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Futanari Troubles

Chapter 1

Cum dripped down Clive’s vagina, squeezing its way past the vibrator in his pussy. Leg’s shaking, he tried to focus on the baseball game. His mind reeled, trying to figure out how he landed in this position. Gender swapped at the baseball game with a vibrator in his pussy. After wiping the sweat from his brow, Clive cleared his throat and punched his left hand into the glove on his right. Knees bent, he waited for the next pitch.

“I’ll sort this whole gender swap thing out after the game,” he muttered. He ran a hand through his messy black hair and gritted his teeth, trying to stay focussed on the moment. Unfortunately, this moment was full of distractions. The vibrator tickled his insides. He forced down a moan and danced from foot to foot to distract himself from the constant motion.

Once a strapping, strong young man, Clive’s muscles were replaced by soft curves and small breasts. Earlier in the day, he filled out his uniform with bulging arms and a thick neck, but now his feminine form swam in all the extra fabric. Luckily, the unnamed futanari woman made his breasts smaller. At first glance, he looked androgynous, but upon closer inspection, he was clearly a woman. Right down to his higher-pitched voice.

Rod stood on the pitcher's mound, glancing back at Clive. He heard the muttered statement and raised an eyebrow. Clive stared at the ground, embarrassed by his situation. The pitcher scratched his nose and turned around to throw the ball. A loud crack echoed through the field and the baseball shot into the air above Clive. Practiced motions moved Clive’s feet without thinking. He darted to the second base, and the shortstop ran into the field. The ball hit the ground once, and the shortstop threw it to Clive. The ball smashed into his glove with a satisfying slap and Clive grabbed it and threw it to his best friend Devin on first base.

Devin caught the ball and stood with one foot on the first base. A successful play. The crowd cheered, calling out to their favorite players. The game played out for another five pitches and a few more successful throws. Blushing and fighting the urge to moan and scream, Clive’s jaw ached from clenching it tightly. Devin’s bald head glistened in the sunlight. He wore a trim red beard that covered his thin lips.

After the inning, Clive walked into the dugout and blushed, trying to hide the fact that his body was more feminine than normal. He hoped nobody noticed, but the stares from his teammates told him otherwise. Clive sat at the far end, avoiding the stares and unasked questions. As his ass touched the bench, he bumped the vibrator in his pants and pushed it deeper into himself. A soft moan escaped his lips. Clive blushed and buried his face in his hands.

“Dude, are you alright?” Devin whispered. He sat down next to Clive and placed his wooden bat on the bench in between them. The rest of the team did their best not to stare at Clive.

“I’m not sure. I’m just trying to make it through the day,” Clive cleared his throat. He pulled off his baseball cap and stared at the team logo for their school.

“Let’s get you to a doctor,” his eyes fixed on Clive’s small breasts he added, “Unless you want to stay like this.”

“Fuck that,” he mumbled.

The rest of the game played out and their team won. Clive cheered with his teammates. Their coach led them in a cheer, and they filed off of the field in clumps of excited players. They all drifted ahead of Clive toward the locker room. Stepping took considerable effort. The game ended, but Clive struggled to move his legs. He wanted to get the lacy panties off his ass and pull out the pink Vibrator. An idle thought crossed his mind, and he wanted to orgasm before taking it out. After dripping wet and ready for fun, Clive wanted a cock inside him. He shivered and leaned against bleachers for support as he walked.

A blond girl in a ponytail glared down from the bleachers at Clive. He glanced up at her, biting his lip and holding in a soft moan. Earlier in the game, he sexually harassed her and propositioned her for sex. The woman mistook his blushing and timid expression and stared at him with a concerned look. She gripped a baseball cap in one hand and a small purse in the other and darted down the bleachers.

Unable to run away from his pursuer, Clive hobbled away as fast as he could. Stepping gingerly, he took two paces before the woman accosted him and grabbed him by the shoulder.

“Hey, Clive,” she stared up at him with dark brown eyes that pulled his attention away from the rest of her pretty face. Frightened, he walked away and took an awkward step. The woman gripped him under the arm and said, “Are you feeling OK? I can help you walk to the locker room.”

“Why are you helping me?” he stared at her, confused that she would offer him a kindness after he treated her poorly. The sound of the vibrator hummed lightly in the background as the cheering crowd disappeared and the commotion of the game came to an end.

“Do you hear that?” the woman asked, glancing around them. “There’s a humming sound.” Her eyes searched the vicinity, but she could not find the source of the sound.

Clive shrugged and took another step. His breath caught as he tried to speak and it came out in a soft sensual tone, “Thanks for helping me. I need to get going.”

“You can barely walk,” she urged him forward and Clive tried to follow her pace, but he barely controlled his breathing.

Waves of warm pleasure surged from his vagina and coursed through his body. He would not be able to hold back his orgasm for much longer. Clive leaned against the woman and clenched her shoulder as he let out a soft moan. His breasts brushed against her side and he pulled her body close to his. Wet with his cum, the vibrator shifted in his vagina fell free from him. The pink device slid down his pant leg and bounced onto the ground in front of them.

Clive jumped on top of it and grabbed it with both hands. He flipped it over trying to turn it off, but the switch was wet and his fingers slipped twice before the woman next to him grabbed it from his hands. Clive pushed her hands away and pulled at the pink vibrator trying to get it back, but she flipped the switch turning it off and stared up at Clive on the verge of laughing.

She leaned in close and whispered, “Are you secretly a woman?”

Panicked, Clive blushed and ran away from her. The blond woman held the vibrator in one hand and laughed as he ran away. Clive needed to find the futanari woman that cursed him and put an end to this whole mess.


Chapter 2

The instructions to change his clothes in front of his team frightened Clive. To lift the curse, he needed to keep the vibrator in his pussy and change clothes in front of his teammates, revealing that he is now a woman to them. Only after that can he turn back into a man. Clive walked the halls outside the locker room with sweat dripping down his forehead. He adjusted the baseball uniform and debated going through with the second part of his instructions, but he no longer had the vibrator.

Clive walked into the locker room and glanced around nervously. Men in various states of undress joked and chatted in the after game hype of their win. Devin sat on a bench with a towel around his waist, flipping through his phone.

Rod stood in front of him asking, “What happened to Clive?”

Devin combed his beard with an idle hand and replied, “Dude, I have no idea. He must be hitting on some chick.”

“He turned into a chick in front of us,” Rod replied. “What was that all about?” Clive hid around the corner watching them.

Devin shrugged and said, “He mentioned a curse or something. I don’t know.”

“Whatever it is, he’s fucking hot now. Or she or whatever,” Rod said, adjusting his cock in his jockstrap. Devin shook his head and turned to face the door. He met Clive’s eyes and offered a thin smile.

Clive raised his shoulders in a slight shrug in response. He needed his phone and things from his locker, but the room was full of strapping men and Clive could not control his curiosity about the sizes of their dicks. He had a vague desire to be filled by them, but he pushed it down and walked to his locker. Head down, he avoided the stares of his teammates and opened his locker.

Rod leaned against the wall next to him and said, “If you need help with your situation,” his eyes appraised Clive’s feminine form and he made an audible groan as he said, “I’m sure we can get to the bottom of it.”

Blushing, Clive said, “I’m fine thanks. I’m going to get it all sorted out and back to normal soon.”

“Take off your top,” Rod demanded, groping at Clive’s chest. Clive gasped, startled by the sudden invasion of his privacy. He stepped back and slapped Rod across the face. “You can fight back if it makes it more fun,” Rod said, encouraged by the physical reaction.

Clive slapped him again and grabbed his bag and slung it over his shoulder. As he walked away he said, “Pig.”

Rod followed behind, pulling on Clive’s bag to slow him down. “Don’t be like that.”

Devin stood up and ran to Clive’s side, placing an arm around his shoulder. Glancing at Rod, Devin said, “Dude, lay off him.”

A quick jab at Devin’s waist and Rod pulled the first baseman’s towel from him. He flung it across the room. It landed in a bunched pile near the distant showers. Devin blushed and covered his cock with both hands. The red bush above it poked out from around his hands and the tip of his uncircumcised dick hung below his fingers.

“Fuck you,” Devin shouted, running to his distant towel.

Now alone with Rod, Clive ran out of the room to escape the horny pitcher. Rod ran after him in hot pursuit. Slowed by the bouncing bag on his back, Clive only made it halfway down the hall to the parking lot before Rod tackled him onto the ground. A ball escaped the black bag and rolled away from the two. Sprawled on the floor, Clive punched and kicked Rod off of him. Rod’s face contorted in eager lust as his hands explored Clive’s gender-swapped body.

A pair of high heels clicked down the hallway and the futanari woman responsible for the messy situation stood over Rod and Clive. She clicked her tongue and kicked Rod in the face. Her pointed shoe slammed into his cheek, drawing blood. The pitcher rolled off of Clive, gripping his cheek and groaning. Barely aware of the futanari, Clive got to his feet and ran out of the hallway toward his car.

Adrenaline slowed as he opened his car and locked the door. Face in the steering wheel, he let out a long sigh.

“I can’t go through with this,” Clive said.

Speaking through the window, the futanari woman replied, “Then you’ve decided to be a woman for the rest of your life.” Curly blond hair spilled down her head in ringlets. Dark brown eyes appraised Clive and the tears streaming down his cheeks.

“I know who you are now, and I’m sorry. I thought you were into me,” Clive admitted in a sudden moment of clarity. When Rod groped him, Clive recalled the girl at the party and knew that she was his unknown tormentor, but he still did not know her name.

“Your confidence is nice until I realized you’re an ass,” she shouted into the window. The woman made a circular motion with her hand, requesting that he lower the window.

Clive pressed the button and said,  “Fuck you.” His word came out stronger than his tone. Deflated by the experience, he knew that he was far worse than Rod. He deserved the treatment he received.

“It seems you just can’t learn a lesson,” she said, clicking her tongue. The woman held out a hand and said, “I would like my vibrator back.”

“I don’t have it anymore,” Clive admitted. He blushed and recalled the woman from the stands and wondered what her name was. “It fell out in front of someone and… well, I doubt you’ll be getting it back.” He shook his head and wipe the last tear from his cheek.

“You didn’t follow my instructions. I doubt you’ll ever change,” she said, turning away from the car.

Clive panicked, fearing that his last chance to turn back into himself would disappear with her if she left. He shouted, “No, I swear. I’ll change. I need you to turn me back.”

The woman placed a hand on her waist and Clive could see her bulging cock through her pants. After a long pause, she said, “I’ll come to check on you in a week or two. If you’re no different from before, there’s nothing I can do.”

“Wait,” Clive protested.

“See you, Clive.”

“I never caught your name. I’m sorry for what I did to you,” he mumbled as she walked away. No response came back from the woman, but he could hear her laughing as she vanished from view.

Devin walked up from the gym and eyed Clive with inquisitive eyes. “Are you OK? What happened with Rod? I saw him bleeding. Did you take a bite out of him?” Ever the best friend, Devin walked up to Clive’s open window and patted him on the shoulder.

Clive lifted his face from the steering wheel and shrugged. “No, the girl that started all of this kicked him in the face.”

“What that’s crazy. Wait, you know who did this to you?” Devin asked, surprised by the revelation.

“No, not really. I mean, kind of. It's the girl I almost slept with at that party,” Clive explained through red-lidded eyes. Unable to shed any more tears, he shook with frustration and grief. Devin offered no response, but he patted Clive on the shoulder again. Clive added after a long silence, “I need to prove to her I’m a changed man.”

Devin cleared his throat and said, “I’d say you almost raped her. The way she ran out on you at the party and the way you described it to me makes it pretty clear she didn’t want it.”

“Come on. You know all women want a piece of me,” Clive said with no confidence. It came out a hollow reminder of the cocky man he once was.

“I doubt that. Have you seen yourself in the mirror lately? I’d say your more the type of our teammates than the women you hit on,” Devin said the words, but immediately regretted them. He bit his tongue and winced at the hurt expression on Clive’s face.

“Shut up,” Clive whispered half-heartedly.

“Did you ever think that maybe that girl is right and you need to change?” Devin pushed the idea and tried to help Clive see reason.

“No. She just doesn't understand me,” Clive replied, unable to see the flaws in his character.

“You’re body your call, but when the curse isn’t lifted in two weeks, maybe you should consider what I said,” Devin said with a sad look on his face. “Are you coming to the after-party?”

The game over and the day nearing its end, Clive replied, “No. I think I need to think about my situation and figure out what to do.” Devin waved goodbye and Clive sat in the parking lot well after dark thinking about his situation and how to get out of it.


Chapter 3

Agonizing days passed and Clive’s gender-swapped body never returned to normal. Hiding his body in large sweaters and baggy pants, he went about his life a timid shell of the man he once was. College classes and life continued as if nothing changed, but to Clive, the world was a strange new place. He watched people interact with each other. Anxiety crippled him from talking to anyone except Devin, and he was running out of excuses to miss his baseball practice.

As a woman, he only had one bra. The same one he had now worn for three days straight. It felt moist and sweaty from overuse, and Clive decided to buy a new one. He ventured out in public to the mall and visited a Forever 21 store. The dark gray hoodie hid his face and shape. Clive walked the aisles and read the sizing for the bras and stared blankly at the numbers. Unsure which size would fit, he grabbed a handful of plain white bra’s in as many sizes as he could and walked to the dressing room.

As he approached the counter a woman’s voice called out from his left stopping Clive in his tracks, “I looked for you at the after-party. You said you wanted to show me a good time.” A pile of disorganized clothes sat waiting for a worker to put them back on the racks. No attendant sat near the changing room.

Clive blushed at the sight of the girl from the stadium. “Hey, I didn’t go. I uh. I’m not feeling like myself right now,” he admitted hiding the bras behind his back.

“I’m Anna by the way,” she said offering a hand out in greeting. Anna wore a light blue shirt and a baseball cap. Her ponytail hung out the hole above the latch on the hat.

He stared at the hand and took it on his own. Shaking it he said, “Hi Anna.” As he edged toward the changing room, he smiled letting go of her hand. “Good to see you.” He tried to say goodbye and step backward at the same time.

Anna followed him step for step and stood a foot away. She smiled sweetly as she spoke, “I looked for you at the after-party.” She stepped closer and whispered, “I needed to give back your vibrator. You ran away so fast and left if on the ground.” Clive took a step backward and bumped into the counter behind him.

No words came to Clive’s mind. He wanted to run away from the situation but had nowhere to go. He darted around the counter in the small alcove for the changing room and placed both hands on it, hoping that the small table would block her from approaching any closer. He wondered why he was running away.

After an awkward long pause, he said, “I didn’t go.” Clive tossed the bras on the ground below him and offered Anna a small smile.

“I know you. I looked for you, and your friend Devin said you weren’t there,” Anna walked up to the counter and eyed him quizzically. “Why are you standing on that side? Do you work here?”

“No. I… I’m…” he could not tell her that he was trying to put space between her and him. He struggled to think of anything to say.

“I was blown away that you’re secretly a woman. Do you identify as a man? Is that why you dress like one?” Anna leaned against the counter, brushing her hand against his. 

“No, I…” Clive stared up at her, surprised by the touch. “It’s complicated.” The curse and his goals of changing into a nicer man were hard to explain, so he shrugged. A line of tags displaying the numbers one through five sat on the wall. Clive counted the bras below him and grabbed a tag reading “Four.” He smiled at Anna, unable to think of a better response. “I’ll see you later.”

Anna walked around the counter while his back was turned and reached a hand to his groin. She slid her fingers down the gray sweatpants and felt his smooth legs. Her hand traced around his groin and down to his pussy.

Clive jumped backward, but her arm in his pants prevented him from getting too far away without pushing her. He clamored, “Whoa, what are you doing?”

“Nothing,” she said sweetly, feeling the folds of his sensitive skin with her fingers. “You really are a girl. There’s a rumor around the school that you have a tiny dick, but you don’t even have one.”

Clive held in his arousal at the probing fingers and said defensively, “Hey, I had a dick. I’m going through something right now and my dick was taken away from me.”

The inquisitive fingers fished their way around the opening in his boxers and twirled around the lips of his labia. Anna grinned at the moistening skin and kissed Clive on the neck, pressing her body against his. Clive tried to back away again, but he gasped as Anna pressed a finger into his pussy. Stopping in his place, Clive leaned against the counter gasping for air as she pinched his pussy and twirled her fingers. Anna knelt on the ground next to Clive and pulled his pants down to his ankles. Clive stared around the store, watching for any eyes on the two of them. From her crouched position Anna was hidden from public view, but Clive’s blushing reaction to her finger fucking him was very public.

Hands across the counter, he gripped the edge until his knuckles turned white. Anna pressed her middle and ring finger into his pussy and curled her index finger so the knuckle pressed into Clive’s clit with each press into him. Sweat beaded on Clive’s brow as he held back the labored, sensual breathing that accompanied the pleasure he felt.

“Oh shit,” Clive whispered. A brown-haired girl rounded a corner and her light green eyes met Clive’s. Kati, the girl he desperately wanted to date, walked down the aisle toward Clive at the changing room alcove.


Chapter 4

“What?” Anna whispered. Her hands kept moving, but her voice came out concerned.

“Keep quiet. Someone is coming,” Clive whispered out of the corner of his mouth. He pulled the hood down from his face and smiled sweetly at Kati. He met her a few times over the last few weeks, and when he was a man she paid him no mind, but when she met him as a woman she was much kinder to him. Clive wondered as she approached that perhaps she liked him better because he wasn’t so cocky anymore.

Thick-rimmed glasses framed Kati’s light green eyes. She held a sundress slung over an arm and smiled at Clive as she walked up. She glanced around the changing rooms and stared up at Clive with a raised eyebrow. She asked, “Do you work here?”

“No. I…” As he tried to talk, Anna rammed her hand harder into him, spinning her fingers as she slid in and out. Clive shivered and caught his breath, “No. I’m going to try on a few things.” An unfamiliar sensation grew from his clit as Anna rubbed him. His heart sank, and he worried that his body was about to transform again. The last time it happened, the curse made him bulge out of his clothes.

“Clive, it looks like you still haven’t figured out your situation,” Kati said with a concerned look. “Are you OK? You’re sweating and you look winded.” Kati took a step to walk to the other side of the counter.

He shouted trying to stop her from rounding the corner, “No. Wait.” Anna jumped at the sudden shout and pinched his ass with her left hand in response, but her right continued to fuck him.

Kati stared at him, and her concern grew proportional to his shifting tone. “What? Wait for what?”

“I haven’t figured out my situation yet. I’m trying to get some clothes to get me through the next two weeks.” He explained with even breaths trying to calm his nerves. Anna’s hand worked tirelessly inside him, but she paused briefly and pressed her finger against his clit. Her hand came to a firm bump.

“Two weeks?” Kati asked.

Clive tried to respond, but his attention was drawn to the bump on his clitoris. He stared down at it. A small cock sat above his pussy. Clive mumbled a response to Kati, “Yeah, my curse is only supposed to last until then.” He trailed off as Anna pinched his tiny cock. At her touch it shot forward, exploding with sweat and sticky cum. Anna fell backward, bumping into the table, and she let out a startled peep. Kati tried to glance over the counter and Clive pressed his hands against the counter and let out a soft moan as Anna gripped his cock in her hand.

“Are you sure you’re OK?” she asked, staring at the sweat dripping down his forehead.

“I’m trying to handle this as best I can,” he said, biting his lip. Anna’s left hand stroked his cock and her right filled his pussy with three fingers. Soft squishing sounds echoed up to Clive’s ears, and he spoke up, trying to mask them. “I appreciate your kindness to me through this.”

“Hey, do you want to go out for dinner?” Kati asked suddenly. She placed a hand atop his on the counter and stared up at him through her thick-rimmed glasses.

“Yeah. I’d like that, but you’re OK with my body like this?” he asked nervously that she might not like him as a man if she liked him as a woman. Anna’s hand stroked his cock and Clive wondered how large it had grown. Her hand could not cover the length of it. He risked a glance down at it and gasped. It was nearly fifteen inches long. Anna took the tip into her mouth and licked the tip as she sucked gently on it.

“I prefer it that way,” she said, but after a moment she added, “Either way is fine as long as you’re a pleasant person.”

“OK,” Clive responded through a cracking voice. His cock pulsed and erupted a stream of cum into Anna’s mouth. He stumbled on shaky legs and leaned against the counter keeping his balance as Anna sucked his cock swallowing the streams that flooded into her mouth.

“Here’s my number. Let’s go out this weekend,” she leaned over the counter and stared at his bare ass. She raised an eyebrow and said, “you should put some pants on before someone notices that you’re not wearing any.” She wrote her phone number on a nearby sheet of paper and smiled at Clive.

Amazed that Kati did not notice Anna below him on the ground, Clive stammered, “I’m looking forward to it.” He pocketed the phone number and waved at Kati.

“I’m going to find an attendant to help us into these changing rooms,” Kati walked away bouncing on her heels.

Anna rose to her feet and licked her sticky fingers. The girl stared at the retreating Kati and said, “I didn’t understand all that about a curse or gender-swapping, but I need that cock inside me.” Clive nodded his head and led Anna into the changing room. The door swung open, and the pair stepped inside.

Clive flicked the metal switch and locked the door. Anna unzipped her pants, and they slid to the floor below her. A thin pink thong covered her pussy with a long narrow triangle. Anna bit her lip, eying the massive cock dripping cum onto the tiled floor.

Before Clive could say anything to her, Anna jumped into his arms and straddled her legs around him. He wanted to protest at least to explain that although he was attracted to her, he wanted to be with Kati. Anna’s tongue delved into his mouth. Her fingers interlocked behind his neck and she pressed her breasts against his chest. The thick sweatshirt blocked their skin from touching on their tops. Clive’s massive cock ran between Anna’s legs. Her ass cheeks spread to either side of it. She rocked her hips against the thick cock as they made out in the changing room.

Kati’s voice called into the changing room, interrupting their passion. “Clive are you still here?” Clive wanted to call out to her, but Anna would not stop kissing him. Clive spun her around and pressed Anna’s back against the wall. She arched her back and gripped his cock, lining it up to her pussy. Clive slammed the thick member into her pussy. The thin walls bowed against the force of his thrust.

“Is that you in there?” she asked.

Clive mumbled over the open-mouthed kiss, but all that came out was a garbled moan. Anna arched her back, leaning her head against the wall. She let out a soft moan and gripped her breasts. Clive held her aloft with a hand on each of her ass cheeks. His cock rammed in and out of the girl.

“I’m trying on clothes,” he said through gasping breath. He bit his tongue to stop from moaning. Anna’s breasts bounced with each thrust and the wall creaked as they fucked. Cum dripped down from his pussy, trailing his legs and pooling on the floor below him. His cock surged, pulsing with each heartbeat, and he knew it would erupt inside Anna soon.

Anna whispered to him, “I love your cock.” Clive glanced down and saw that it was only halfway into her. He thrust hard spreading her pussy wide filling it with his thick cock to the base of the shaft. She let out a loud moan that filled the small alcove.

“Is someone in there with you?” Kati asked, knocking on the door.

Clive grinned at the praise of his new futanari cock and leaned forward. His legs quivered as his cock readied to unload inside her. Warm cum shot from his cock, filling her. He thrust his hips into her and his cock pumped semen into her until her body could no longer hold any more.

“No,” he admitted.

Anna screamed, “Oh god, it's filling my insides.” Her moans echoed through the small changing rooms.

Kati pushed on the locked door and grunted in frustration. Her hands gripped over the top of the door and she hoisted herself up to get a better view of Clive inside the room. Anna panted, catching her breath, and stepped onto the ground. Clive’s cock slid from her insides, dripping with cum. It swung forward, offering Kati a full view of the massive member. Anna slumped onto the bench in the room and she quivered, coming down from the orgasm that wracked her body.

“I can explain,” Clive said walking to the door and trying to get ensure that he did not ruin his chances with Kati.

The brown-haired girl shook her head and frowned over the top of the door. Her face vanished. Clive searched the room for his sweatpants but could not see them. He opened the door and stared into the store with his cock swaying in the open. Embarrassed, he pulled the sweatshirt low, covering his naked groin. Kati vanished around the far corner in a frustrated huff. Clive noticed his sweatpants on the ground behind the counter and grimaced, pulling them up onto his legs. Anna stepped out of the changing room, leaning against the door.

“Are you leaving already? I’m not done with you,” her legs barely held her up and she gripped the edge of the door to hold herself up.

Clive shook his head and darted away with a soft, “I’m sorry. I need to go after her.”


Thank you for reading my story. This story was written with the help of my Patrons. If you want to have an impact of the story check out my two Patreon Projects. You can find them on my website. Subscribe there for weekly freebies, polls and first looks into my upcoming writings. I have two ongoing Patreon projects. One for my writings and another for an RPG Maker Futanari game I’m developing. Check them out and give me feedback. I love to hear from my readers.


Note From the Author

Thank you for taking the chance on a new author and reading my story. I hope the characters touched your soul in the same way that they touched mine. If you loved the book and have a minute to spare, I would really appreciate a short review on Amazon. I read every single review and take the criticism to heart. Your help in spreading the word is greatly appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a huge difference to helping new readers find stories like this one.

Thank you
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