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Fiona couldn’t believe it. Her mother
had always filled her head with tales of the fey folk which she had
realized long ago were simply stories to entertain and sometimes
frighten children. Still, if the odd little fellow she was watching
wasn’t a leprechaun, she didn’t know what he could be. She was
walking home from the pub where she worked for a meager living
serving beer and ale, and suffering a continuous stream of would be
suitors who would “take her away from all this” while at the same
time patting her bottom every time her hands were too full to ward
off their half-teasing gestures. Every night there was at least one
whom would end up being escorted out of the place by the burly man
who she worked for, and who tried in vain to prevent his rowdy
patrons from going too far.

Fiona could perhaps have at least
reduced the amount of unasked for slaps upon the bottom if she
hadn’t long ago figured out that the men who visited “The Wanton
Wench” were looking for just that. Whether or not they had a chance
of getting in her knickers was beside the point, as long as she
dressed as provocatively as she could get away with, and kept each
and every one of them thinking that he was the one, she would earn
far more in tips than her erstwhile employer could
afford.

Of course if her mother’s tales had
even a grain of truth to them, then she might not have to work as a
barmaid much longer. Of course the strange fellow might just be an
exceedingly ugly and short man who happened to dress like a puritan
in green, but Fiona doubted that very much. He seemed utterly
oblivious to Fiona’s presence, and was walking straight toward her.
She need only grab him when he came close enough and he would give
her his gold in order to regain his freedom.

He was coming up the path, very close
to her now. Fiona waited silently, amazed that he didn’t see her
even as he approached within arm’s length. With a sudden lunge, she
grasped the small man, and held him fast.

“What is this?” he cried,
looking wildly about.

“I have you, now you must
give me your gold if you would be released” she said, binding his
hands with ribbons quickly plucked from her hair.

The leprechaun looked at her carefully.
“You do not wish for my gold lass” he said. “Do you not know that
Leprechaun gold is cursed?”

“I’ll take my chances” Fiona
replied. “My old Mum warned me that you would do everything you
could to trick me into letting you go without giving it
up.”

“Oh, I’ll give it up without
a fight” he said, a twinkle in his eye that made her slightly
nervous.

“No tricks now. Where is
your gold?” she asked, growing more and more suspicious. To be
honest she had expected him to put up at least token resistance. It
was implied in her mother’s stories that the leprechaun would try
to trick the one who caught him rather than give up his
gold.

“This way” he replied,
motioning with his head and then walking back down the path with
Fiona in tow. They walked for no more than a hundred yards before
turning onto a path that Fiona would not even have known was there
had the leprechaun not turned and nearly disappeared into the
growth that masked the beginning of the trail. This trail too they
turned from at a well hidden point, and beyond the screen of ivy
that hid the spot was a tiny glen, with a stream running through it
and a small door that could only lead to a cave beyond.

“Here it is” he said. “Home
it is and the place where I hide my gold.”

Fiona was getting an premonition of
something not being quite right about all this, but if there was
even a chance, she was too close to success to give up now. “Very
well, let’s get this over with. Show me your gold.”

“I warned you lass. It’s
right in here” the leprechaun said, opening the door to the little
cave. Fiona had to duck and stoop over to enter the low ceilinged
cave, and it made her slightly claustrophobic. He led her to the
back of the space where a bed that seemed far too large for him was
left unmade. Reaching under the bed he pulled out a cheap plastic
replica of an iron pot. It was filled with gold coins, which
appeared to be as fake as the pot.

 

“What is this?” Fiona
demanded to know.

“It’s my gold” the
leprechaun said, pushing the pot into her hands. “Even we
leprechauns are affected by inflation these days” he told her
winking.

Fiona was furious. She opened her mouth
to yell at him as she reached into the pot to grab a handful of the
fake coins to throw at him. She meant to demand his “real” pot of
gold, but nothing came out. She was suddenly struck by the fact
that he was truly hideous, and at the same time, the most
attractive creature she had ever seen. Even as a part of her mind
shouted “no” silently into her own thoughts, the part of her that
was now under the influence of the leprechaun’s “gold”, was panting
with lust for the hideous little creature. In the end it was latter
that won out, just as the leprechaun knew it would. He already had
his hands upon her bosoms, which were at the perfect height for his
probing mouth. Rending her dress at the seams he exposed her fair
globes and began to suckle as a babe humming with glee.

Fiona was torn between revulsion at the
sight of his gnarled lips upon her pert nipples, and a growing and
powerful sense of excitement. She couldn’t contain that moan that
broke free from her full lips. She clasped his head in her hands
and held him tight against her breast as he suckled first one and
then the other of her plump melons, throwing back her head and
ignoring that part of her which protested.

She could feel his hands now, loosening
her bodice, and in a moment she could feel her dress slipping down,
down, until lowering her arms, it slipped down her body leaving her
standing in the embrace of the lecherous little leprechaun wearing
nothing more than her bloomers. His rough hands slid down her back,
and under the waistband pushing this last vestige of decency down
her firm backside as his hands roughly grasped her pert posterior.
She nearly swooned when a wart covered digit slid into the cleft of
her bum and tickled the tiny pucker of her darkness.

Fiona could feel the turgid tip of his
phallus pressing against her leg just above the knee, and looking
down was shocked to find that his clothing had disappeared
entirely. She could not remember him taking the time to remove it,
and that was disconcerting, but that part of her that still
rebelled was shocked into silence by the dampening of her sex as
she looked upon his wrinkled and blemished skin and his nearly
hairless head. The creature looked like something from a nightmare,
and it was turning her on.

He would no doubt have been so
repugnant that she would have run in terror at the sight of his
nude form before but now that part of her that knew this had no
control over her body or actions. She gasped as his probing finger
dug roughly into her bottom, something she had never allowed, and
couldn’t believe it when she grasped his head in her hands and
kissed his ugly lips in gratitude for his naughty
penetration.

The leprechaun stepped back then,
looking into her eyes as he took his tool in his hand. It was as
ugly as he was. Covered in warts, it looked as big as her forearm,
and dripped green tinted precum from its tip. She found herself
soon
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