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    REUNION 
 
      
 
      
 
    Twenty years ago I had a great deal on vacation tickets for two to Cancun; a three-day weekend at a holiday resort, all expenses paid, meals and drinks included. My fiancé Dan—who’s my husband w and had been for almost eighteen years—had to cancel because of a work thing. The trouble was, the tickets were non-refundable.  
 
    So, rather than lose all that money, and damn it I needed a vacation, I checked with this woman I worked with, Donna, to see if she was up for going with me.  
 
    She smiled a wide, bright smile. “Damn straight I’m up for it, Angie. It’ll be a girl’s weekend like we won’t never forget.” 
 
    I didn’t know Donna that well, but we got along good enough. My age, she was pretty, African-American, and had a biting sense of humor, the sort of person who’d be fun to be with. Especially, with all you can drink alcohol. 
 
    What I didn’t learn until later was that my off season deal was so great because June in the Caribbean is not only rainy season, but freaking hurricane season, as well.  
 
    An early tropical storm hit the island, leaving us with nothing to do but watch the rain fall and listen to the wind howl. With it too dangerous to leave the hotel, there was nothing left for us to do but hangout in the lobby bar, where Donna and I drank for three straight days. All alone.  
 
    We played island music on the jukebox. And we danced.  
 
    Some fast stuff that got us winded and some slow songs, too. That got the bartender all worked up.  
 
    That last night, Donna wore a short flower sundress, yellow and bright with heeled beach sandals. Her straight black hair was shoulder length and styled in a sheer bob. Her dark skin glowed in the colored lights of the bar.  
 
    I had on a plaid, too-short mini-skirt, a black, sleeveless T-shirt, with the crew neck cut in a V to draw attention to my tiny tits. I wore flats and my red hair in a wild, curly perm.  
 
    I know, I know. But I was young and it was the nineties. 
 
    On the empty dance floor, with disco lights swirling, we danced. Our hips touching, our fingers entwined, our hands at the small of the other other’s back, we swayed to the soft music and intense torrent of rain outside. 
 
    I smelled of coconut suntan lotion—through we hadn’t seen the sun in the whole three days we were there. Donna smelled of vanilla and lavender. 
 
    “Dan won’t dance,” I said, my voice dreamy, my head resting on Donna’s shoulder. 
 
    “That’s too bad.” Donna’s hot breath caressed my bare shoulder. “You’re a wonderful dancer, Angie.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I closed my eyes, swaying, enjoying the dance, relaxed. 
 
    At first I thought it was my imagination but I felt Donna’s lips brush across my mouth. I opened my eyes and it was true—Donna was kissing me. 
 
    “I, um…” 
 
    She brushed her fingers across my cheek and laid her hand on the curve of my neck, just under my ear. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach and my skin tinkled. Her body continued to sway. She tilted her head and pressed her lips more firmly against my mouth.  
 
    She rubbed her body against mine. 
 
    I opened my mouth. Her tongue flicked over my lips, across my teeth. A soft moan escaped from my throat. Her hand descended down my body. It lightly caressed the slope of my breast before landing on my hip, only to circle around my body and giving my bum a firm squeeze. 
 
    “I, um, Donna, what are you doing?” I asked, flustered and breathless. “I don’t think—” 
 
    She cut me off with more wet kisses.  
 
    We turned, slowly. Her body pressed against mine. We kissed. Her hands roamed over my hips, my butt, caressing, groping me. When she kissed the curve of my neck, I tossed my head back. 
 
    Against my skin, she said, “Let’s go up to our room.” 
 
    “Really, you want to—” 
 
    “I do.” She took me by the hand and led me passed the bar. She grabbed a bottle of red wine and called out to the bartender, “Goodnight, Rico.” 
 
    “Good night, my beautiful chicas,” he said with a lecherous grin. “Enjoy yourselves.” 
 
    “Oh, we will,” Donna assured him. 
 
      
 
    Now, twenty years later, the two of us are in our mid-forties, Donna sitting on my couch in my suburban, Midwest home. Out of the blue, she’d dropped by for a visit. It was the first time I’d seen her in almost eighteen years.  
 
    Not long after our Caribbean vacation together Donna accepted a new job with a new company, in a new city. I got married and moved out to the Midwest. She just got done telling me about her two failed marriages. Meanwhile, Dan and I were going strong, had two terrific kids and a great life. Though we were struggling with being empty-nesters for the first time, bit children being away at college for the first time. 
 
    So Donna and I sat, drinking wine in the middle of the afternoon, reminiscing about our old jobs and, of course, that weekend. She wore her hair longer these days, had it tied in a thick ponytail bun. My hair was longer too, and gone was that awful perm, though my red locks were as curly—now wavy—as they ever were. 
 
    I thought we both still looked good, if maybe a little softer and curvier than we once were. Donna still rocked a white sleeveless T-shirt—in contrast to her beautifully smooth, mocha-colored skin—and tight blue jeans. And I could still pull off wearing a sleeveless red top and tight denim shorts. 
 
    “You got your boobs done, girl,” Donna said. 
 
    After nearly spitting out my wine, I said, “I did. Dan’s idea.” 
 
    “They look good.”  
 
    She stared at them and I blushed. 
 
    My thoughts returned to that Caribbean night. We’d arrived at back at our hotel room and went immediately for the bed. We climbed on it and after more kissing, Donna took my T-shirt off and laid me back on the bed, caressing and kissing my now exposed nipples. 
 
    I moaned, having never had another a girl do that to me before. Or since. 
 
    She was gently as she licked and kissed, cupping my tiny tits with her hands, squeezing them until my pink, little nipples were hard and sore. 
 
    “Ever done anything like that again?” she asked, drawing me back to the present. 
 
    I felt myself flush with embarrassment. “No.” 
 
    Donna smiled. “Awww, I’m your only one. How sweet.” 
 
    “You?” 
 
    “A few times.” Over the rim of her wine glass, she smiled mischievously. “But none of ’em were as fine as you, girl.” 
 
    Okay, she was just saying that.  
 
    Or so I thought until she put an arm across the back of the sofa, reached out and grabbed me around my neck. Warm and smelling like vanilla and lavender, like she had that night twenty years earlier, she leaned in and kissed me.  
 
    Déjà vu all over again. 
 
    Her lips were as full and as soft as I remembered them.  
 
    This time I didn’t hesitate in kissing her back. 
 
    I snaked my hand up through her hair and grasped the back of her neck. I closed my eyes and opened my tongue, eagerly accepting her wet, soft tongue in my mouth. Opened mouth, with wet, slurping kisses we leaned into each other. Donna traced her finger down the slope of my left breast, along the frilly edge of my red top. 
 
    “Mmmm,” I moaned. I squirmed under her. 
 
    She kissed the side of my neck. Her hand slid over my breast. She tugged my top down, exposing one, then my other breast. I bit my lower lip.  
 
    “Where’s your husband?” she asked between kisses, her voice throaty and raw. 
 
    “Golf…won’t be back for hours.” 
 
    She hooked a finger under my top’s strap, dragged it down my pale arm. I pulled my arm from it. Then she did the same to my other arm. She showered my neck, my shoulders, my arms with kisses, moving her hungry mouth over the swell of my breasts and down between the deep valley of flesh between them.  
 
    “These really are quite lovely, Angie.” Her lips caressing my skin as she spoke. 
 
    “Thank you,” I breathed, my head thrown back, enjoying the moment. 
 
    When her mouth—and tongue—found my nipples, I gasped and fell back into the sofa, lost in the pleasure of having her once more licking and kissing and suckling my nipples to thick, hard points. 
 
    I put my finger to the corner of my mouth. Like a little girl who wanted to look shy and contrite. Donna caught it and laughed. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing.” But a smile played across her full lips. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “It’s just, I remember you doing that,” she put her finger to her mouth, imitating me, “that night, too.” 
 
    “When?” 
 
    Donna’s smile grew wider with the memory. “When I unzipped your skirt and wiggled it off your hips. Then you giggled. You were wearing that super cute red thong. It so perfectly matched your red hair. I spent the last twenty years remembering how I licked my tongue along the edge of those panties. You smelled so fine, girl, and you gasped when I kissed your pussy through the material, running my tongue up along it.” 
 
    “I was already wet.” 
 
    “You were.” 
 
    “No one—no girl—had ever done that to me before.” 
 
    “I pulled those panties down and discovered you had a Brazilian.” 
 
    “That had been for Dan. Before he canceled on me.” 
 
    Donna smiled. “I reaped the benefits.” 
 
    “You did.” 
 
    “You still all baby soft down there?” 
 
    “Why don’t you find out?” The words were out of my mouth before I’d realized I’d thought them. I shifted position and lay down on the sofa, stuffing pillows behind my head.  
 
    “I was so hoping you’d say something like that.” Donna leaned over me, spent some more time kissing and licking my nipples, mumbling, “I love these new titties of yours, girl.” 
 
    Then she moved lower, kissing her way down my stomach. My belly—still flat I’m proud to say—undulated, and my breathing grew labored. Donna unsnapped my denim shorts then dragged her tongue back up over my body, between my breasts, before kissing my mouth with loud, wet kisses. Her warm body draped over mine, she pressed her clothed boobs against my nude ones, rubbing them together.  
 
    We kissed some more. A lot more. 
 
    We rubbed our bodies together. 
 
    Then she stopped, sat up, and ripped her T-shirt off, exposing those large, dark, wonderful tits I remembered so fondly.  
 
    Back in the Caribbean, after she’d stripped me of my panties and discovered my baby-soft hairless sex, Donna had sat back then, too. 
 
    She stripped her sundress off and invited me to do what I pleased with those lovely bouncy boobs of her. I leaned into the opportunity, massaging, caressing, squeezing them while I licked and kissed and sucked those hard, dark nipples. Donna closed her eyes and combed her hands through her hair. She rolled her head and moaned. 
 
    Now topless once again, Donna tugged my denim shorts and panties off in one fluid motion. She smiled wide and full upon discovering my sex was still as bald as a baby’s red bottom.  
 
    Ever since, I always loved the way that felt, so after the Caribbean, I never let it grow out again. 
 
    I spread my legs, hooking one ankle over the back of the sofa, offering myself to Donna the way I had those twenty years earlier. She scooted down to the far end on the sofa while I re-positioned the pillow behind my head so I could watch her. 
 
    She put a hand on my inner thigh and that warm touch alone almost made me come. 
 
    Sitting on her knees, she leaned forward. Still wearing her jeans and with her ass high in the air, she kissed my thigh, then my soft, bald mound, before kissing my wet pussy.  
 
    A shiver ran through my body. I quivered. “Pooh.” 
 
    She looked over my body with those big brown eyes of hers. “You like that?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She ran her tongue over my pussy lips.  
 
    “Oooh!” 
 
    She pulled at my pussy lips with her mouth. 
 
    “Oooooooh!” 
 
    Then with two fingers she split my pussy lips open and ran her tongue up and down inside me. She watched me, watching her. Her tongue licked, flicking up and down, in and out. Wet and warm. She tugged at my lips with her mouth and continued to lick and suck, kiss, and tug. 
 
    I had one arm behind my head. With my other hand on one of my tits I squeezed and arched my back as Donna’s tongue plunged deep inside me. She was driving me wild. “Ah, ah, ahhhhh.” 
 
    She took a breather, smiled up at me and replaced my hand on my tit with hers, squeezing it and pinching the nipple between her thumb and forefinger.  
 
    I gasped. 
 
    She returned her tongue to my quivering pussy. Then she used her finger.  
 
    A shudder ran through me as her finger pushed through the wet folds of my pussy. My stomach clutched then relaxed. She slowly pushed her finger in and out, in and out. In and out. 
 
    Donna pulled out and slipped her pussy-juice drenched finger into my mouth. I sucked it in, like it was a little penis, running my tongue all around it, greedily sucking all the pussy juice off it.  
 
    When she returned it to the depths of my pussy, soaking it up again, this time so she could lick it clean of my juices herself. “Yummm.” 
 
    She continued fingering me, wiggling her finger inside me while she clamped her mouth down on my clit, her tongue vigorously flicking across it, sending spasms of pleasure through my body, like a thousand electrical charges firing all at once. 
 
    “That feels sooo good,” I said, my voice a throaty coo. 
 
    She smiled so wide, the corners of her eyes crinkled. “Glad to hear you say that. I’ve got a surprise for you, girl.” 
 
    Donna stood up from the sofa and quickly unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled down her jeans, tearing them off and dropping them on the floor before standing in front of me, facing me. 
 
    My mouth dropped open and my eyes went wide. “Oh. My. God!” 
 
    “You like, baby?” she asked. 
 
    Donna stood with a black strap circling her waist and two more running between her legs, with a silver metal belt bucket. Over her pussy, the straps held a long, thick, black cock. A strap on but the most realistic monster of a dong I’d ever seen. 
 
    I brushed a curly lock of red hair from my face, giving Donna a quizzical look. 
 
    “Last time, you told me how much you enjoyed what we’d done, but finishing up with a big cock inside you would’ve made it perfect.” She held her hands spread out wide. “Well, here’s a big cock. Will it do?” 
 
    I smiled and nodded. “Oh, yeah, it’ll do so long as you know how to use it.” 
 
    She made a pfft sound. “Please, girl.” 
 
    Donna climbed back onto the sofa, on her knees, climbed between my spread and waiting legs. I swallowed hard, watching as that black cock swung back and forth as she got into position.  
 
    She held it with one hand, leaned in, and aimed the brown bulbous head for my pussy. She rubbed it up and down my enflamed pussy lips. Then she pushed it inside me. Slowly at first. It felt like I was being split open. But in an oh-so-good way. 
 
    I lolled my head back. “Oh, shit.” 
 
    “You good, baby?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Donna leaned in. Her fake cock slipped further inside me. She rocked her hips and rubbed her thumb over my clit.  
 
    “Oh. Oh.” 
 
    She rocked a little faster. “That good, baby?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Just like that. Yeah.” I ran my hand through my hair. “Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Faster and faster. 
 
    Donna held one of my legs up in the air, spreading me wider. She was pumping now. Our flesh slapping, our skin slick with pussy juices and perspiration, my moans coming out in long, loud gasps, like a chugging train engine gathering steam. “Oh, oh, oh! Oh! Oh! OH!” 
 
    My tits were wobbling and I had to bite my lower lip to keep from screaming. I was close. I was so close. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on here?” 
 
    Dan’s voice. Holy shit. 
 
    I snapped my eyes open to see my husband of eighteen years standing over us.  
 
    Donna had stopped pumping but her fake cock remained inside me. 
 
    I scrambled to climb out from under her. “Dan, I can explain.” 
 
    He stood looking me over and then did the same to Donna. She said back on the sofa with one naked leg propped up, her heel digging into the cushion, her arm resting on her bent knee. I couldn’t help but look with some regret at the cock hanging between her legs, all shiny wet with my pussy juice. 
 
    “This is my friend Donna,” I started. 
 
    “More than friends, apparently,” he said. 
 
    “No. It’s not like that,” I insisted. 
 
    “I come home and find my wife getting strap-on fucked by some woman I don’t know,” he said. “I’d say it’s exactly like that.” 
 
    “You say it that way,” I said. Then I blinked and shook my head. “No. I mean it’s not some on-going thing. We haven’t seen each other in twenty years, we—” 
 
    “Dude,” Donna said. “You’ve got a hard on.” 
 
    “What? No I don’t.” He looked down at his trousers, as did Donna and I, and sure enough, Danny-boy’s crotch was bulging. He’s pretty well hung so it’s not easy for him to hide it.  
 
    Like a cat, Donna slinked off the sofa. “This shit’s turning you on.” 
 
    “No, it’s not.” 
 
    She moved up beside him. “You’d have to be gay not to be turned on by this.” She waved a hand indicated me sitting naked on the sofa and then herself. Noticing the fake cock hanging from her crotch she added, “Except for this. Yeah. That would make you gay.” 
 
    “I’m not gay.” 
 
    “I can see that.” She ran a hand over his bulge.  
 
    “Stop that,” he said, but made no effort to move away from her. 
 
    I noticed her long white-tipped fingernails for the first time. They were lovely. 
 
    “Come on. Come sit down over here so we can talk about this.”  
 
    Holding his hand, Donna guided him toward the sofa. I scooted to one side so he could side in the middle between us. I already had an idea of Donna had in mind and I was so horny at that moment I would’ve gone along with anything at that point.  
 
    I bet she knew it, too. 
 
    As Dan sat down, Donna said, “You know what I do best, Dan?” 
 
    He shook his head, unable to tear his eyes from her chest. I couldn’t blame him. Her dark breasts were lovely, especially now as they seemed to glow in the light from a thin gleam of perspiration.  
 
    She put a hand on his upper thigh, leaned in so she could whisper in his ear. She let her hand slide down toward his crotch. “Blow jobs.” 
 
    He swallowed hard. 
 
    With her voice low and throaty and damn sexy, she said, “I give the best motherfucking blow jobs anyone has ever had. Ever. Guaranteed.” 
 
    Her hand was on his crotch. 
 
    “Really?” he croaked. 
 
    “Want to find out?” Donna smiled mischievously and licked her lips. They gleamed wetly in the light. 
 
    Dan actually turned and looked at me.  
 
    I shrugged, silently saying, go ahead. 
 
    Donna had already unbuckled his pants and unzipped his trousers. He didn’t wear underwear so, unrestrained; Dan’s rock hard cock sprang out from the confines of his pants.  
 
    Donna smiled. “You sure ain’t got nothing to be ashamed of,” she said, eying his length and girth. “’specially for a white boy.” 
 
    She grabbed the base of his cock and ran her tongue along the length of his shaft. Then she gobbled up his head. Not to be left out, I tickled his hairy testicles and ran my tongue along his shaft as well. Donna was right. This was going to be a blowjob Dan would never forget. 
 
    She took him in and out of her mouth, making slobbery, sucking sounds and moaning with a mouthful of cock inside her. Then she shared, letting his cock flop out of her mouth so I could take over while she licked and fondled his balls. 
 
    Then we both teased his bulbous head licking it from either side, our tongues lashing across each other’s mouths as often as we licked Dan’s cock. From his half-closed eyes and the shit eating expression on his face, he didn’t mind.  
 
    I stroked his shaft with my hand and while Donna took him in her mouth and bobbed up and down, working the length of his cock while I fisted him. 
 
    After a time, he gently pushed us away and stood up, stripping his trouser completely off. “I’ve got to fuck someone.” 
 
    Music to my ears, I thought. 
 
    Having left his shirt on, he sat back down, stroking his Johnson. “Come here, hon.” 
 
    Donna gave me a quick nod. You go, girl. 
 
    But as I started to straddle him, backing into him, she stopped me. “No, baby. Face him.” 
 
    She was up to something but I was too horny to notice or care. I climbed onto Dan, my hands on his shoulders, my knees digging into the sofa cushions, straddling him. I lowered myself down on his twitching cock. 
 
    He guided himself into me the way he had thousands of times before. But this fuck would be like none other, for either of us. 
 
    He filled me up and I gasped. My hot pussy so hungry to be fucked, I began to ride him, pumping up and down on his cock. He slipped deep inside me, big and hard. Our thighs were slapping. He held onto my hips and lolled his head back on the sofa.  
 
    My hair fell into my eyes. I brushed it away. “Oh, oh, oh.” 
 
    Donna placed a hand on my hip, slowing me down as she climbed up behind me. 
 
    I didn’t know what she was doing until she did it. 
 
    With my pussy full of cock, she spread my ass cheeks wide with one hand while with the other hand she pressed the bulbous head of that big, black cock against my asshole.  
 
    My eyes went wide. I’d never done that before.  
 
    I wouldn’t let Dan do that. He was too big.  
 
    Donna’s fake cock was even bigger.  
 
    I looked over my shoulder at her. “No.” 
 
    But in it went.  
 
    I squeezed my eyes closed, gasped, and bit down so hard on my lower lip I tasted blood. 
 
    Donna used one had to open my ass wider as she pushed that cock in further. Slowly, gently, she pushed, but still, it hurt. I’d stopped pumping up and down on Dan’s cock but that didn’t stop him from bucking his hips, shoving his cock in and out of me. 
 
    “You like that?” Donna asked. 
 
    I couldn’t answer because my lips were pressed together tightly to keep me from screaming, but as she slowly, gently, lovingly slipped her cock in and out of me, plowed it inside me, I had to admit it feel…good. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. Getting the feel for it, it felt good. “Yes, that’s it. Fuck my ass. Fuck it.” 
 
    With her inside my ass, and under me Dan still inside my pussy, I started to squirm, to rock my hips against her, against him. Breathless I was getting fucked in both holes. I never thought, never imagined ever doing anything like that. But damn, if it was fucking amazing. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” I panted. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop.” 
 
    My hanging boobs raked across Dan’s open shirt. His sweaty musk and cologne mingled with Donna’s vanilla lavender and the overall sex smell in the room now. I rocked back and forth against them. Dan gripped my hips with both hands, pumping me up and down. His hairy groin rubbed against my clit. I rode both, trying to get the full length of both cocks inside me, deep enough to split me open. 
 
    “Oh, yes, oh, yes, fuck, yes.” 
 
    My orgasm built like a gathering storm, from deep within me, getting stronger, stronger, gaining in intensity. “Yes, yes, yes. Oh, oh, oh. Yes, fuck, yes!” 
 
    Then like a breached dam, it broke. 
 
    I arched my back and hopped up and down as fast as I could on both cocks.  
 
    “Oh. Ohhh. Ohhhhhhhhh! YES. FUCK YES!” 
 
    I bit my lip and collapsed. “Oh, yes, yes, shit, yes.” 
 
    But we weren’t done. 
 
    Dan slipped out from under me, but Donna told me to stay put. I missed the feeling of Dan’s engorged cock inside me, but Donna made up for it by leaving hers in place.  
 
    “My turn,” she said. I didn’t know what she meant until she grabbed Dan by the hand and pulled him around behind her. His pussy juice coated cock dripping but as hard as ever. He hadn’t come yet. 
 
    “You want to assfuck, white-boy?” Donna asked. “Come on, then. Stick that shit in my ass, Danny, baby. Assfuck me the way I just did your wife.” 
 
    Just hearing Donna say it turned me on. Holy shit. I‘d just come and already I could feel another orgasm getting started.  
 
    Donna draped her one leg over my rear, spreading and widening her ass for Dan. As she did her fake cock slipped around still inside me, sending electric surges of pleasure rolling through me. I moaned. 
 
    “You good, girl,” Donna asked. 
 
    “Couldn’t be better,” I assured her. 
 
    I twisted around as best that I could so I could watch.  
 
    Dan stepped in behind her. Donna reached a hand out, grasped his thigh and pulled him closer. She jerked and arched her back “Oh, shit, yeah.” 
 
    He’d shoved his cock inside her ass. He started pumping into Donna. His momentum shoved her and her cock into me. The three of us rocked and hissed, groaning and grunting loud over the slapping of flash, thigh to thigh to thigh.  
 
    I draped an arm over Donna’s leg, holding her in place. She reached behind her to hold onto Dan as he gripped her hips with two hands and pummeled her ass. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Oh my God.” Me. 
 
    “Ah, ah, ah. Oh, shit, Ah.” Donna. 
 
    Dan groaned. Low and long. 
 
    And I knew. He’d come, pounding Donna’s asshole.  
 
    She hissed and threw her head back. “Yes. Yes.” 
 
    She too had come, the strap-on rubbing against her sex, against her clit had brought her to orgasm, even as a smaller ones seized me, held me, then with a shudder released me.  
 
    Dann backed away. 
 
    Donna rolled over me and collapsed onto the sofa. 
 
    I remained where I was, laying half on and half off the sofa, too depleted to move. 
 
    Dan stepped back, pulled a straight back chair away from a table, and fell into it. His spent cock already drooping and dripping come and pussy juice on the hardwood floor. I absently and very gently rubbed my sensitive clit, enjoying the surge after surge of orgasm aftershock that coursed through me, sending shivers through me, even as I worried what Dan would do or say next. 
 
    Sure, he’d participated, but what did he really think about the whole thing? 
 
    I looked over at Donna.  
 
    She sat, unbuckled the strap-on and opened one of the leg loops so the sex toy fell off to one side. She then lazily and very seductively ran her fingers through her dark pink, pussy lips. Her tangled pubic bush was as thick and black and gleamed with sweat. It looked as glorious as I remembered it. 
 
    Dan looked at me, then at Donna. “So, how long do you plan on staying here?” 
 
    “Depends,” Donna said, “on how long you’ll let me stay?” 
 
    Dan grinned. “We keep do shit like this, you can stay for-fucking-ever.”  
 
      
 
    ♥♥♥ 
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