(Warning: This story contains female muscle, male muscle, and graphic sexual content)

Karui considered herself a very patient person (a statement thoroughly questioned by anyone
who knew her), it was Omoi’s fault that she lost her patience with him so often. He just had a
certain quality that got on her nerves and pushed all her buttons.

She didn’t know what it was exactly but... well maybe it was a combination of his laziness, dour
mood, unimpressive skills, lack of commitment, and infuriating backtalk. And that was her
being generous, there were still many personal flaws she hadn’t gone over...

Karui needed that time off from him, and she had to take any chance she could because being
on a mission together didn’t give her many opportunities to just be alone with her thoughts.
Honestly, the mission would run far smoother if it was just her and Samui, the two got along
great!

(A statement thoroughly denied by Samui)

Karui sighed, ruffling her wild mane of red hair as she returned to the apartment. She blinked
upon seeing her team leader coming out, adjusting her clothing. Karui attempted her best not
to stare at those enormous breasts she was most definitely not jealous of.

“Ah, you're finally back” The blonde woman observed.

“Yeah, needed a break from the idiot”

“You're not tolerable yourself”

...Okay, hurtful. And really out of the blue. Samui was not one to hold her tongue but... okay
she couldn’t say this was the first time the jonin had expressed her displeasure with the two
and their antics.

“Giving you an ultimatum, Karui” Samui said, crossing her arms under her bust. “You two learn
to get along, or I'll have to admonish you. Officially”

Great, that meant D-Rank duty for a while...



“I swear we’'ll get along better,” She said, dreading the prospect of menial chores for the
foreseeable future.

“Here’s hoping you do” Samui nodded. “If | learned to get along with him, so can you”

“Oh” Karui blinked a few times. “You two hung out while | was away?”

“We did,” The older kunoichi replied. “It was pretty fun actually”

Gods, did that moron manage to butter up to Samui of all people? He better not be talking
behind her back... Maybe he managed to convince Samui she was the one with an attitude
problem? That would explain Samui giving her the third degree...

No! She had to salvage this. Fast.

Ugh, that meant actually trying to play nice with the moron.

Fine, she could pretend to tolerate him. Get all chummy and shit. She could ignore a few
pessimistic comments here or there, then pretend they’d fixed up all their issue. The dumbass
would believe it either way...

“Fine, fine” She sighed, trying to place her team leader. “I'll patch things up with him”

Samui gave her an uncharacteristic smile. “Don’t worry, | get the feeling it’ll be easier than you
think” The woman then walked down the hall. “Well, I'll leave you two alone. I’'m gonna go
train”

“Train?” Karui frowned. “During a mission?”

“There’s been a few... developments | need to test out”

And with that, she turned around the corner and disappeared from view.



That was confusingly cryptic...

Oh well, time to ‘make friends’ with Omoi.

She had expected him to be lying on the bed reading his manga or just lazing around. But to
her surprise, he was not in the bed at all. Karui looked down to find her teammate on the floor,
his body moving up and down with his arms crossed over his chest as he went over a set of
crunches.

First Samui now him? It was infinitely weirder that Omoi of all people was training. Sure, light
workouts to keep oneself in shape, but him? The lazy slob could barely be bothered. And yet
here he was, proving her wrong.

He was oddly focused, his brow furrowed deeply as he let out steady concentrated breaths. A
light sheet of sweat gave his dark skin a glistening quality. The way his tank top clung to his
figure highlighted his lean yet athletic look.

He looked... kinda cool she had to admit. If it were anyone else but Omoi, she might actually
think he was cute, handsome even.

It was taking her an uncomfortably long time to look away.

Omoi finally greeted her with a smile, far more energetic than the usual attitude she would
expect from him. “Hey, you’re back”

“Yeah” She tried to play it cool, tucking her sandals away and removing her headband and
uniform. “You look... motivated for a chance” She muttered, arching a suspicious eyebrow.

He merely smiled, showing her all his teeth. He stopped his crunches and jumped to his feet,
placing his arms akimbo. “Well you could say Samui gave a hell of a pep talk”

“That so?”

“Oh yeah. You know what, it was just what | needed. I've been too lazy, slacking off in my
training and duties.” He said confidently without any of his usual dour disposition. It was



honestly starting to freak her out. “And you know what? I’'m doing my village a disservice. |
should aim to be the best shinobi | can be”

Karui had to blink a few times until she finally processed his words. “Huh”

“So yeah!” He perked. “Starting now I'll double- triple my training! | won’t stop until I'm on the
same level as Bee, Darui or the Raikage!”

Holy shit he was aiming big. Was this really Omoi? Her pain-in-the-ass good-for-nothing
teammate? He seemed like a completely different person. Had Samui given him that big of a
pep talk? It was hard to imagine her doing so. More like a total dressing down she imagined...

“Samui sure let you have it huh?” She droned.

“Oh yeah. She really gave it to me”

...There was a strange inflection to his words. Like he knew something she didn’t. Great, good
to know he still had the capacity to piss her off...

Then, he took off his shirt.

And once more Karui was staring.

He was looking cut. Like, she was honestly surprised Omoi had abs that defined, or a marked
chest like that. Sure all shinobi were physically fit in some way, but Omoi never went beyond
the minimal standard. At least, she thought so. Looking at his naked torso proved her wrong,
however, he wasn’t bulky or shredded like some meatheads back home, but he did have a
pretty good level of definition that was nothing to scoff at.

He walked up to a full body mirror in the room to check himself out, smirking as he lifted his
arms and flexed some decently-sized biceps. With his back turned to her, Karui was given a
good look at his toned dorsal muscles.

Fuck, why was her face warming up?



“What are you doing?” She had to ask.

“Checking my progress,” He simply said, proceeding to flex his abs. The mirror allowed her to
see that six-pack locking down.

“You barely started doing crunches, and you think you already have something to show for it?”
Karui barked back in irritation. Though it was almost like she wanted to feel irritated, because
this other emotion she was feeling confused the hell out of her.

“Hey, | did say what my goal was right?” Omoi called out, looking at her over his shoulder. His
grin was doing funny things to her stomach. “Besides...” He looked down at his arm, clenching
his fist and slowly bending it to show the swelling rise of his bicep. “l don’t think bulking up will
be a problem for me~”

He flexed his arm repeatedly, and the bicep kept pumping harder still. It almost... it looked like
the muscle was swelling but that couldn’t be true...

Yet her eyes didn’t lie. The more Omoi flexed his arm, the more his muscles inflated. His
forearm widened in circumference as the striations deepened, enveloping the growing muscle
mass with greater definition. His bicep was becoming a peaked striated hill where rivers of
veins slowly sprawled over its surface.

And it wasn’t just his arm, all of his limbs were similarly swelling. The back of his legs filled up
with thicker muscles, forming hardened calves and wide quads, the hamstrings rippled as
though high-tension cables were jumping under his skin.

To say nothing of his back, oh good gods above his back... it just kept widening more and more
and more. Jagged rocks were being carved out of toned flesh, displaying a jaw-dropping level
of definition and girth as the muscles swelled to magnificent levels.

“Hnnng!” Omoi threw his head back, grunting while bringing down his arms into a mighty most
muscular pose. This seemed to accelerate his growth as his shoulders became large bowling
balls with pumpkin-like ridges. Hill-like traps rose halfway up his neck, the muscles there
swelled and filled with veins. His back flexed with even stronger muscles, while those on the
front jumped into existence with fierce bursts of growth.

His pectorals were impossibly thick, standing a good distance from his chest and forcing his
nipples to point down, finger-thick veins coursed from his forearms to his chest, with a myriad



of smaller veins diverging. The shredded row of abdominal muscles quivered and flexed into
an impenetrable wall.

Karui was in a trance, she could scarcely believe what she was seeing. Her no-good pessimistic
teammate was becoming an enormous muscular hunk before her very eyes. His bestial
grunting, the way his jaw-dropping muscles rippled and flexed... it was all inspiring new
feelings she had never felt about her teammate before.

The way his leg thickened made his shorts look more like briefs... while also highlighting the
prominent bulge in them.

He is huge, in width and height. Pure muscle packed together into dense pockets, groups
brimming with power as the flexors strain with great might and make the muscles jump
vigorously under his command. Karui struggled to recall if even the Raikage had that much
definition. Right now Omoi felt like the largest man she’s ever met, and that said a lot.

She’d never feel this compelled to reach over and touch someone’s muscles, not even the
meatheads back home. To grasp, squeeze, and fondle. And the fact she felt all this for Omoi of
all people was enough to send her spiral into a crisis.

This couldn’t be, she thought through heavy pants as she stared at this beefcake stud flex and
pose magnanimously in the mirror, creating a show of rippling flesh that he enjoyed as much
as she did.

Then Omoi turned to look at her, his confident smirk was making her knees turn to jelly. “Not
bad huh?”

“How” Karui stammered. “How” She was stuck on that word like a faulty record-player.

“Plenty of training and proteins” He was getting smarmy with her, but Karui was too distracted
to call him out on it.

He walked closer to her, and her lips dried up at the proximity to such a god-like body. She
could lodge her face between his rocky pectorals and bask in the musk with how they were at
eye-level. Let her tongue dart out and explore every nook and cranny of his striations. Taste
the glistening black skin and savor the salty sweat.



She was trembling, needing to physically restrain herself from doing such a thing. Made even
worse when Omoi put his hands on his hips and flexed, flaring out his impossibly wide lats and
making his pecs ripple. Karui was hit with an uncomfortable wave of arousal, her nostrils filled
with her musk and created an inferno in her loins.

She wanted to reach out and touch... and before she knew it, that’s what she was doing.

Karui’s hands were so small on his frame, trailing over the rock-hard surface of his muscles.
Her nipples hardened in excitement as the tactile pleasure of his muscular build was too much
for her.

And he kept smirking at her, oh gods his smirk... once she would have smacked that gesture off
his lips, but now all she wanted was to smack their lips together...

Shifting closer, her leg touched something hard and pointy. Karui looked down and gulped,
marveled by the sight of that bulge erecting a tent on the remnants of his shorts. It pulled so
tightly, she could almost see the outline of a head...

Karui could only imagine the sheer imposing girth of his manhood now. A supreme virility of
the likes that could quench the fire in her loins by burying deeply inside her and spray the
white foam that would douse them...

But the bastard, the fucking smug prick, walked away. Robbing her hands of the biceps and
pecs and shredded abs she had been admiring. Omoi walked up to the bathroom and regaled
Karui with his immense back once more.

“Welp, gonna take a shower. | worked up quite a sweat,” He said easily, knowing what he was
doing.

Karui refused to follow his game. Refused to act on how much she actually desired him. She
wanted to lie on the bed and forget about all this, forget it ever happened. Forget those
deliciously pumped muscles...

An impossible task, when the shower turned on and Omoi didn’t even bother closing the door
all the way through.

A naked soaping stud lay inside... and Karui just had to go after him.



...What a weak woman she was. She forsook her pride and opened the door.

There was barely any steam yet, letting the glass panels in the shower remain almost crystal
clear, giving her a proper view of his rippling muscles as the shower washed away all sweat.

His erection stood proudly, and Karui licked her lips at the sight of it.

His eyes were closed in concentration, his arm muscles flexed beautifully while he let out a few
soft groans and grunts. His hands grasped the mighty tool, pumping back and forth.

Karui’s own hips were swiveling back and forth in reflex as her underwear drenched.

This was a show just for her, she just knew it. She almost came in her underwear when Omoi
seized, holding on a low grunt as ropes of white shot out from his dick before washing down
the drain.

Karui looked at that seed going to waste, and before she knew it she was almost naked.

Omoi turned to see her as she entered the shower, her lean and athletic body glistened under
the shower next to his, their naked frames unabashedly exposed to each other. Omoi grinned
as a large hand cupped her cheek and guided their lips together.

The kiss was slow and passionate, increasing in intensity when Karui put her arms around his
shoulders, pressing her breast to his pec as two muscular arms embraced her tightly. His
erection poked at her stomach repeatedly as they lost themselves into an ever more
passionate kiss.

Her lips left his to settle on his neck, chest muscles, and biceps. Her tongue prodded at the
hard flesh, trailing over the thick veins and pecking the muscles repeatedly with gusto. Omoi
sighed in pleasure at her worship, flexing for her, letting her feel all his hardness.

Yet she wanted to taste more, she trailed ever downward to taste his abs to the point she had
to bend over. Then when she reached an even lower target she got on her knees.



Karui thought about it for a millisecond, starting at that throbbing muscle, before she plunged
his cock deep into her mouth.

Omoi groaned in overwhelming pleasure as Karui’s mouth worked him far better than his
hands ever could. It reminded him of Samui’s masterful ministrations as the tongue lapped the
underside of his dick, sheltering his meat.

He played with her wild red locks, grabbing a fistful of hair and slowly rocking his hips back and
forth. His groans and moans increased in volume as Samui held onto his muscular legs, blowing
him to kingdom come.

He tasted so good, a foreign new sensation she never experienced before. And the drops that
began spilling from his tip felt deliciously salty. He was throbbing inside her mouth, building up
a release the two desperately wanted.

Omoi grunt ferally, and shot his load in her mouth. Karui pulled back gasping as the seed
splashed over her tongue, the aftershocks of his release spraying her chest and breasts with
semen that was quickly washed away with the shower’s warm droplets.

Karui panted with her mouth open, filling with water that mingled with his seed before
decisively swallowing it all.

Omoi, filled with vigor and far from done, lifted her up. He pushed her against the wall and
hooked her legs in her arms, letting her long limbs wrap around his waist as her arms circled
his neck. They locked gazes that burned with thrilled passion, eagerly wanting more.

Their lips clashed into each other, making out for what felt like a small eternity. And when they
parted they gasped for breath, a trail of saliva still connecting them until it washed away.

“Can’t get enough of me, huh?”

“Oh just fuck me you asshole”

Omoi grinned and did just that, swiveling his hips and burying his manhood inside her. Karui
threw her head back and gasped, filling that hardened muscle piercing through her folds and
stretching her walls. She clenched tightly around him; the friction generated from his energetic
thrusts sent spasms of pleasure through their bodies.



XVXVXVXVX

Karui liked to think she and Omoi were on the road to becoming better teammates. Forging
proper bonds of trust and camaraderie, opening up to one another, sharing important
experiences and acknowledging each other as valued members of the village and comrades.
Dare she say it, maybe the two could even become good friends.

Helped that the sex was fucking amazing.

Every kiss, every thrust, every act of lustful passion sent the two spiraling into a haze of
jumbled colors while the cacophony of moans and grunts filled the room. Karui lost count of
the amount of times they had done it, all the positions and all the acts, she had lost herself to
the flow and surrendered to the pleasure. With her breasts squeezing against the cold tiles on
the shower, Omoi taking her from behind with energetic thrusts. Then lifting to his face and
repaying the favor for her blowjob with masterful strokes of his tongue as her legs wrapped
around him, her spin coiling as she shuddered in utter ecstasy.

It did not even stop when the two walked out of the bathroom, drying themselves until they
ended up drenched in sweat once more. Karui was not done yet, and neither was Omoi. Right
now the redhead moaned in ecstasy as she bounced up and down on Omoi’s waist, her hands
balling into fists as she rested them on his shredded stomach. His large hands grasped her
glutes and aided in her movements.

“Ah!” She gasped, her breasts jumping with the rapid motions of her body. She arched her
head backward, letting out more thrilled breaths. “Ahh!” Every jump her body made caused
spikes of pleasure to shoot up like bolts of electricity up her spine. Fuck his cock felt so good
inside her, spreading her walls as she kept clenching tighter around her. It felt like an iron rod
cushioned by soft velvet.

Her nails scratched over his pecs and abs, making Omoi let out a low grunt as he enjoyed the
burning sensation. One hand left her glute to grasp her bouncing breast, fondling the soft flesh
as the pointed nipple rubbed against his palm.

More, more, more. Karui begged for the fifth release. One more climax, one more spike of
heaven filling her veins and making her see sounds. She gritted her teeth as he throbbed
mightily inside her...



He growled, arching his body back and thrusting into her one last time. The lubrication had
been so thorough during their continuous activities that there was seldom any friction, just a
continuous slick rubbing of flesh. Karui felt the familiar sensation of fluids shooting up inside
her, filling her, mixing with her own, making her feel complete.

“Ahhhhhhh!” She cried out in orgasmic bliss, shuddering violently as she spilled her essence
around his thick cock.

She remained there for a moment, twitching, panting, basking in the climax.

And then she collapsed over his wide chest, their hearts beating rapidly in a chaotic melody.
She smiled drunkenly, chuckling to herself as she positioned herself more comfortably on him.
“Okay... best training session ever” She muttered, nuzzling against his chest.

A large arm wrapped around her waist. “Now this is one way to build up stamina” Asshole
didn’t even sound half as tired as she did.

She propped herself up on her elbows and looked at him with a wry grin. “You know, you
haven’t told me how you turned...” She waved a hand at his muscular body.

“I' trained all night yesterday”

”CUte"

“Oh I'm sure you'll find out soon enough” He merely smiled and leaned back against the
pillow.

Her lips pursed as she stared at him unimpressed. “What is that supposed to mean?”

He merely kept smiling.

She scoffed, rolling her eyes. “Fine, keep your secrets” She rested her chin on her palm. “But
don’t start getting cocky with me”

“Thought you liked me being ‘cocky’~?"



“That was terrible,” She snorted. “But there are worse ways to start dating”

“Heh!” He turned his gaze to her. “Now we’re dating. Just yesterday you couldn’t stand my
guts”

“Well, | got a lot of incentive to change my mind” She trailed her fingers over his chest doing
small ‘steps’ with them. “Dating, sex-buddies, call it what you want so long as we can keep
doing it”

“Hmm, | like the sound of that” He let out a playful growl. “Hope you don’t mind competition
though. | get the feeling I'll get all sorts of attention” Omoi flexes his chest, highlighting one of
his most prominent ‘assets’.

Karui merely grinned. “If anyone can take half as much as | did from you, she’s earned it.
Wouldn’t want all that ‘vigor’” She purred, “to go to waste” The redhead leaned closer, placing
a deep kiss on his lips which he eagerly returned. She whispered sweetly as they parted. “So
long as | get my due, | don’t mind sharing...”

“So you’ve fallen for my macho charms huh?”

“Tch” Karui snorted, slapping him on his hard chest (and was pretty sure that hurt her more
than it hurt him). “Great, it’s all going to your head”

“Hey it’s hard not to get an ego boost after all the times you sucked me off”

The fiery woman rolled her eyes and growled. “Well, congratulations ‘stud’. Your next date is
with your hands”

“Oh really?” Omoi gave her a teasing smirk. She blinked in surprise when he moved to stand
up from the bed, walking toward the full-length mirror once more with his dick at half-mast.
Still coated in sweat and fluids, his black muscles looked deliciously shiny. He began striking
pose after pose, and fuck she was mad at herself for still desiring him so badly after what she
said...



“Think you can keep your hands off from all this brawn” He growled, hitting a most muscular
pose that really made his upper body bulge out, and his cock to spring erect once more.

Karin bit her lip. “How in love with yourself are you...?”

Omoi smirked at her and, oh the fucking bastard... he began stroking his dick with one hand,
giving her once more a show as his muscles rippled from his self-pleasuring.

“What are you-?”

“You said my next date would be with my palms. So I'm just getting it out of the way for our
next one”

The redhead growled. “Get your fucking dick over here. Now”

Omoi did, and moaned in pleasure as Karui took him into her mouth again.

XVXVXVXYX

Well, that had been an extreme test to her stamina but Karui could say she had never felt more
satisfied in her entire life. She needed a good soak after getting her world rocked repeatedly
by the former-pain-in-her-ass-now-hunk-turned-quasi-boyfriend.

And no, not the shower on the hotel. Otherwise Omoi would join in, or she would invite him.
Much as she enjoyed it, she needed a damn break.

Fortunately, the local hot springs were just what the doctor ordered.

Karui sighed in delight as she sank into the hot waters until they reached her shoulders, feeling
them relax all the muscles which had been thoroughly worked over with her and Omoi’s series
of frenzied ‘liaisons’.

Ohhh that was the stuff.



Heh, she still couldn’t help but think of the big oaf even as she tried to relax her mind and clear
her thoughts. Brief flashes of passionate kisses and thrusting hips sent small waves of delight
through her pleasure, which as they mingled with the hot water created a very enjoyable
sensation.

“Come on, not here” She muttered to herself. “Have some self-control...”

Particularly with Samui sitting on the other side of the pool. Yeesh, even when submerged in
hot water, she was the very definition of ‘cool’ as she liked to say. Her eyes were closed, her
expression blank, she looked so peaceful. Karui certainly wishes she could settle down like that
right now...

Yeesh, were Samui’s breasts floating. How big were the damn things that they had buoyancy?

Karui once more wished she had breasts like those. So full and firm, she imagined they’d feel
heavy in her hands...

Karui bit her lip, suddenly feeling her sex tingle. Ohhh she couldn’t stop thinking about Samui’s
body, so perfectly curvy and beautiful...

She imagined the cold woman’s usual stoicism breaking if she were to see Omoi, marvel at his
enormous muscles like she did, panting and begging for a taste...

Her skin felt uncomfortably tight, her limbs heavy, all the relaxation under the hot water
evaporated. Now all she felt was a writhing sensation in her flesh, like something was coming
alive in her muscles and wanted out.

Karui tried to fight it off, she bit her lip and held back a cry. Samui remained unaware of her
struggle.

She felt her legs swell up as they squirmed in the water, hardened muscles took shape as her
expanding calves brushed against the stone. Sharp glutes grinded on the edge of the pool,
accompanied by the widening of her thorax.

Karui gasped spasming as her arms flailed, grabbing desperately over the surface behind her.
The tighter she held on, the more toned her arms became, rippling with sinewy musculature
and popping veins. The water level seemed to recede and expose more of her breast, and



Karui was vaguely aware she was getting her wish come true as they inflated like balloons. It
was not the water level going down, it was her height expanding upward while her body kept
swelling on all sides.

Cobblestone abs jutted out from a magnificently toned stomach, lats flared out like wings as
her arm muscles kept thickening, burying into the concrete behind her and tearing up the
floor.

Her breasts became fully exposed, quivering with her shaky breaths as powerful pectorals
laminated her chest with supremely toned meat. She was doing her best not to shout in
pleasure for Samui still had her eyes closed to the whole thing, yet all the splashing should
have alerted her by now.

As her immense thighs rubbed together, Karui felt the spark of pleasure ignite in her crotch. A
long muffled and suffering moan was barely held back as her hips thrust repeatedly. Ohhhh
she was getting so fucking big, just like Omaoi, all those shredded muscles she had admired and
fucked were now adorning her muscles as well.

She needed someone to acknowledge them, to praise their strength, even as the contradictory
commands clashed with her brain so Samui wouldn’t see what was happening. Some part of
her hoped she’d be able to get away without her leader knowing anything.

Then a swift pulse of pleasure hit her as her transformation hit another powerful spurt,
pumping her muscles larger still, and Karui couldn’t hold back this loud moan any longer.

Samui opened her eyes, taking in the sight of her growing teammate. Yet she did not look
surprised in the least, no, she merely smiled with satisfaction. “Finally,” She said, and
approached the redhead.

She was acting so annoyingly coy, kneeling down in front of Karui’s shuddering growing form
and looking at her like she was appraising a piece of furniture. “Coming along nicely”

Karui grunted. “W-What's happening... to me?!”

“Something cool” Samui grinned and groped one of her breasts, toying with the nipple and
making the redhead cry out in ecstasy. “Hmph, you’re very tense | see”



“F-Fuck yeah I’'m tense!” Karui growled as her shoulders swelled and clashed with her rising

She arched her back, exposing her dripping sex out of the water as her hips quivered in mid-
air. Fuck it felt like Omoi was fucking her...!

The blonde shinobi merely kept grinning. “Need some help with that!”

“P-P-Please!” Karui begged her.

Samui obliged, and positioned herself in front of Karui’s thrusting slit before putting her lips on
it.

Karui moaned to high heavens as those talented lips began to work, she let out a guttural
moan as her tongue prodded between her folds and took a good taste.

It wasn’t long until Karui climaxed fiercely on her team leader’s mouth, drops of her release
mixing with the hot spring’s waters.

As Karui collapsed back in the hot spring, the water level barely able to cover her midsection,
she panted and stared at herself in shock. “What... happened?”

Samui licked her lips clean. “Had a feeling this is how it works, and after | figure out you and
Omoi did it, it was only a matter of time”

“Matter of time...?” Karui slowly relaxed her breathing. “What are you talking about?”

Samui smiled once more, but this expression was unlike any expression the redhead had ever
seen on the older Kunoichi.

Her eyes widened as Samui began to grow.

“Let’s just say Konoha does a body good” She slowly embraced Karui’s amazonian bulk into her
own powerful arms. “Who do you think Omoi got it from?”



“Holy shit...”

Samui merely chuckled, drawing their lips closer. “Can’t wait to go back home, we’ll give them
all a cool surprise™”



