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 Chapter One



I looked at my phone, knowing what I would see: a text message from my best friend, Nia. She was currently living her best life in a bar that had whipped up some green beer for the holiday. The text included a selfie of her getting her nipple sucked by a guy who wasn’t her husband. Her husband, Jim, stood next to her, cheering on the other fellow.



It was just after midnight on March 18th, so technically, it wasn’t St. Patrick’s Day anymore, but the party wouldn’t stop until the bar shut down.



I sighed. “Well, it looks like Nia’s having fun.”



“That’s nice,” said Oscar, my husband, lying in bed next to me.



“I remember having fun,” I said.



“You could’ve gone,” Oscar said. “I’m sure Nia would love to have you there to witness her shenanigans.”



I rolled my eyes. He knew why I didn’t go out and party with Nia like I had every other St. Patrick’s Day for the last few years. We were beyond broke, and buying copious amounts of green beer just wasn’t in the cards.



“I’m not gonna bum drinks from my friends,” I said.



“Look, if they’re really your friends, they wouldn’t mind spotting you a few bucks here and there.”



“You’re right,” I said. “They wouldn’t. But I don’t want them to know how bad things are with us.”



He rolled over, turning away from me, and said, “Shouldn’t be partying too much anyway. It’s a Wednesday night, for God’s sake.”



“What’s that matter?” I asked. “Not like you have to work tomorrow. Or any day, for that matter.”



“Is that another crack at me being unemployed?”



“I didn’t mean it that way,” I lied, “but since you brought it up: did you find any good leads today?”



“No,” he said. It was the same answer he gave whenever I asked the question.



“Did you try that new jobs website I sent you the link to?” I asked. “It’s supposed to be better than Indeed.”



“Not yet,” he said. “But you know what I did see today?”



“What’s that?” I asked.



“A rainbow. On St. Patrick’s Day!”



“So?” I asked.



“So I should’ve followed it to the end,” he said. “You know, to get the pot of gold. Then you’d get off my back about finding a job.”



I shouldn’t have indulged him. He was being ridiculous, I know that, but part of me couldn’t help wondering if he was trying to make me feel a little better by joking about the holiday. So I played along.



“Well, it wouldn’t have been that easy,” I said.



“No?”



“No. Leprechauns don’t give you their pot of gold just because you find the end of the rainbow.”



“Really? Then how do you get it?”



I shrugged. “I don’t know. But I’ve heard they’re constantly running from one end of the rainbow to the other with the gold, so it’s never in one place for very long.”



“How’s anyone supposed to get the pot of gold then?” he asked.



He seemed to be taking this way more seriously than he should.



“I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe you could offer them something for it. Something they might want.”



“And what would that be?”



“How should I know?” I asked.



He laughed. “You seem to be the leprechaun expert all of a sudden. I bet I know what would work.”



“What’s that?”



“Pussy.”



I rolled my eyes. Somehow he thought the answer to everything was pussy. I had to admit it was, in fact, the answer to a lot of things, so he might have had a point.



“I guess you’d have been out of luck then,” I said. “Probably a good thing you didn’t waste your time trying to find the end of the rainbow.”



“Ah, but if I’d had you with me,” he said, letting his thought trail off.



I playfully smacked his shoulder. “I can’t believe you’d whore me out for gold.”



“Only for a lot of gold,” he said. “I mean, it’d depend on exactly how big a pot we’re talking.”



“So this isn’t like the time you dared me to suck Maddox’s cock for five dollars?”



“It was twenty,” he corrected me, “and that was just a joke.”



“I’m not so sure,” I said. “You wouldn’t stop asking me if I was sorry I didn’t do it as you fucked me that night. I think you wanted me to do it for real.”



“For real?” he said. “Nah. Fantasy and reality are two different things.”



“You’re the one talking about looking for a pot of gold at the end of a rainbow,” I pointed out.



“It’s all bullshit,” he said, suddenly sounding very serious. “There’s no pot of gold at the end of the rainbow, and working yourself to death for pennies is every bit as dumb.”



This again. Oscar was somehow offended that he might have to work for a living like almost everyone else on the planet. I didn’t exactly love my job as a waitress, but it paid the bills. Barely. Not for the first time, I wondered how much of Oscar’s apathy I could put up with before I finally had to put my foot down and make him get another job.



But I had other concerns at the moment. The talk about whoring me out for a pot of gold and sucking off his friend for twenty dollars got me revved up. I felt my pussy lips tingling as they swelled, moistened by my juices. Damn the lazy bastard, but Oscar knew what to say to get me off.



And yeah, seeing my best friend’s nipple in the mouth of someone who wasn’t her husband hadn’t hurt, either.



I tapped Oscar on the shoulder, intending on inviting him to help me out with the quite pleasant problem I now had in my underwear, but he was snoring. Fantasizing about sharing me with his friends used to get him going, too, but maybe those days were over.



I sighed and opened my nightstand drawer. I took out my trusty vibrator and set it on high. I was hoping the noise would wake up Oscar so he might join me. It didn’t, and neither did my cries when I came both times.



They weren’t the worst orgasms I’d ever had, but they sure weren’t the best, either.



St. Patrick’s Day used to be one of my favorite holidays: fun with friends, an excuse to get a little wilder than usual, celebrating my heritage that I really only thought about on this day. And, yes, I’m aware that much about the holiday was American bastardization and had nothing to do with Ireland. But I loved all of it, just the same.



Maybe those days were over, too.



I put the vibrator away. I went to the bathroom to clean myself up and put on a pair of dry panties. I turned off the light and thought about green beer and Nia’s husband watching another guy make out with his wife as I drifted off to sleep.







 Chapter Two



I opened my eyes and felt completely awake and refreshed. That’s not something I was used to these days, with all the overtime I put in at my job to try to make ends meet. It seemed like I always woke up still tired, no matter how much sleep I got.



I was so stunned by the strange feeling of alertness, it took me a moment to realize I wasn’t in my bed anymore. Open skies and a grassy field had replaced my crappy apartment.



And I was directly under a rainbow.



I realized I was dreaming — I must have been, right? — but I struggled with making myself believe it. It didn’t feel like a dream, but I can’t articulate precisely why I felt that way. Everything just seemed more real than any dream I’d ever had, including those that I had previously thought felt real.



I could smell, for one thing. I don’t remember ever smelling anything in a dream before. But now I smelled fresh air, and I mean actual fresh air, which you don’t get even in a small city like where I live. I smelled the grass around me, the earthy smell of the ground on which I lay. The air smelled the way it does in the country after a fierce rainstorm, but the ground felt dry, so it was quite… magical.



Magical.



No other word for what I was feeling.



“What the hell?” Oscar said.



I jumped when I heard his voice. I’d had dreams before that included him, but for some reason, his presence in this one seemed wrong.



Still, I told him, “Calm down. It’s just a dream.”



“Oh,” he said. “Good.”



“It’s about time you’re waking up,” said another voice I didn’t recognize.



I sat up, realizing I was wearing the t-shirt and fresh panties I’d put on before going to sleep. That in and of itself felt strange, but I pushed the thought out of my mind. What do I usually wear in my dreams? I honestly can’t recall.



A leprechaun stood by our feet, looking down on us.



I mean, I guess he was a leprechaun. He was wearing more or less the American idea of a Leprechaun’s outfit. All green, with a thick black belt, a hat, funny shoes. You know what I mean. But that’s where the comparison ended.



This leprechaun, if that’s what he was, was jacked. Taller than anyone I knew, with broad shoulders and muscles that threatened to tear apart his green suit.



And a cock whose outline I could see through his pants. It looked bigger than many entire leprechauns I’d seen in drawings.



“I see you eyeing my cock,” he said. “That’s a good sign, considering what you’re here for.”



“What I’m here for?” I asked.



“You’re here for my pot of gold,” he said. “Or have I mistaken your deepest desires?”



“My deepest desires?” I asked, mad at myself that all I seemed to do was repeat what the leprechaun had just said.



“Well, I suppose technically speaking, they’re his deepest desires,” he said, pointing to Oscar.



“This is a weird dream I’m having,” Oscar said.



I was mad about that, too. Didn’t Oscar realize this was my dream and not his?



And then I suddenly remembered what we’d been talking about before we went to sleep. Oscar wanted to offer me up to a leprechaun in exchange for his pot of gold.



I burst out in laughter. What a silly dream this was!



“I’m glad you’re in such a good mood,” the leprechaun said. “I’m sure I’d have fun either way, but it’s nice to see you’re going to enjoy yourself, too!”



“You’re a lot bigger than I imagined,” I said.



The leprechaun laughed a full, throaty laugh. “In more ways than one, I assure you. Surely you know that myths, even when based in fact, don’t get all the details right.”



And neither do dreams, I thought.



I got on my knees, only inches away from the cock that was pushing the leprechaun’s pants outward. I don’t know if it was because I’d gone to sleep after masturbating or if it was the nature of the dream itself, but all I wanted was to take that gorgeous Irish fairy’s dick into my mouth.



“Do you have a name?” I asked.



He cocked his head and said, “You know what? I actually don’t. I never really thought about that before.”



“That’s okay,” I said, unbuckling that ridiculously large belt buckle. “You have the only thing that matters right now.”



“Are you really doing this?” Oscar asked from beside me.



I shrugged. “Sure, why not? It’s just a dream anyway, right?”



“I guess,” Oscar said. “It sure feels real, though.”



I laughed. “I’m kneeling in front of a six-foot-tall leprechaun, about to take his giant cock out and suck it, and you think it feels real?”



“I guess you’re right,” Oscar said.



“I feel sorry for you,” I said. “The real you, I mean. I know how much you’ve always wanted to see me suck another man’s cock.”



“I told you, that’s only a fantasy,” Oscar said, and I thought it was amazing how much the dream Oscar sounded like the real one. “I don’t know how I’d feel about you doing it for real.”



“Well, you’re about to find out,” I said, finally freeing the monster the leprechaun had kept hidden. “Tell you what, since he doesn’t have a name of his own, why don’t we just call him Maddox?”



“I like that name,” the leprechaun — who I’ll call Maddox from now on — said.



“And I like your cock, Maddox,” I said, holding it in one hand, so the tip was right in front of my mouth.



“Suck my cock, Ryan,” Maddox said. “And then maybe we’ll talk about getting you your very own pot of gold.”



“Better be more than talk,” Oscar said.



“Quiet!” both Maddox and I said at the same time.



I slowly stroked Maddox’s massive shaft, leaning toward him to let the tip brush my lips ever so slightly. He moaned and swayed back and forth, and I giggled as I thought about how similar human men and leprechauns were when you were about to suck their cocks.



“Teasing doesn’t get you your pot of gold,” Maddox said.



“So impatient,” I said, noting another similarity between leprechauns and mortal men. “But that’s okay, because so am I.”



And I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock.



“Holy shit, that’s so hot,” Oscar said as I stroked Maddox, sucking on his tip.



“Wait until I start fucking her,” Maddox said.



“I’m not sure how I feel about that,” Oscar said.



I stopped sucking Maddox long enough to say, “Good thing this isn’t your dream, isn’t it?”



“Yeah,” Maddox said, a hitch in his voice as I started sucking again. “Good thing it’s not a dream… uh, your dream.”



“That’s an odd thing for someone in my dream to tell me,” Oscar said.



There it was again: dream-Oscar thinking he was the one dreaming instead of me. He always had to be the center of attention, even when he wasn’t real. I was so mad about it, I almost said something. I probably would have if my mouth hadn’t been full of Maddox.



I massaged Maddox’s balls as I sucked his cock like it was the tastiest lollipop I’d had in my life. I took as much of him into my mouth as I could, gagging myself on his tip. When I felt his fingers run through my hair and grip my head, my heart skipped a beat. He was about to take control, and I was there for it.



Maddox moved my head back and forth along the length of his shaft. He was gentle but forceful at the same time. I couldn’t have pulled away if I’d wanted to, so it was a good thing that pulling away was the last thing on my mind. I kept sucking and licking and just let him use my head as he saw fit.



“Here it comes,” he announced.



I tried to prepare for the deluge of his cum, but it was pointless. I’ve never had much problem swallowing Oscar’s meager emissions, but Maddox’s was simply more voluminous than anything I’d had in my mouth before. It spilled out of his cock in wave after wave of hot, salty stickiness, and it was all I could do to gulp down the first little bit.



The leprechaun let go of my head, and I fell back onto my ass, dribbling otherworldly cum from my mouth as I gagged. Incredibly, he wasn’t done. He grabbed his cock and stroked it, shooting several more ropes of spunk all over my shirt as I fought hard to regain my composure.



“Holy shit,” Oscar said, uselessly.



I wiped my chin, scooping leprechaun cum from there into my mouth. Swallowing it, I sighed as I noticed Maddox was still, unbelievably, as hard as he had been at the beginning.



“I’m sorry about that,” he said. “I should have warned you about how much it was.”



“Don’t be sorry,” I said, gathering as much of his creamy goodness as I could from my shirt. “It’s delicious. Magically so.”



That earned a hearty laugh from the unlikely leprechaun as he watched me lick my fingers clean.



“Now for the main event,” Maddox said. “Take off your clothes.”



“Yes, sir,” I said, pulling my t-shirt over my head.







 Chapter Three



“Hang on,” Oscar said. “This is going too far.”



“Shut up, Oscar,” Maddox and I both said at the same time.



I stood up and slipped my panties off. Maddox held out his hand, and I somehow knew he wanted my panties, so I handed them to him.



He closed his eyes as he held my panties up to his nose and took in a deep breath.



“You smell lovely,” he said. He tossed the panties to Oscar. “Does she ever get that wet for you?”



Oscar looked at my panties as he rubbed his fingers through the moisture there.



“No,” he said. “At least, not from sucking my dick.”



Maddox laughed his deep, throaty laugh.



“Tell him,” Maddox said to me. “Tell him how much you want me to fuck you.”



I walked over to Oscar, who was still holding my panties. I caught a whiff of the smell Maddox seemed to like so much and marveled at my own arousal. I mean, of course, I felt how horny this dream was making me, but the smell was something else.



And there it was again — a smell so powerful in a dream when I could never before remember smelling anything. This was a dream I’d never forget.



“He’s going to fuck me now,” I said to my husband. “And do you know why?”



“So we can get a pot of gold?” Oscar asked.



I shook my head. “No. Because I want him to, and, deep down, I think you want that, too. Am I right?”



“I don’t know,” Oscar said, but he was lying.



At least, I thought he was. It’s not like it mattered. This was my dream, and I was going to do whatever the hell felt right.



And I had a hunch that having that massive leprechaun cock inside me would feel so right.



“But we will get the gold, right?”



I rolled my eyes. Unbelievable.



Before I had a chance to turn around, Maddox was behind me. He reached around and mauled my breasts, causing gasps to come from both me and Oscar. What felt like a rod of steel pressed itself against my ass cheeks.



“Someone feels like they’re ready to go again already,” I said.



Maddox laughed, his breath hot against the back of my neck. “I’m always ready to go again. I could come a dozen times in a row and still not be spent.”



I giggled. “You hear that, Oscar? He’s not a one-and-done like someone I know.”



Oscar’s face went bright red in an instant.



Maddox swirled me around to face him, then shoved me back into my husband. We both fell backward, Oscar falling on his ass in a seated position, and I falling with my head in his lap. And then Maddox was on me, and then Maddox was in me.



The leprechaun was so fast his cock was inside me before I knew what was happening. It should have been painful, but it was anything but. I don’t know if it was because I was just that wet for him or if there is something actually magical about a leprechaun’s cock. Whatever the reason, there was none of the usual initial discomfort I’d experienced with guys before my husband, who was a bit on the smaller side. 



There was nothing but pleasure inside me as Maddox pummeled my pussy.



It was hard to feel anything but that pleasure as I felt my orgasm building, but I did notice Oscar playing with my hair as the leprechaun did his thing. I also noticed Oscar’s cock pressing against the back of my head. It was more than pressing; Oscar was moving his hips, using my head to masturbate.



It was nice that all three of us were having a good time.



None of us lasted very long. I was almost there when Maddox came for a second time, flooding my pussy with his prodigious cum and sending me over the edge into a screaming fit of a climax. And my husband came, too. I felt the warm dampness from his cum through his pants and my hair.



I hadn’t quite come down entirely from my orgasm as I said to him, “I knew you wanted this.”



Maddox pulled out of me, leaving behind an awful emptiness that I wanted desperately to be filled. Unbeknownst to me, I was going to get my wish, and quite soon.



“So when do we get our gold?” Oscar asked.



My husband has quite the one-track-mind.



“When our price is met,” Maddox said as he stood up. His cock continued to drip leprechaun semen onto the ground and onto me.



“Our?” Oscar asked.



Maddox nodded. “I am but one of many guardians. The treasure at hand requires all of us to be satisfied.”



“All of you?” I asked, terrified and thrilled at the same time.



“Yes,” Maddox said. “Now that you’ve passed the initial test, the rest of my brethren have more tasks for you.”



He waved his hands in the air, and more rainbows appeared in the sky. There were so many of them it seemed the sky itself was made of rainbows. And as suddenly as they appeared, they disappeared.



And an army of leprechauns had appeared, lined up in two neat rows behind Maddox. Some of them looked like Maddox, tall and muscular. Others looked closer to what you’d expect a leprechaun to look like: short, pudgy, almost ugly. And everything in between.



The rows of leprechauns were so long I couldn’t tell how many there were. They were all naked, their cocks standing at attention. As if they were ready to be serviced.









 Chapter Four



“That’s a lot of leprechauns,” Oscar said.



My heart thudded in my chest as I tried to imagine what “tasks” this group of magical beings might have in store for me.



“Normally, we leprechauns are a solitary bunch,” Maddox said. Lowering his voice, he said, “We don’t like each other very much, truth be told. The only time you’ll find us gathered is if we’re going to reward a human with a pot of gold.



“Wait a minute,” Oscar said. “She has to fuck all of these… people to get the gold?”



Maddox laughed. “Maybe not,” he said. “Some of them may choose her mouth or hands.”



“What about my ass?” I asked, wondering if leprechaun cock would make anal sex completely painless the way it did the vaginal variety.



“Ryan!” Oscar said. “You’ve never even let me do that!”



“You don’t have a magical cock,” I said. “In any sense of the word.”



Maddox laughed that laugh again.



“Are you ready?” he asked.



“No,” I said, laughing. “But let’s do it anyway.”



I started crawling toward the lines of leprechauns, hoping Oscar was enjoying the sight of Maddox’s cum dripping from my pussy. I giggled a little as I thought of how jealous I’d been of Nia having a blast at the bar. Drinking green beer and making out with someone other than your husband seemed absolutely dull now.



The first leprechaun I came to was a stereotypical one. Short, fat, and sporting a thick red beard that almost reached his cock. To be completely honest, he disgusted me a little, and I saw many more leprechauns down the line that were a lot more like Maddox than him.



But I wanted him first.



Part of it was, I figured if I got him out of the way first, I’d enjoy the more attractive ones even more. But some of it was me leaning into the knowledge that this was all a silly dream. The thought of someone as hot as me servicing — submitting — to a nasty little man like this was hilarious, really.



Also, he may have been little, but his cock definitely wasn’t. I grabbed it and stroked it, feeling a strange satisfaction as he moaned quietly. I increased my speed, thinking I could just get him off quickly and move on to the more Maddox-like leprechauns.



But I had to know if all leprechaun cum was delicious.



I lay the tip of the little man’s cock on my tongue and looked up at him. His eyes went wide in surprise, which I found funny. I was completely at the mercy of these magical creatures, after all, and while I wasn’t exactly being forced into anything, I got the sense that denying them whatever they wanted wouldn’t have been easy. My point being, he could have stuck his dick in my mouth anytime he wanted. I was strangely touched by the idea that he was letting me call the shots.



I was ashamed that I’d thought of him as disgusting, and I was determined to make it up to him.



I teased him a bit by moving my head ever so slightly back and forth, so the bottom of his cock’s head slid gently across my tongue. He started leaking precum, which was every bit as tasty as Maddox’s full load. I closed my mouth around him and sucked in earnest.



As I did so, hands were suddenly on me, around me, inside me. Fingers probed my pussy and my ass, and hands massaged my tits. My nipples were pinched, pulled, and twisted, and then there was a mouth on either side of my neck.



I felt another orgasm well on its way from all the attention I was receiving.



I held out my hands and was instantly rewarded with a cock in each one. There were so many leprechauns around me I couldn’t even see the faces of the magical men whose shafts I now stroked. But I didn’t care; I stroked them with as much care and vigor as I could muster. After only a moment, I had a good rhythm going with the two new cocks in my hands and the one in my mouth, even as more and more hands and fingers explored every inch of my body.



I heard Oscar saying things but had no idea what those things were. He was probably asking about gold and pots of it again, but to be honest, I couldn’t give a shit. I’ve never in my life felt so full, so warm, so desired, as I did at that moment, with cocks in my hands and mouth and strange fingers in my ass and cunt. The experience itself was payment enough.



Even if it was all just a dream.



The little man shot his load into my throat with no warning, but luckily it wasn’t nearly as big as Maddox’s, and I had no trouble swallowing all of it. And, since I know you’re beside yourself with curiosity: yes, it was every bit as delicious as the first bit of leprechaun spunk I’d had.



Every bit as magical.



The two cocks in my hand exploded as I finished swallowing the little guy’s gift, bathing me in cum on both sides of my face and shoulders. When I realized what was happening, I turned my face to the left, then to the right, in a desperate attempt to get as much of the tasty substance as I could.



As it turned out, I had nothing to worry about. There was plenty to be had, so much that by the time it was over, I almost got my fill.



Almost.



Large hands grabbed my hips, pulling my ass higher into the air and forcing the upper half of my body to the ground. My ass cheeks were spread, and the cock head of a leprechaun I hadn’t seen yet was suddenly at a hole to which I’d never granted anyone permission to enter.



But this guy had my permission, even if I didn’t explicitly say so.



Just as I’d experience no discomfort when Maddox rammed his giant rod into my pussy, I felt nothing but pleasure as this one opened up my backside. I braced myself for pain but, despite feeling him use no lube and pushing himself inside me at a fairly fast rate, none came.



I’d never understood the appeal of anal sex but my God… if it felt even a little like this with a regular man, I’d been missing out. It was a feeling of an intense fullness, combined with attention to nerves I never realized existed, and I was in heaven.



He pounded my ass with every bit as much force as Maddox had my pussy. After a short while, I stopped wincing with the expectation of pain and just let myself enjoy it. It was absurd, yes, but many dreams are.



Right?



I moaned as the leprechaun inside me made my ass his bitch. I moaned even more as another one reached a hand underneath me and began massaging my clit. I came several times before the one in my ass unloaded his magical cum inside me. I don’t even know how many times I came, but it seemed like I would never stop.



When the one inside my ass pulled out, most of his cum flooded out of me. I wanted to scoop it up in my hands to see if he tasted like the others, but I was too exhausted to move much by that point. I collapsed on the ground, breathing heavy and still feeling waves of pleasure from my multiple orgasms.



And then I heard a question in a voice I wouldn’t have expected to hear.



“Is it my turn?”



It was a female voice.









 Chapter Five



With not a little effort, I rolled over onto my back and looked up to see the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. She had light brown hair with just a hint of red and bright blue eyes and seemed to have as many freckles on her face as there were stars in the sky. Her skin was so pale as to be almost literally white. Her tits weren’t huge, but they were big enough I admit to a bit of jealousy when I realized they weren’t sagging even a little.



She was perfect, but she was staring at me as if I were the perfect one.



“You seem surprised to see a female leprechaun,” she said.



“I’ve never heard of female leprechauns before,” Oscar said.



Great. He was still here. And he was looking the magical lady up and down like she was a piece of meat.



“There aren’t many of us, it’s true,” she said, not taking her eyes off of me. “It just makes those of us who do exist all the more special.”



“You look very special,” I said, and it was true. I’d never really been attracted to women before. I’d never done more than jokingly make out with another woman (Nia, of course) before, but I wanted this female leprechaun just as much as I’d ever wanted a man.



“I want you, too,” she said.



“Mind-reading,” I said. “That’s a neat trick.”



She moved to stand over me, her glistening pussy lips looming obscenely over my face. She looked down at me and smiled.



“I’ve got all sorts of neat tricks,” she said. “Do you want to give me a name like you did Maddox?”



“Can I call you Faith?” I asked.



Her laughter was musical as she said, “Only if you admit it’s because the only Irish phrase you know is ‘faith and begorrah.’”



“Not true,” I said. “I could call you Erin, like in ‘Erin go Bragh.’”



“Let’s stick with Faith,” she said.



“Hey, uh,” Oscar said, ruining the moment. “Think I can, you know, get in on this, too?”



Faith sighed. “You’re not really my type,” she said to my husband. “But a lot of the guys here -- most, probably -- are pansexual if you want to give some of them a try.”



Oscar wandered off. I laughed at the thought of him propositioning some leprechauns as Faith lowered herself to me.



Stupidly, the only thing I could think of as her cunt pressed against my tongue was that Nia was going to be so jealous that I ate out another woman before her.



I tried to do to her what I like done to me, focusing mostly on her clit with the occasional deep dive of my tongue into her pussy. I alternated licking with kissing, my lips caressing her slick folds as passionately as they used to kiss my husband’s mouth. It seemed to do the job. Before long, Faith was moaning, and her juices were filling my mouth. And they were every bit as tasty as the cum I’d already swallowed.



A cock entered my pussy, but I had no way of knowing whose; Faith’s cunt was all I knew or cared about. Two more cocks found their way into my hands, and I half-heartedly stroked them. I couldn’t afford to exert any real effort at pleasing anyone but this Irish goddess on my face.



Faith bore down harder against my mouth and began grinding me. I couldn’t do much but hold my mouth open, tongue out, as she rode my face for all she was worth. She squealed in pleasure, more and more of her juices flooding into my mouth and onto my face.



The cock inside me painted my pussy walls with cum and was quickly replaced with another. The two in my hands came all over Faith and me, and then two more took their place just as the one now inside my pussy exploded. Cum rained down onto Faith’s chest and my forehead from several leprechauns jacking off onto us while watching the show. Then another leprechaun was inside my pussy, and another, and another.



This went on for some time.



I came at least twice during the time Faith rode my face, screaming into the wet warmth of her cunt. It may have even been three times, or four. Out of this whole strange experience, the time I spent with my face being used by Faith’s pussy seems the most dreamlike, and I have trouble remembering it now.



But I remember how it made me feel. And that was beside myself with pleasure. With desire. With need.



Finally, after what seemed like forever but also a time too short, Faith pressed down even harder onto my face and let out a long and loud squeal that I thought might shatter my eardrums.



Her pussy flooded my face with delicious nectar.



She stayed on me, slowly grinding, as she came down from her orgasm. I panicked a little, struggling to breathe. My lungs burned, and my chest ached, and I thought I might die with this beautiful woman on my face. With a cock pounding my pussy and two more in my hands.



I gasped for air when she dismounted.



When the three cocks still being serviced finished, the male leprechauns left Faith and me alone for a bit. Oscar was also nowhere to be found. He might have just disappeared, the way people sometimes do in dreams. Faith lay next to me and stroked my hair, pulling cum out of it (seriously, there was so much cum!) and licking it off her fingers. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and I told her so.



“They’re mostly useless, like most males,” she said, “but they do taste yummy, don’t they?”



“So do you,” I said. “I don’t ever want to wake up from this dream.”



“You shouldn’t say things like that around fairies,” she said. “But, of course, this isn’t a dream.”



I laughed. “If you say so.”



“I do say so,” she said. “On some level, you have to know this isn’t all in that pretty little head of yours.”



I did know that. As impossible as it was, I was starting to realize the truth: leprechauns were real, and I had been fucked and otherwise used by so many of them I’d already lost track. And looking at the ones still standing at attention not that far away, my job was far from over.



“What am I doing?” I asked, tearing up. The realization I’d been denying was crashing down on me.



“You’re having fun,” Faith said, kissing my forehead. “And when all is said and done, you’ll be wealthy beyond your wildest dreams. What more could a girl want?”



I snuggled against her, seeking comfort amid chaos. “I just wanted to go out on St. Patrick’s Day with my best friend like I always do.”



“What would you say if I told you I could make that happen?” she asked.



I rolled my eyes. “That’s impossible. The day is over.”



She sighed. “After everything you’ve seen, and done, and tasted… you’re going to lie there and tell me something is impossible?”



“Leprechauns are real,” I said, sitting up and looking at my waiting suitors. “And they taste delicious. But no one can turn back time.”



Faith motioned to the army of leprechauns, and they moved toward us.



“We’ll see about that,” she said. “Are you ready for more?”



I shrugged. “You gonna help me?”



She smiled, lying on her back and pulling me to her. “In a manner of speaking.”



I sighed happily as I straddled her face, magical cocks presenting themselves to me for the taking.









 Epilogue



The first thing I should have noticed when I “woke up” was all of the cum sticking to my skin and hair. And I should have noticed I was naked when I knew for sure I’d been wearing a t-shirt and panties. The first thing I actually noticed was how tired I still was. I mean, I’m used to feeling tired all of the time — adulting, am I right? — but this was a tired beyond anything I’d ever felt. It felt like I’d just had the most intense workout of my life.



Which, of course, was absolutely correct.



But, despite my conversation with Faith, my mind wasn’t ready to accept the truth. I lay there for just a moment, wondering how in the world I was going to make it through a full workday, feeling as tired as I did. And then I noticed the cum.



And I blamed Oscar.



It was ridiculous, of course. There was so much cum, and it was everywhere — in my hair, covering most of my skin, leaking out of my pussy and ass — so there was no way Oscar could be responsible. Half the time when he comes, there’s not enough to fill a thimble, much less coat nearly every square inch of my body.



But I blamed him anyway.



He was still asleep, so I smacked him and asked what the hell he had done.



“I didn’t do anything,” he said, not looking at me and seeing the shape I was in. “I had the weirdest dream, though…”



“Leprechauns?” I asked.



He sat up, turned, and looked at me, his eyes getting wider as he tried to speak but couldn’t.



“I don’t think it was a dream,” I said, speaking the truth that had been there, in the back of my mind, since before I “woke up.”



“You fucked all those leprechauns?” he asked.



“I think I did,” I said, feeling a chill run all through my body. I noticed he was naked now, too, and he hadn’t been for most of the “dream.” “Did… did you fuck any?”



“I don’t want to talk about it,” he said. He focused his gaze on something on the floor on my side of the bed and said, “I don’t believe it.”



I looked to where he was looking and saw a gigantic black pot of gold. There was so much of it, piles of gold coins had spilled out all around it.



We both started laughing, despite the realization of what I’d been up to all night.



As we stared at our impossible windfall, a shimmering glow enveloped the pot of gold, and it changed before our eyes. Where once stood a stereotypical leprechaun’s treasure now sat tall stacks of cold, hard, American hundred dollar bills.



“What the fuck?” Oscar asked.



I shrugged. “Easier to use than gold,” I said.



My phone buzzed from my nightstand. Picking it up, I saw a text from Nia.



Sorry it’s so early, but just wanted to say I can’t wait until tonight! It’s gonna be a blast!



I had no idea what she could mean until I looked at the date.



March 17th.



Faith was true to her word. I was getting a second chance to have fun on St. Patrick’s Day.



I laughed when I thought there was no way my second chance at fun would be better than my first.







 If you liked this story, here’s another one you may also enjoy
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Hi! My name’s Grace. After months of trying, my husband Mason finally talked me into a swinging party with three of his friends and their significant others. But circumstances conspired against us and I found myself the sole female in attendance!



 



Over some protests from Mason, I decided we should go ahead with the party. After all, I had three eager guys to please (four if you count my conflicted hubby).



 



And I always aim to please.



 




Get WHEN SWINGING GOES WRONG here

 .



 









 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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 creates incredibly filthy, sometimes romantic, erotic tales featuring emotional depth and kinks such as hotwife/cuckold, humiliation, BDSM, and exhibitionism.



 



See Sterling’s complete catalog
 
here
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