up, which he seemed to appreciate very much. I was sure that my packages would get extra-special attention from him from now on.

My psychological justification was quite simple. I had been changed without my consent and I had no idea where the leprechaun who changed me had disappeared to. I wasn't choosing to give up my manhood and become a woman, I was simply choosing not to search for Paddy too hard, if at all. It seemed easier that way all around. And if I changed my mind I could probably track him down again as I had done before. He seemed to have a number of regular haunts that he frequented. He was bound to turn up at one of them eventually.

Mike was quite charming at dinner, and behaved like a real gentleman. It was fascinating to go on my first date as a woman. It was also a little weird in that first dates are usually kind of an awkward stab at getting acquainted, but Mike had already fucked me in the ass, and every other way a man could fuck a woman. What made this feel kind of special anyway was the fact that I was looking at the potential of actually having a future as a woman. Everything before felt like I was playing with house chips. Now I might be playing for keeps.

Dinner was pleasant, and the conversation was pleasant, and I was pleased at how natural and comfortable the whole thing felt. I loved the way I looked in the pretty new dress I had on and I was kind of proud of myself for getting my makeup on without having it turn out to be a total disaster.

Of course all of this dinner business was kind of a formality, I thought. I was pretty sure that what we both really wanted to do was fuck, but it was a nice gesture on Mike's part, and at least we wouldn't be fucking on an empty stomach.

When we got back to his place Mike poured us some wine and we sipped it on the couch while we continued to casually chat. I had finally learned that his last name was Finnegan, that he worked in commercial real estate, and that he had played football in high school and college until a knee injury brought that to an end. He had a brother named Pat and a sister named Debbie and his family lived in Arizona. It was kind of amusing that I had learned all of this after having been his lover but I guess there's no rule that says you have to do things in a certain order, especially when you're only a woman because a leprechaun cast a spell on you. There just didn't seem to be a handbook on how one was supposed to handle that.

"So you didn't look for Paddy at all today?" Mike asked.

"No, I had to work. I've still got to pay the bills whether I'm a man or a woman," I said with a shrug.

"Of course as a woman you could find a man who would take care of you," Mike pointed out.

"I suppose, but I can't imagine just sitting around the house all day."

"You might want to start a family sometime," Mike suggested.

"Yeah...I suppose I might. That is, if such a thing is possible. My sister thinks I should start taking the pill."

"Does anybody else in your family know about what's happened to you?"

"Not so far, but it's just a matter of time if this thing keeps up," I explained.

"So was it really work that kept you from looking for that leprechaun?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, did you maybe not want to look for him anyway?"

"Well...maybe I'm not in quite as much of a hurry as I was before," I said with a little smile. "And I think you know why."

When Mike leaned over to kiss me I felt butterflies in my stomach. I was horny, as always, but I was feeling other things inside me too. It was Mike who had mentioned love at first sight but I had kind of just brushed that off with a joke. I wondered now whether he was actually serious about that. The whole talking about finding a man to take care of me and starting a family thing seemed to imply that he might be testing the waters with me a little.

I certainly liked the man, and the more I learned about him the more I liked. He was an ex-jock, but he also seemed to be a very mature and responsible young man. Probably more so than most of my male friends. Physically I was attracted to him even more than I had ever been attracted to any woman, and I had been attracted to lots of women in my male lifetime. I guess that part of it was that as a man I had wanted to take and possess women but as a woman I wanted to be taken and possessed by a man, which I found more appealing for some reason. There might even have been some jealousy involved because Mike had the kind of looks that I would have killed for as a man. I hated to think that I thought of Mike as more of a man than I was because he had a bigger cock than I did, but it honestly did help me feel more feminine.

There was no denying that Mike was bigger and stronger and way more well-hung than me, comparing ourselves physically as men. Instead of feeling intimidated or inferior to him I could bask in the joy of that as a woman. Let him hold me in those strong arms and fill me with that big cock. If I was going to be possessed by a man I could sure do a lot worse I thought.

"Colleen...do you think you could ever be happy if you stayed this way forever?" asked Mike as he looked deeply into my eyes, causing more butterflies to churn within me.

"I don't know Mike, I mean, not for sure, but you make me glad that I'm a woman. I think I'm still scared of the idea of having to make a choice like that. Scared that it would mean that there was something wrong with me. Scared that I was only doing it because the spell made me so crazy for sex, and because the sex was so fantastic. Today was the first day of my life where I put makeup on my face and shaved my legs. I'm wearing the first female clothes I've ever bought. I've just been on my first date as a woman. It's all so new and frightening and exciting and wonderful. And you seem like such a great guy that I hate to think of this coming to an end. I'm really just kind of a baby when it comes to being female."

"Which makes me the ultimate cradle robber, I guess," Mike joked.

"In a way I guess you are. Even my heart feels new, like I'm a teenage girl experiencing her first crush or something. My body is that of a full-grown woman, but I sort of feel like I need time to grow into it."

"So you have a crush on me at least?" he asked hopefully.

"Oh, yes darling, I won't try to deny that. You can probably see that in my eyes anyway, so what's the point of pretending? I could fall in love with you so easily. So very, very easily...but I'm not sure that I should," I said as I closed my eyes and parted my lips and waited for him to kiss me again, which he did in a flash.

Then he took me to the bedroom and undressed me before he sat on the foot of the bed and just looked at me in my nakedness.

"It may not be fair of me to do it, but I'm going to do everything in my power to see that you have no reason to ever regret being a woman, Colleen Murphy, you devastatingly wicked Irish lass with your fiery red hair and your piercing emerald green eyes. I don't care what you used to be, or how you got to be the way you are. I want you to be my woman and I'll fight like a tiger for you if I have to," he said as he began to take off his clothes.

When he was as naked as I was he had me come over and sit down on his lap, facing away from him so that he could take hold of my breasts while I slid down onto his waiting cock. I was kind of overwhelmed by his passion and felt myself getting very emotional. My wet pussy and stiffening nipples told me that I was feeling a great deal of sexual arousal, but Mike was arousing me in other ways as well. I felt like he truly wanted me. Desired me. Needed me possibly. It didn't seem totally logical to me, since we had only known each other for a matter of days, and were only now getting to actually "know" each other as people instead of just as lovers, but where was the logic in any of this? There was magic involved in this. Strange, ancient magic from another land. This may not have been part of that mischievous leprechaun's plan when he pulled the switch on me, but who was I to argue with the results?

"Mike you feel so good inside me," I kind of whimpered in a girlish voice.

"I belong inside you my darling. It was meant to be," he replied.

"Was it? How can you be sure?" I asked.

"How can you be sure of anything? I just know how I feel."

"All I know is that I feel wonderful," I purred softly.

"Then that's all you need to know for now."


CHAPTER 15:

We made love late into the night, and maybe into the wee hours of the morning as well. Each time it felt new and different and better than the time before. And I rode some kind of strange emotional rollercoaster, as easily as I rode his magnificent manly cock. Sometimes I got weepy and cried on his shoulder, and sometimes we were both giddy and silly like a couple of kids. We even had a pillow fight at one point. Sometimes I felt like a starry-eyed schoolgirl, and sometimes I felt like a whore. It was a little unsettling to be this emotionally unstable but it was also kind of liberating. I didn't feel like I had to behave a certain way, or maintain an even keel. I was just letting it all hang out and having the time of my life doing so.

Mike Finnegan...where had you been my whole life? Well, actually he had been with me for most of my female life, but what a lucky chance that had been. He had been willing to help me in my time of need. Perhaps he did have ulterior motives in coming to my rescue, but that was neither here nor there. I was a damsel in distress and he stepped up to assist me. There were probably worse ways for a love affair to begin.

It was kind of cool thinking of myself as not just a woman but Mike's woman. His girlfriend. Hell, the way he was talking I might even be his wife someday. Colleen Finnegan. It had a nice ring to it. Very Irish.

"You know there's one thing I don't quite understand about you," said Mike as I lay nestled in his arms.

"What's that?" I asked sleepily.

"Well red-haired Irish girls like you are supposed to have fiery tempers that match your fiery hair, but you seem so sweet and easy going," Mike said as he brushed a strand of my crimson hair off my face.

"I may be Irish, but I'm a California girl too, remember. That side of me is very laid back. Just wait until I catch you sneaking around with some other woman behind my back. Then you'll see my temper I promise you," I said with a laugh.

"Now why would I want another woman when I have you?"

"Because you're a man and I know what that means. I've been one myself, don't forget. Boys tend to get tired of their toys eventually," I teased.

"Maybe so, but women are just as apt to cheat, as far as I can tell. And a woman like you, with your voracious sexual appetite is going to be hard to keep satisfied. You wear my dick out every time we get together."

"Poor baby," I said jokingly. "Do you want me to kiss it and make it feel all better?"

"No, no, that's okay. I'm pretty thrashed at the moment. If you kiss it I'll get hard again and you know what that will lead to."

"Yes I do," I said lasciviously as I swung myself on top of him and shook my tits in his face. "It will lead to me sucking your cock and then getting fucked senseless while I whimper and moan, my pussy dripping and your cum filling me like it was shot from a hose."

"Jesus woman, you really are the horniest little thing I've ever seen!"

"That's right stud, and don't you forget it," I said as I gave him a sweet peck on the cheek before rolling back into his embrace. "I'm horny for you lover. All for you. Anytime you want me any way you want to take me."

"I don't think I'll forget that anytime soon," he joked. "It's pretty much all I've been thinking about since I met you."

"Good, we're on the same page. Now we can go to sleep, but don't be surprised if you wake up and find your cock in my mouth."

"Oh, I don't think that would surprise me at all," said Mike as he kissed me on the lips and we finally tried to get some slumber.


CHAPTER 16:

Mike had to get to work in the morning so all I could do was give him a quick blowjob to start his day off right and then we headed out to his car so that he could drive me home on his way. As we stepped outside I froze in my tracks. There was Paddy leaning up against Mike's car.

"Well, there you are. Somehow I had a feelin' I might find you here, you naughty little thing," said Paddy with a lurid wink.

"Oh...Paddy," I mumbled kind of softly.

"I'm sure you must be anxious for me to be changing you back, and since I'm planning a trip to the Old Country soon I figured I better put things right straight away...no pun intended," Paddy chuckled.

"Actually Mike was just going to drive me home on his way to work," I said, hoping to delay the inevitable.

"Well then I'll hitch a ride along with you and we can settle up back at your place," Paddy suggested.

We climbed in the car, with a Paddy in the back seat, and drove in relative silence back to my place. Paddy seemed in great spirits and hummed and sang a little, but I was in no mood to be joyful.

"I love you so much, Mike. More than anyone I've ever known, even if I haven't known you long," I whispered in Mike's ear before getting out of the car. "I don't know whether I'll ever see you again, but I...I..."

I couldn't finish my thought as tears were flowing down my cheeks. Mike kissed me and then held my head next to his very tightly.

"Don't worry, babe. Everything will work out fine," he said before kissing me again.

Paddy and I went into my house and I just stood and looked at him as he flopped down in a chair and made himself comfortable.

"So...you fell in love with the man, did you?" said Paddy.

I just nodded yes and stared at the floor.

"Well don't look so sad about it. What could be better than the love of a good man, especially one as handsome as that? And he's of Irish descent, no less. What more could you ask for?"

"How long are you going to be gone?" I asked softly.

"Hard to say. I have business interests to look after. We're introducing a new line of loafers that we're planning to export to America and I need to check on my inventory and such. That's why I was here in the first place. I had a very important appointment with an import firm that I'm going to be partnering with, but I've still got me pot of gold to look after as well," Paddy explained. "I'm a man of many parts you might say."

"Do you think maybe I could stay female until you come back from your trip?" I asked hopefully.

"Hell, woman, you can stay female for the rest of your life as far as I'm concerned. I can even make it easier for you if you like; change your records and whatnot so that they all fit your pretty new self."

"You can do that?"

"Well now, it's thirsty work, but if I'm properly fortified you'd be surprised at the things I can do," Paddy said with a grin. "But are you sure this is what you really want? If you love this man he's bound to want to marry you, you know, and he'll probably be wanting to put a baby inside you before too long. Do you fancy that idea?" asked Paddy.

"You mean I could have children?"

"That's usually what comes from all the hanky-panky you've been up to since I gave you the gift of the gash."

"Why did you do it? What made you think I'd be happy being a woman?" I asked.

"Well now, that was a bit of good luck, you might say. As you know I can't use the magic on meself, so I sometimes get a vicarious thrill, you might say, seeing what other folks do with the opportunity I dream of. Sometimes they fuss and bother and take all the fun out of it, but once in a while I find someone like you who sees the big picture and realizes that good fortune has come their way. Ah...to be a woman...to love a man...to bring a new life into the world...what a grand thing it must be. I envy you, lassie, I truly do. But if I can be there to dance at your wedding it will be all worth the while. And if you happen to have a boy and need a good Irish name for him don't hesitate to think of Paddy as an option."

I ran to the couch and flung myself at the little man, tears streaming down my face. I hugged him so hard I think I was probably suffocating him, but he managed to pull himself away before I did any real damage.

"Now, about that fortification we were talkin' about..." said Paddy.

"Let me get changed then we'll go on the tear and get properly fluthered," I said as I headed for my bedroom.

"Ah, me girl, the Irish in you is coming out strong and proud!"


CHAPTER 17:

Since I knew I wouldn't be in any condition to drive before too long I called a rideshare service so that Paddy and I could get seriously plastered. It kind of felt like I was taking a victory lap around the various pubs that I had gotten to know in the past couple of days. Was that really all it was? What a mad whirl.

Paddy was going to use his magic to make my gender change totally legit in the eyes of the law. Of course that meant that I would have to totally come out and tell everybody that I was Colleen now, but I was genuinely happy to do so. If anybody thought I was a sissy for wanting to become a girl, so be it. Maybe I was a sissy at heart. I wasn't too worried. I had an ex-jock boyfriend to protect me now.

It was funny but I felt just as horny as ever, yet I had no interest in hooking up with any of the guys who flirted with me on our pub crawl. I didn't think that I would want to fuck my friends either, even though that had been incredibly fun. For the time being I was completely happy being Mike's woman, and being totally faithful to him, although one never knows how a whirlwind romance might turn out.

"Hey...while you're doing all this magic stuff to make me legally female, do you think you could do something so that I didn't have to shave my legs and shit all the time?" I asked somewhere along the line while we were both still coherent.

"Why certainly, lass, be glad to! But I'll bet you want a little tuft of red down below, now don't you?" he replied.

"Sure, sounds great. I don't mind trimming my muff but the rest of it seems like kind of a drag."

So that was taken care of too. Magical electrolysis thrown in for good measure. I thought about seeing whether a pot of gold might be included in the deal but decided not to push for it. I was getting plenty already.

By the time Mike got home I'm afraid I was a little worse for the wear, as far as drink was concerned, but I certainly wasn't too wasted to suck his cock. I had invited him to come over to my place as soon as he was off work and the moment he came through the door I was in his arms, smothering him with kisses.

"Oh, Mike it's real! I'm real! It's all official now!" I ranted.

"Hey, slow down," Mike said with a chuckle.

"I can't. I'm giddy. I'm tipsy. I'm bouncing off the walls with joy! And I'm in love...so in love," I said as I slid down in front of him and unzipped his pants.

"Don't you want to talk about it? I barely got in the door," said Mike.

"No, I want to put your dick in my mouth," I said with a grin as I pulled his cock out of his pants and began to stroke it. "I think that would be a great way to greet you every time you come home."

"You'll get no objection here," Mike replied as I started to suck him off.

It was kind of a sloppy blowjob, but Mike didn't seem to care. He just moaned happily and stroked my hair. It felt so good to be celebrating my womanhood like this. Plus it was nice to be on my knees and not have to try and stand up straight in my inebriated condition.

I guess I must have been doing something right, despite the sloppiness, because Mike began to cum sooner than usual. I took a good grip on his shaft and stroked him pretty hard as I held the tip of his dick a couple of inches away from my open lips  and extended tongue so that Mike could enjoy the view of his jizz shooting into my mouth.

Things calmed down a little after that and I finally got some much needed food that wasn't semen into my stomach. Even without all the booze I had consumed I think I would have been pretty intoxicated. My head was swimming and my heart seemed to be soaring.

"I'm your woman now, darling, I really am!" I gushed. "If you still want me to be."

"Of course I want you to be," Mike replied. "Why wouldn't I?"

"Oh, I don't know. I was afraid that maybe you were just saying all of those nice things to me because you knew that I wasn't really female and I wouldn't expect to hold you to them," I said with a laugh. "You can say anything to a girl who you know is going to turn back into a guy at any moment."

"I didn't say anything to you that I didn't mean with all my heart. I'm happy because you seem to be so happy. I'm sure you made the right choice, and I'm not just saying that because this is the way I want you. I really believe that this is the way that you want to be."

"It is, Mike, I know it is. It's crazy, and illogical, and impulsive, but it feels right. What else can I say? I love being a woman, and if I can be the kind of woman you love, than I love it even more."


CHAPTER 18:

I was sorry to see Paddy go, when he headed back to Ireland, but he assured me that he'd be back soon enough. He had his business interests to tend to over here, and he enjoyed the nightlife, so I figured he would be back as soon as possible.

It took a while to work my way around to telling everyone who needed to know about my gender change but it all went pretty smoothly. I leaned on my sister quite a bit for help and advice, which was kind of funny since she was younger than me, but she obviously had much more experience being female.

It wasn't long before Mike and I moved in together, and I did try to keep my BJ greeting going as much as possible. Since I worked at home I had the chance to be more domestic, which I loved, and nothing made me happier than greeting my man at the door buck naked, sucking his cock, and then serving him a nice dinner.

For his part Mike treated me like gold. He actually spoiled me rotten with gifts and flowers and surprise dinners at my favorite restaurants. And as a lover he kept me totally satisfied in every way possible.

It was so hard to believe everything that had happened to me, and how quickly it had all transpired. If I had been parked in a different location, or had come back to my car just a little later I probably never would have met Paddy and none of this would ever have happened. I don't know whether there was some divine power guiding me towards this joyous transformation, but one thing was sure...it had definitely been my lucky day!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I felt like writing a St. Patrick's Day story, just for the heck of it, and the leprechaun thing just seemed like a natural fit. Leprechauns are mischievous little devils so it seemed quite possible that one, especially one with a desire to be female himself, might pull a little body swap on some unsuspecting victim just for a lark. Naturally, being a protagonist in one of my stories, it doesn't take much for Jim to realize that he had just been handed the greatest gift in the world, but that's because I'm so obsessed with fucking and sucking men's cocks...your results may vary.
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