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There are three things that I love in this world:  treasure, adventure, and sex.  I have always been a solo type of girl.  Occasionally, I will hook up with a party for particularly difficult dungeon delving, but I prefer going at things alone at my own pace.  I also don’t have to split the reward if it’s just me.

​My profession is what other adventurers would call a thief.  I prefer to be known as a rogue.  It sounds more dignified than being called a burglar, bandit, pickpocket, or swindler.  Although,  I am known to dabble in those kinds of activities as well.

​My name is Viviana Willowcutter.  I am short for a human, just under five feet tall, and am constantly mistaken for a halfling by people who have never seen a halfling in their life.  I have dark jet black hair down the entire length of my back that I tie into a bun whenever I'm on a job.  There is no chance of me cutting my hair, it is by far my most prized possession.  I also have a rather athletically lithe body that is not only ideal for sneaking through the shadows but also perfectly buxom for attracting the perverse eye of gullible marks.  Which is how I found myself exploring an ancient, abandoned keep by my lonesome.

​Taverns are not only an excellent location to get a drink, but also a prime source of unwitting fools practically begging to have their coin purses emptied by a pretty girl such as myself.  A bit of smooth-talking and promises of wild lovemaking is enough to make any honorable warrior or saintly sage drop their guards.  Bards are the easiest marks of all.

​Falkas was a good enough looking half-elf bard.  Usually I’m not too into elves.  The men are slightly too feminine for me.  I’m a simple girl who prefers my men to be strong and muscular and my women to be blushing maidens who have never known the touch of another woman.  On that night it wasn’t the need for sex that drove me to seduce the bard, however, but business.

​Bard just can’t help themselves.  If they have a story or a secret then they just have a compulsion to tell anyone willing to listen.  A few glasses of mead, a shot of dragon whiskey or two, and Falkas’ lips were loosened to the point where he was openly telling me about the greatest discovery of his lifetime.

​“Vivianna, my dear, I swear to you that this treasure is real,” Falkas’ assured me while he swayed drunkenly closer to me.  He stank of alcohol.  I, of course, did not drink a single drop.  I merely pretended my sip on my own drink.  “This map is 100% accurate.  I’ve verified its validity in the libraries of the great wizard city of Dorn.  I battled the vicious witch who guards the ancient tomes for three days and three nights to access the information I sought…"

​I nodded along as Falkas recounted his heroic struggle against the surly librarian.  I wasn’t sure how much of his story I truly believed.  Bards were notorious for stretching the truth.

​“...but in the end, I found it!” he proudly declared.  “Corroborating evidence of a dragon’s hoard not yet unearthed!  And the best part, the dragon was most likely slain by an unnamed hero over a century ago!  All of the gold, gems, and magical artifacts are just gathering dust waiting to be claimed!”

​“If this hero killed the dragon, then why didn’t they just take the treasure for themselves then?” I asked.

​Falkas gently laid his cup on the table yet still almost managed to spill it.  He dabbed a tear from the corner of his eye with his handkerchief.  “He, or she, succumbed to their wounds.  Like any true hero of lore, they sacrificed themselves for the greater good.”

​The gears in my head were turning.  I had only planned on fleecing the bard for a few coins while he drunkenly driveled on.  But I had just hit the jackpot!  It only took a little nudge and I was able to easily convince him to take me to his room.  Not that it would have been difficult even if he wasn't drunk.

​When we entered Falkas' room, I pushed him to sit on the edge of his bed and ripped his trousers down to his knees.  I slid down to my knees and grabbed hold of his semi-hard shaft.  He was larger than the average half-elf which was a good bonus.

​“Mmmmm, I hope you have plenty of energy, baby.  I’m so horny.  I want you to fuck me until I pass out,” I said seductively while I looked up into Falkas’ unfocused eyes.

​I leaned forward and planted a kiss on the underside of the head of his penis.  No sooner did I touch it with the tip of my tongue, Falkas jerked backward and exploded.  His sudden eruption caught me off guard and I was covered in his hot semen.  Reflexively, I squeezed his cock to try to stop the flow of cum but that only seemed to cause more to come out.

​“Ooooh, Viviana!  That’s wonderful!” Falkas cried out and then fell backward.  His head hit his pillow with an audible pop followed by deep snoring.

​I just knelt at the foot of the bed, soaked in sticky semen, absolutely dumbfounded.  I was good but that was the quickest job I had ever accomplished.  I stuck a finger into my mouth to taste Falkas’ seed.  Sweet with a hint of a floral flavor like most elves.  Elves may not have been my favorite sexual partners but their cum was undeniably delicious.  What a waste!

​I did the best I could to wipe myself clean using Falkas' bedsheets while he slumbered.  I was hoping he would have at least lasted to give me an orgasm.  I hadn't even got my clothes off first and I was worried his stupid premature ejaculate was going to stain my leather armor.  After that display, I had no qualms about robbing the bard blind.  I never did before, but at least I had an excuse this time.

​It didn't take me long to find Falkas' research papers and, most importantly, his treasure map.  I helped myself to his coin purse as compensation for my ruined leathers and tied him to the bed before I slipped into the night.  If he remembered where the treasure was without the need for the map then I needed to make sure I had a good head start.

​It took a full week to locate the keep but I finally managed to track it down.  Deep in the ancient forest, I found the ruins of a vine-covered castle.  It was so overgrown with wild growth that it looked like a rolling hill.

​I spent hours hacking my way through the vegetation.  Ugh, it was situations like these where I wished I had wrangled up a couple of simpleton warriors to do the dirty work for me.  If Falkas was right then there should be plenty of treasure to go around.  I, however, am an incredibly greedy individual.

​So here I was, drudging through the dark, cold hallways of an old, forgotten castle in the search for a supposedly vast sum of unguarded treasure ready for the taking.  Falkas had been right so far, but could I really have stumbled upon a dragon’s hoard of riches so easily?

​I pushed open the double doors of what I assumed to be the main dining hall and was, to put it mildly, pleasantly surprised.  Gold coins spilled out of the doorway.  Mounds and hills and mountains of treasure-filled the room!

​Gold coins, precious gems, weaponry, armor, jewelry, and all sorts of valuables were strewn everywhere.  The stone floor was covered in a foot of coins and I hastily climbed atop the heap to enter the room.  I was overcome with so much joy that I betrayed all of my rogue instincts and filled the room with manic laughter.

​My joy quickly soured.  There was a large hill in the center of the room that pulsed and shifted as a large form shook off the coins that it had buried itself in.  Large, batlike wings spread open, their tips touched either end of the room.  The red dragon’s head reached the top of the great hall as it rose to its full height.

​“Who dares disturb my sleep unannounced?” a booming roar echoed throughout the castle.

​I stood stock-still with my mouth agape.  I had never encountered a dragon before.  The closest creature I had ever fought was a drake and it stood only six feet tall, slightly shorter than my barbarian companion.  This monster was easily twenty-foot tall, rippling with muscle, and fangs sharper and longer than any man-made sword.  I was a dead woman.

​The great lizard scanned the room, it's enormous head rolled side to side until its green-hued slitted eyes fell down on me.  "A halfling?  Have you come to burglarize my home?"

"I'm not a halfling!" I shouted back, although my voice squeaked like a mouse due to my terror.  "I'm a human!"

​“Rather short for a human, are you not?” the dragon responded.  It craned its long, powerful neck down to me so that its snout was level with my body.  Its nostrils flared and I had to dig my heels into the coin floor to stop myself from being sucked into its nose.  “Mmmmm, yes, you do smell like a human.  So you deny being a halfling but do not deny trying to rob me, is that correct?”

​My heart was pounding out of my leather chest piece.  The fact that I was still alive was a good sign.  If the beast could be talked to then it could possibly be reasoned with.  It could have eaten me in one swallow without a second thought.

​“I was led to believe that this treasure was abandoned.” I tried to sound confident despite my shaking voice.  “I had no intention of robbing you.  From the stories I was told, the dragon who guarded this treasure was long dead after a battle with a hero.”

​The dragon let out a hearty laugh that almost knocked me on my ass.  “That fool only wounded me.  It only took me a century to recover.  But that doesn’t matter.  No matter if I was dead or alive, this treasure is not for you little halfling.  Now, how should I punish you for trespassing into my domain?”

​I let out a nervous laugh and flashed a crooked smile to the dragon's big green saucer-like eyes.  "Maybe you could find it in your heart to forgive me and let me go?"

​The dragon slowly shook its head.  “No.  No, that will not do.  I cannot let you leave so easily.  But, it has been quite some time since I have had a visitor.  Tell me, what is your name?”

​“Viv… Viviana,” I squeaked out.  “Vivianna Willowcutter.”

​“My name, Vivianna Willowcutter, is Nandas, the Jealous Firebreather.  Depending on how you entertain me determines your fate, do you understand me?” Nandas asked.

​“Yes, clearly.  I very much do understand,” I said as I nodded my head frantically up and down.  “How would you like to be entertained, Nandas?  I’m quite an excellent singer.  Perhaps you would like to learn of the new stories around the world that you have missed in this past century?  Whatever you want, Nandas, I’ll do my best to please you.”

​“That’s good to hear, Viviana.  But I don’t want a song or a story.  A century is a short span for me, but even the passage of time can be quite lonely.”

Nandas raised a clawed hand and pointed a talon at my chest.  My breath froze as the dragon reached closer to me.  Nandas, with perfection precision, touched the top of my leather vest with just the barest tip of its talon and dragged it downward.  My armor sliced apart like paper and I gasped as my breasts were exposed to the leer of the giant beast.

“Um, what do you think you are doing, Nandas?” I asked.  I threw my arms over my chest to cover my breasts.

"You're very lovely, Viviana," Nandas growled.  "I'm very hungry from my century-long slumber.  There are two ways for me to satisfy that hunger.  Since you seem so skittish, would you perhaps prefer the other method?"

I shook my head, no.  “No!  I would rather not try the other method!  But, how can I say this?  The first method doesn’t seem… possible?”

Nandas laughed.  “You don’t know too much about dragons, do you, little halfling?”

With that said, Nandas reared back its head and roared up to the ceiling.  It spoke in some guttural, draconic language and its already crimson body began to glow a deeper shade of red.  Steam seeped from its scales and covered the dragon’s massive body in a thick, white fog.  The air grew hotter around me as the fog spread throughout the room.

I squinted into the mist trying to locate the dragon.  Was this my chance?  With this much cover I could make a run for it.  The only problem was that I was completely blind in this haze.  There was no guarantee that Nandas was just as blind as me as well.

“I can see you just fine, Vivianna,” a voice said from behind the vapor.  It didn’t sound like Nandas.  It sounded much more… feminine.  “Now, where was I?”

A smaller form than the dragon emerged from the dissipating fog.  I gasped when I realized the form was that of a human.  A female human.  A nude female human with a gigantic, thickly veined cock between her legs.

What had once been the red dragon Nandas was replaced by an unworldly beautiful woman.  She was tall at around six feet.  Wavy, bright red hair framed her heart-shaped face and fell down her back.  Her eyes were still an emerald green but had lost their slitted lizard-like quality.

Nandas approached me and I could only stare at her transfixed.  A cocky smirk crossed her lips from my disbelief.  She stopped in front of me and placed a hand on my cheek.  I winced fully expecting razor-sharp claws to dig into my flesh.  Surprisingly, her touch was tender and comfortably warm to the touch.

"Not so impossible, now is it, little halfling?" Nandas said while looking me in the eyes.  The strangeness of the situation had me paralyzed.  Nandas curled her fingers into my hair and undid the tie of my bun and let it spill down my back like hers.  She ran her fingers through the length of it.  "Oh my, your hair is exquisite.  Black as night, soft as silk.  And the length is impressive."

“Thank… thank you,” I choked out.  “I, um, really like your hair as well.”

Nanda chuckled and hooked a thumb on the edge of my ruined chest piece.  “Is that the only thing you like?  Tell me what else you like about my body.”

“You’re… you’re gorgeous.  One of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.  Your eyes are stunning.”

I wasn’t lying out of fear either.  Nandas had a surreal, dangerous beauty about her that both took my breath away and filled me with a supernatural terror.

“Mmmmm, I like your compliments.” Nandas pulled one end of my eviscerated armor to one side and exposed my breast.  I blushed but made no attempt to cover myself again.  “Continue.”

“Your… your body is perfect,” I squeaked out.  My throat felt dry and constricted.  “I usually prefer my women to be more… dainty, but your height and muscles are very… arousing.  Your breasts are large and the red tips of your nipples… are begging to be sucked.”

“Mmmmmm, you’re being so honest.  I really enjoy that.” Nandas took my hand and placed it over her stomach.  The feel of her rock hard abdominals made me tingle.  Slowly, she drew my hand down.  “Now, isn’t there a feature of my body that you have neglected to mention so far?”

I swallowed and looked down.  Nandas cock looked like it was carved from stone.  It hooked upward and the head was almost purple and was more pointed than I was used to seeing.  I tentatively took the frightening tool into my hand and gasped.

“It’s so hot!” I exclaimed.  It wasn’t just warm.  It pulsed with heat like a roaring fire but it didn’t burn my skin.  “Are you really a woman?”

“Yes, I am.  This is my natural human form.  I have the ability to shapeshift into something else, if you would like?” Nandas asked.

“No!” I shouted.  My grip on her cock tightened as I held on for dear life.  I desperately didn’t want her penis to disappear.  “I prefer you this way!  I wouldn’t change a thing!”

Nandas let out a full-bellied laugh.  She grabbed the sides of my face and forced my gaze away from her penis and back up to her eyes.  "Oh, I like you, little thief.  I think you will do nicely to satisfy my century-long hunger.”

She bent down and kissed me on the lips.  My body melted from the heat her mouth poured into mine.  Her tongue pushed past my lips and my eyes widened in shock.  It was the largest, thickest tongue that had ever experienced.  My entire mouth was filled with the wriggling muscle.  I was at Nandas’ mercy as she shoved it deeper and licked the back of my throat.

This was not what I had in mind when I had stolen Falkas’ map.  I was promised riches, not to be used as the sexual plaything of an ancient dragon!  Despite my predicament, it wasn’t so bad.  The tension in my body had fully dissipated.  The fear I had was replaced with excitement.  How many people could say that they were fucked by a dragon?

Nandas ripped my ruined armor off my shoulders and fully exposed my breasts.  My nipples were stiff with arousal and there was a sheen of sweat starting to coat my skin.  Nandas dragged her wet, heavy tongue down my neck and circled a breast before she sucked my sensitive nipple into her mouth.

I groaned and held onto the dragon’s body to keep myself from toppling to the ground.  My knees turned to jelly and I wobbled unsteadily as Nandas feasted on my breasts.  She lathered my chest in her saliva.  It left a pleasant stinging sensation wherever it touched my skin and was causing me to gush in my tight leather pants.

“You’re delicious, little thief,” Nandas growled.  She gently nibbled my nipple.  “Lay down.  I can smell that you’re ready.  I’m drooling to taste more of you.”

I let go of Nandas’ body and fell to my knees.  My face felt flushed, my heart was beating strongly, and my body ached with desire.  Her spit was an aphrodisiac!  A rather strong one as well.

I stared at Nandas’ cock and licked my lips.  It looked delicious.  I wanted to taste it.  I wanted to ring out her cum and swallow it.  I reached for her cock but Nandas slapped my hand away.  I whimpered for being denied to touch her.

“No, not yet,” she hissed, smoke seeped out of her nostrils.  “You will do as I say.  Now, lay back.”

Nandas, not wanting me to disobey again, pushed me backward.  The gold coins jangled around me as my back hit the floor.  I spread my arms out and let them roll over the vast amount of wealth that I was now using as a bed.

Nandas dropped to her knees and hastily undid the fastening of my leather trousers and yanked them down my legs.  Once freed, I spread my legs open for my host and ran my fingers up and down my soaked slit

A guttural, bestial groan rumbled in the she-dragon's throat.  Nandas wrapped my legs around her shoulders and dove her face into my crotch.  Her mouth enveloped my drooling cunt and she dragged her fat tongue along my crack.

I grabbed handfuls of coins as I panted heavily and stared up at the great ceiling.  Aphrodisiac or not, Nandas knew how to use her tongue.  For a century-long sex hiatus, she certainly didn't seem rusty.

“Nandas,” I moaned.  “That feels so good.  I’m going to cum!  My body is burning up!”

My moans of pleasure delighted the dragon.  She plunged her tongue deep into my pussy.  White-hot fire pulsed through my brain and I spasmed atop the mound of gold as I came on the beautiful monster's face.  Nandas' arms locked tightly around my shaking legs as she sucked hungrily on my squirting juices.

My body still wanted more.  The dragon’s aphrodisiac spittle directly on my pussy only made me hornier.  One climax was nowhere near enough to cool me down.

“Mmmmmm, this is what I’ve been craving for so long.” Nandas dragged her tongue over my slit and savored every drop of my juices.  “I could feast on you for another century, Vivianna Willowcutter.”

It was hard for me to catch my breath.  “I… wouldn’t… last… a century.  I’m… human.”

Nandas chuckled and crawled on her knees to kneel next to my head.  “Mmmmmm, I forget that you aren’t a halfling.  No matter.  Should you become my lover, I can guarantee you a long life.  Dragon semen has many wonderful magical properties.”

She thrust her cock into against my cheek and I happily wrapped my lips around the pointed head.  My eyes involuntarily rolled into the back of my head and my whole body shivered in ecstasy.  Even if Nandas was lying about obtaining some kind of extended life through her semen, I didn't care.  With the aphrodisiac running through my veins all I cared about was how I would get my next orgasm.

“You’re certainly experienced with sucking on a cock,” Nandas groaned. 

The powerful dragon hunched forward and her eyes were snapped shut.  Her lips trembled, her jaw was clamped shut.  Nandas, the Jealous Firebreather, was putty in my mouth!  I swirled my tongue over her cockhead and bobbed my head forward.  She let out a sweet moan that made my heart flutter.

My lips were wrapped tightly around her cock.  I could not get more than half of her tremendous dick in my throat.  Any more and I would have suffocated.  I sucked her hard and lashed her with my tongue while my hands tried to milk her.

Nandas’ body began to twitch.  She thrust forward into my mouth in a desperate attempt for me to swallow more of her meat.  My hands worked faster.

With a mighty roar that didn’t match her humanoid appearance, Nandas pulled out of my mouth and pulled my hair to bring me closer to her penis.  It throbbed before my eyes before it exploded with thick, white semen.  I opened my mouth and shut my eyes as she bathed me in her cum.

I have never been opposed to taking it to the face, but I never really enjoyed doing it either.  But this time, it was something special.  Nandas’ cum was as scalding as a hot spring.  Copious amounts of it splattered against me and my mouth was filled with the brim.  I drank it down greedily and relished the way it warmed my belly.

“Oh, that’s a beautiful sight,” Nandas chuckled.  I was lost in my lust and shoveling more of her cum into my mouth before it got too cold.  “Calm down my slutty little thief.  There’s plenty more where that came from.”

Nandas crawled on top of me and pressed herself onto my body.  We sank further into the pile of coins.  Her long, fat tongue licked my cheeks clean and then fed me her juices with another deep kiss.

I was losing my mind.  It wasn’t just Nandas’ saliva that contained the magical love drug but it was also in her semen.  Nandas’ penis was sandwiched between us.  I could feel the shaft throb as her blood coursed through it.

"Beg me to fuck you," Nandas whispered in my ear.  Her voice was laced with intoxicating malice.  "Tell me how sorry you are for trying to rob me."

"Please, Nandas, punish me for trying to steal your treasure," I panted.  "I'm a bad, awful thief who needs to be chastised.  Take your powerful cock and fuck this slutty rogue until I satisfy your century-long hunger."

​Nandas, the Jealous Firebreather, rose her hips, pointed her dick at my cunt, and dove in with a single powerful thrust.  The wind was knocked out of me and toes curled as she triggered an explosive orgasm out of me.  Despite how large her penis was, I was dripping with so much arousal that it fully went in easily. 

I hugged the red woman closer to me, my heavy breath was in her ear.  Nandas snarled in mine.  I was frightened of the feral noise emanating from her throat, but the danger also heightened my arousal.

“I’ll make you mine,” she growled in my ear.  “Would you like to become my mate, Viviana?  I’ll give you all the treasure you could ever desire.  What I desire you.”

Nandas’ body became hotter against me.  We were covered in each other’s sweat.  It almost felt as if the coins around us were melting.

When I did not answer, Nandas reared her hips back and plowed back into me.  Her penis was already hot but it started to heat up even more.  She steadily started to fuck me with hard, rough thrusts.  Coins bounced away from our bodies in heaps from Nandas’ supernatural strength.

“Harder…” I moaned out, my voice strained.  “Nandas, harder, please!”

The dragon obliged my request and drove her cock deeper into me.  I was already exhausted.  It felt as if I came with each stab that Nandas gave me.  But it was still not enough.  My lust could not be abated no matter how hard Nandas fucked me.

“Say it!” she yelled into my ear.  “Say that you are mine!”

“I’m yours!” I screamed back.  “I will be your mate!  Cum inside of me, Nandas!  Pour more of your hot semen into me!”

Nandas clamped her jaws around my neck.  I winced in pain as her canines broke the skin.  My mind flashed hot white again when Nandas erupted between my legs.  A torrent of hot lava-filled my belly and the most amazing orgasm washed over me.  I passed out with the biggest smile on my face.

I don’t know how long I was out, but when I awoke I was curled up next to next Nandas.  I used her breast as a pillow and her arm was draped around me.  She snored peacefully next to me, a spatter of coins covered us like a blanket.  I blinked with confusion and dared not stir.  Had I really just fucked a dragon?

I stayed spooning next to Nandas while I thought about what to do.  The effects of the aphrodisiac had worn off and I was finally able to think straight.  Memories of our intense lovemaking flashed in my mind.  I couldn't help but start to become aroused again, especially as I stared at Nandas' flaccid, yet still massive, penis.  I licked my lips as I remembered how delicious her cum tasted on my lips, how warm and intoxicating it felt when it filled my cunt.

Panic started to set into me.  I couldn’t stay here.  I had promised to be Nandas’ mate but that was under the effects of a magical drug!  I couldn’t sign my life away like that, no matter how amazing the sex was!

Slowly, I removed myself from the dragon’s hold.  I found my pants and ruined chest piece and quietly slipped them back on.  Nandas had taken the time to clean me so that I wasn’t full of cum while we slept. 

I looked down at the dragon one last time and my heart ached.  She looked so beautiful slumbering.  Dragons are creatures that inspire fear and dread, but this woman’s face looked so soft and dreamlike.  I resisted the urge to kiss her lips and tore my eyes away from and retreated from the castle.

For the first time in my life I did not steal anything.  It didn’t feel right.  Was this feeling love?  No, it must have been some residual effects of the aphrodisiac.  It must have been.

I exited the vine wrapped entrance of the castle.  The sun was high in the sky.  It had been at the very least an entire day since I first stepped inside.  An entire day was enough time for Falkas to catch up to me, evidently.  Falkas, the half-elf bard I had robbed of his treasure map, was seated atop a white horse with a sword drawn and pointed at me.

"Ah-ha!" he shouted.  "I found you, thief!  Did you think I wouldn't have memorized my life's work?  Do you think me a fool?"

Stunned, I shrugged with my hands in the air.  “Yes.  I thought you were a fool.  I do, however, suggest you leave.  Your information was very much incorrect.”

“Nonsense!  You’re just trying to keep the treasure for yourself!” He looked at me and raised a thin eyebrow.  “What happened to your chest piece?”

"I sliced it open," a sultry voice said from behind me.  Long, strong arms sensually wrapped around my neck, and Nandas kissed me on the cheek.  "And who the fuck are you and why are you pointing that toy at my mate?"

“Your mate?” Falkas asked puzzled.  “Did this whore seduce and trick you as well?  She stole my map after she had her way with me!  Don’t be fooled by this slutty thief!”

Nandas’ grip tightened around me and I was afraid that she was angry that I was trying to escape.  Or worse, that she believed that I had tricked her.

"Shut your mouth half-elf before I make you half a man," Nandas snarled.  The dragon's eyes erupted into flames beside me and Falkas' sword blade melted into a puddle of metal.  "Now, leave before I turn you into a snack."

Falkas, his already pale face, turned white as marble as he reared his horse backward and galloped quickly into the forest.  Smoke emanated from Nandas' nostrils as she watched the bard escape.

“Nandas…” I started.

"You're my mate," she cut me off.  "No puny half-elf talks to my mate like that.  From now on you're mine alone.  I don't want you touching filth like him from now on."

I didn't know what to say.  Instead, I smiled at her and peeked her on the lips.  Nandas' cock rose and sandwiched itself between the cheeks of my ass.  Maybe being Nandas' mate wouldn't be so bad after all.  She certainly earned her name as the Jealous Firebreather.

There are three things that I love in this world:  treasure, adventure, and sex.  A certain red dragon became my fourth love that day.


The End

If you enjoyed this story please leave a review.  Feedback and criticism is highly appreciated to help me improve.
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