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Chapter 1: The Captured Pose
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Lydia Monroe’s breath fogged the cool glass of the full-length mirror as she stood naked in the soft afternoon light filtering through the heavy gray curtains of her downtown apartment. The space was a sanctuary of quiet luxury, polished marble floors that caught every stray beam like liquid silver, a velvet armchair the color of warm caramel positioned just so in the center of the living room, and the faint scent of her favorite vanilla-and-amber candle still lingering from the night before. At twenty-five, she had long since stopped apologizing for the body that stared back at her now. It was a weapon, a temple, and tonight, it was going to be her ticket to something more.

Her long, silky light-brown hair fell in loose waves past her shoulders, framing a face that could stop traffic: high cheekbones, full lips painted a soft nude gloss, and eyes the color of stormy sea glass that held a secret fire. She ran her hands slowly down her sides, fingertips tracing the dramatic curve where her tiny waist flared into full, womanly hips. Her breasts were heavy and perfect, full, teardrop-shaped orbs that swayed gently with every movement, capped with dusky pink nipples already tightening in the cool air. Lower, her stomach was soft and inviting, leading to the smooth, bare mound between her thighs. She turned slightly, admiring the heart-shaped swell of her ass, round and firm, the kind of ass that begged to be gripped, spanked, claimed.

A shiver of anticipation raced through her. This wasn’t just another photo. This was the one she’d been building up to for weeks. Her secret account, anonymous, exclusive, a hidden corner of the internet where a small but devoted following paid handsomely for glimpses of her like this, had been begging for something raw, something real. And Lydia needed the money. Her day job at the upscale café barely covered rent in this city, let alone the photography classes she dreamed of taking or the studio space she craved. Posing like this made her feel alive. Powerful. Desired in a way no man had ever made her feel in real life.

She slipped into the sheer black thigh-high stockings first, rolling the delicate fabric up her toned legs with practiced care. The white lace tops hugged her thick thighs like a lover’s possessive fingers, the contrast of black against her pale skin making her pulse quicken. The tiny pink thong came next, a scrap of satin and lace so minuscule it was almost criminal. She hooked her thumbs into the sides and tugged it into place, then deliberately pulled the front panel aside, exposing her smooth, puffy lips and the glistening slit beneath. A soft gasp escaped her as the cool air kissed her most intimate flesh. She was already wet. Just the thought of the camera capturing this had her core clenching with need.

Lydia positioned the tripod and camera exactly where she wanted it, low enough to catch the full effect of her spread legs, high enough to frame her face and breasts in perfect symmetry. She sank into the velvet armchair, the fabric warm and plush against her bare skin. One leg hooked over the armrest, the other planted firmly on the marble floor, black heel gleaming. She leaned back, arching her spine so her heavy breasts thrust forward, nipples pebbled and begging for attention. Her left hand rested lightly on the arm of the chair, fingers curled in a casual display of control. Her right hand trailed teasingly along the inside of her thigh, stopping just short of where she ached most.

She looked straight into the lens, lips parted, eyes heavy-lidded with raw seduction. The exact pose from the image that would soon change everything: topless, stockings gleaming, pink thong pulled aside, her lush body offered up like a feast. The apartment’s soft gray walls and dark curtains framed her like a private gallery. The marble floor reflected the curve of her calf. The single piece of art on the wall, a black-and-white abstract nude, watched silently from the side.

Click.

The shutter sounded like a lover’s moan.

She took shot after shot, adjusting minutely each time, tilting her head, letting her hair spill across one breast, pinching a nipple until it ached deliciously, sliding two fingers along her slick folds without pushing inside. Each flash of the camera sent a fresh wave of heat pooling between her legs. By the tenth frame, her thighs were trembling, her breathing ragged. She could feel the wetness coating the tiny pink thong, soaking into the lace edges. “God, yes,” she whispered to the empty room, voice husky. “Look at me. Want me.”

When she finally reviewed the images on her laptop, one stood out above all the others. The exact one: her expression pure invitation, breasts full and heavy, stockings stretched taut over her spread thighs, the pink thong daringly aside, revealing everything. She cropped it carefully, added the faintest filter to enhance the golden hour glow on her skin, and uploaded it to her private account with the caption: Just for you... What would you do if I were yours?

She hit post, closed the laptop, and let her head fall back against the chair. Her hand slid between her legs again, this time with purpose. Two fingers circled her swollen clit as she replayed the fantasy in her mind, strong hands gripping her thighs, a deep voice growling filthy praise, a thick cock sliding between the lace tops of her stockings. She came hard and fast, biting her lip to stifle the cry, body shuddering in the velvet chair that still held the warmth of her pose.

Little did Lydia know that across the glittering skyline, in a penthouse that overlooked the entire city like a king’s throne, that single image had just landed in the inbox of the most dangerous man she would ever meet.

Damien Wolfe was not a man who scrolled idly. At thirty-four, he had built an empire from nothing, tech, real estate, underground clubs that catered to the darkest appetites of the elite. Tall, broad-shouldered, with midnight-black hair that fell across his forehead in careless waves and eyes like polished obsidian, he radiated the kind of controlled power that made boardrooms fall silent and women drop to their knees. Tonight, he sat in a leather wingback chair in his private study, a glass of aged scotch in one hand, his laptop open on the mahogany desk. A trusted contact had forwarded the photo with a simple note: Thought this might interest you.

One glance and Damien’s world narrowed to the woman on the screen.

“Fuck,” he breathed, the word low and rough.

He enlarged the image until it filled the monitor. Every detail burned into him: the way her light-brown hair tumbled over bare shoulders, the impossible fullness of her breasts, soft, heavy, nipples a perfect shade of pink that made his mouth water. The dramatic dip of her waist, the lush flare of her hips, and that ass, Christ, that ass, round and firm and begging to be marked with his handprints. The black thigh-high stockings clung to her like sin itself, the delicate white lace tops digging into the soft flesh of her thighs. And the pink thong... pulled aside just enough to reveal her pretty, glistening pussy, lips puffy and slick with arousal.

Her face. God, her face. Sultry, confident, a little defiant. Eyes that dared the viewer to take what she offered. Lips parted as if she were already moaning his name.

Damien’s cock hardened instantly, thick and insistent against the fine fabric of his tailored slacks. He palmed himself once, slowly, never taking his eyes off her. He imagined ripping that tiny thong the rest of the way off, burying his face between those stockings, tasting her until she screamed. Imagined fisting that silky hair while he fucked her raw in that very chair. Imagined the way those heavy breasts would bounce as he drove into her from behind, stockings torn, ass red from his palm.

He had seen thousands of beautiful women. None had ever hit him like this, one photo, and he was obsessed.

With a few keystrokes, he wrote to the booking address on her model page and asked for a private meeting. Her agency called back within the hour. They had vetted him, and she had agreed to hear his offer at nine.

While he waited, Damien poured another scotch and leaned back, eyes still locked on the screen. He traced a finger along the curve of her breast on the display, imagining the weight of it in his hand, the way her nipple would tighten under his tongue. His free hand slipped into his slacks, wrapping around his aching length. He stroked himself lazily, savoring the burn, the promise.

By the time the agency confirmed, he had already come once, thick ropes across his abs, thinking of her spread open exactly like that, begging for more.

The agency’s note was brief. Lydia Monroe. Twenty-five. Barista by day, secret erotic model by night. Address only twelve blocks away. A woman who posed like she was made for dominance.

Damien’s lips curved into a dark, predatory smile.

He stood, buttoning his shirt, already picturing the moment he would knock on her door. The moment he would show her the photo and make her an offer she couldn’t refuse.

One year. His rules. His hands. His bed.

And in return... everything she had ever wanted.

Lydia had no idea the storm was already at her door.
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Chapter 2: The Offer
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The knock came at 8:47 p.m. sharp.

Lydia had just stepped out of the shower, hair damp and clinging to her shoulders, wearing nothing but a short silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh. The black stockings from earlier were still draped over the arm of the velvet chair like a trophy. She padded barefoot across the cool marble, tying the robe loosely at her waist, and peered through the peephole.

The man standing in the hallway was not a delivery driver.

He was six-foot-four of pure, tailored menace. Dark hair, sharper jawline, shoulders that strained the seams of a black dress shirt open at the collar. Eyes that pinned her in place even through the door. Her pulse spiked.

She opened it a crack, chain still latched. “Can I help you?”

“Lydia Monroe.” His voice was velvet over gravel, low and commanding. He held up his phone. On the screen was her photo, the exact one she had posted only hours ago. Topless. Stockings. Thong aside. Every intimate detail on full display.

Her stomach flipped. The agency had said a private client. They hadn’t said he would look like this.

“I always get what I want,” he said simply. “And right now, I want you.”

She should have slammed the door. Called the police. Instead, she found herself staring at the way his fingers gripped the phone, imagining them on her skin. Heat flooded her cheeks, and lower.

“My name is Damien Wolfe. I’m offering you five million dollars and the launch of whatever creative career you’ve been hiding from the world. In exchange... you belong to me for one year. Completely. My muse. My submissive. Mine.”

The words hung between them like smoke.

Lydia’s mouth went dry. Five million. Freedom. The chance to finally chase her dreams instead of scraping by. But the price... She thought of the way she had touched herself in that chair earlier, the fantasy of a man exactly like this one claiming her.

He stepped closer, filling the doorway, his scent, sandalwood, spice, and raw male power, washing over her. “Open the door, Lydia. Let me in. Or delete the photo and pretend this never happened. Your choice.”

Her hand trembled on the chain. She could feel her nipples tightening against the silk, the robe suddenly too thin, too short. Between her thighs, she was already slick again.

She unlatched the door.

Damien Wolfe stepped inside, closing it behind him with a soft click that sounded like fate locking into place. His eyes raked over her, damp hair, bare legs, the way the robe gaped just enough to hint at the swell of her breasts. He reached out, not touching her yet, but close enough that she felt the heat of his fingers hover over the lace edge of one stocking she hadn’t removed.

“Recreate it,” he said, voice rough with command. “Right now. In that chair. Exactly as you were.”

Lydia’s breath hitched. Her body obeyed before her mind could catch up. She walked to the velvet armchair, heart hammering, and sank into the same pose, legs spread, robe slipping open to reveal everything beneath. The pink thong was gone now, replaced by nothing but bare, glistening skin. Stockings still on. Breasts heavy and exposed as the silk fell away.

He stopped an arm’s length away. “Before I touch you, I want it out loud. Yes, or I leave and you never hear from me again.”

“Yes,” Lydia said, and her voice didn’t shake. “I want this. Touch me.”

Damien stood over her, eyes devouring every inch. He reached down, finally touching, two fingers tracing the lace top of her stocking, then sliding higher, brushing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. Lydia gasped, hips twitching.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “We start tonight.”

His fingers dipped lower, parting her folds, finding her soaked and ready. He circled her clit once, twice, slow and deliberate, watching her face the entire time. Lydia’s head fell back against the chair, a broken moan escaping her lips.

The contract could wait. The money, the year, the rules, all of it could wait.

Right now, in the exact chair from the photo that had sealed her fate, Damien Wolfe claimed his first taste of Lydia Monroe.

And she gave it to him willingly, stockings stretched tight, body arching, already lost to the dark, delicious promise in his eyes.
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Chapter 3: The Contract
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Lydia’s world narrowed to the slow, deliberate circles of Damien’s fingers between her thighs. The velvet armchair cradled her like a throne of sin, the same one from the photo that had summoned this man into her life. Her long, silky light-brown hair spilled across the backrest, damp strands clinging to her flushed skin. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with every ragged breath, nipples tight and aching, begging for the mouth she could already imagine devouring them. The sheer black thigh-high stockings clung to her legs like a second skin, the delicate white lace tops biting deliciously into the soft flesh of her upper thighs. The tiny pink thong was long gone, tossed aside the moment his fingers had demanded access, and now nothing shielded her from the relentless pressure building at her core.

“Eyes on me,” Damien commanded, his voice a low growl that vibrated straight through her. His obsidian gaze locked onto hers, unblinking, as two thick fingers parted her slick folds and sank deep inside her. Lydia cried out, back arching sharply, her lush ass lifting off the cushion. The stockings stretched taut over her spread thighs, the lace edges digging in as she trembled.

He pumped slowly, curling his fingers against that perfect spot inside her while his thumb stroked her swollen clit in perfect rhythm. “So fucking wet already,” he murmured, leaning down until his breath ghosted over her heaving breasts. “This pussy has been dripping for me since the second you hit post on that photo, hasn’t it?”

“Yes,” she gasped, hips rolling shamelessly against his hand. The marble floor felt cool beneath her dangling foot, the black high heel still strapped to it gleaming under the soft apartment lights. Every detail from the captured pose was here, the parted legs, the arched spine, the way her body offered itself completely. Only now it was real. Raw. His.

Damien’s free hand cupped one heavy breast, thumb flicking the sensitive nipple before he pinched it hard enough to make her moan louder. “You’re going to sign my contract tonight, Lydia. But first, you’re going to come for me exactly like this. Show me what that pretty little body can do when it belongs to someone.”

He added a third finger, stretching her, filling her. The wet sounds of her arousal filled the quiet apartment, obscene, perfect. Lydia’s hands flew to his shoulders, nails digging into the expensive fabric of his shirt as the pressure coiled tighter and tighter. The lace tops of her stockings rasped against the velvet with every desperate thrust of her hips. Her ass clenched, round and full, pressing back into the chair as if trying to escape the overwhelming pleasure even as she chased it harder.

“Come,” he ordered, voice rough with restraint. His mouth closed over her nipple, sucking hard, teeth grazing just enough to send sparks shooting down her spine.

Lydia shattered.

The orgasm crashed through her like a tidal wave, her walls clamping down around his fingers in rhythmic pulses. She cried out his name, Damien, for the first time, thighs quivering violently inside the black stockings, toes curling inside her heels. Wetness slicked his hand and dripped down to soak the edge of the chair. He didn’t stop, drawing it out until she was whimpering, oversensitive and boneless.

Only then did he withdraw, bringing his glistening fingers to his mouth and licking them clean while she watched, cheeks burning. “Delicious,” he said simply. “Now get dressed. We’re going to my penthouse to make this official.”

She could barely stand, legs shaky from the aftershocks, but she obeyed. Damien helped her into a short silk robe, nothing underneath except the stockings and heels he refused to let her remove. Twenty minutes later, they were in the back of a sleek black town car gliding through the city lights. His hand rested possessively on her thigh the entire ride, fingers tracing the lace tops of her stockings like a promise of more.

The penthouse was everything she expected from a man like Damien Wolfe: floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering skyline, dark marble, leather and velvet everywhere, and an atmosphere thick with quiet power. He led her straight to his private study, where a single document waited on the massive mahogany desk beside a fountain pen that probably cost more than her rent.

Lydia read it carefully, heart hammering. One year. Total obedience. His rules, his pleasure, her body available to him whenever and however he wanted. In return: five million dollars wired immediately, plus full funding for her photography dreams, no strings once the year ended. Unless she chose to stay.

She signed with a trembling hand.

Damien signed after her, then sealed it with a slow, claiming kiss that left her dizzy. “Good girl,” he whispered against her lips. “Now recreate it. Exactly as in the photo. On my chair.”

He guided her to a plush velvet armchair identical in color and style to the one in her apartment, clearly intentional. Lydia’s robe slipped off her shoulders as she sank into the pose: one leg hooked over the armrest, the other planted wide, black heel gleaming. Stockings stretched tight. Breasts fully exposed, heavy and swaying. Her hand rested on the chair arm, the other trailing teasingly along her inner thigh. She pulled the imaginary thong aside even though there was nothing there now, bare, glistening, and still sensitive from her earlier release.

Damien circled her slowly, eyes devouring every inch. The city lights painted golden highlights across her skin and the sheer black fabric. “Perfect,” he murmured. “You were made for this.”

He dropped to his knees in front of her, hands gripping the lace tops of her stockings and spreading her wider. His mouth descended without preamble, tongue flat and hot against her clit, licking long, slow stripes up her slit before sucking the swollen bud into his mouth. Lydia’s head fell back, a keening moan tearing from her throat as he feasted on her like a starving man. The stockings rasped under his palms; he bit the lace edge lightly, tugging it with his teeth while two fingers plunged back inside her.

She came again within minutes, thighs clamping around his head, heels digging into his back. Damien growled his approval against her pussy, drinking every drop.

When he finally stood, his cock strained hard against his slacks. He freed it, thick, veined, and intimidatingly long, and stroked himself once, twice, while she panted in the chair.

“Not yet,” he said, voice strained. “Tonight is about learning your new rules. But tomorrow... tomorrow I fuck you properly in those stockings.”
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Chapter 4: First Taste
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Dawn light filtered through the penthouse windows as Lydia woke in Damien’s massive bed, still wearing nothing but the black thigh-high stockings. The lace tops were slightly torn from his teeth the night before, but she loved the ruined look of them, evidence of his hunger. Her body ached in the best way: breasts tender from his mouth, core throbbing with the memory of his fingers and tongue.

She found him in the kitchen, shirtless in low-slung gray sweatpants, pouring coffee. The sight of his sculpted back and the way the fabric clung to his powerful thighs made her mouth water.

“Morning, muse,” he said without turning around. “How do you feel?”

“Owned,” she answered honestly, voice still husky from sleep and screams.

He turned, eyes darkening as they raked over her naked form, stockings, heels discarded somewhere, hair tousled, heavy breasts on full display. “Good. Because today we begin your training.”

He set the coffee aside and closed the distance in two strides, lifting her onto the marble island like she weighed nothing. Her ass pressed against the cool surface, legs parting automatically. Damien hooked her knees over his shoulders, the stockings sliding against his skin, and buried his face between her thighs again. This time there was no slow tease. He devoured her, tongue fucking deep, nose grinding against her clit, growling filthy praise between licks.

“You taste like mine,” he said, voice muffled. “This pussy is going to be dripping for me every single day of this year.”

Lydia’s hands fisted in his hair as she came hard, thighs shaking around his head, the lace tops stretching to their limit. He didn’t stop until she was sobbing with overstimulation, then stood and finally freed his cock.

It was even more impressive in the morning light, thick enough to make her eyes widen, the head already slick with pre-cum. He rubbed it along her soaked folds, teasing her entrance, coating himself in her wetness.

“Beg,” he commanded.

“Please, Damien... fuck me. I need you inside me.”

He thrust in with one powerful stroke, burying himself to the hilt. Lydia screamed in pleasure, the stretch exquisite and overwhelming. He was so deep, so thick, filling her completely. The stockings framed the sight perfectly as he began to move, slow at first, then harder, hips snapping, the wet slap of skin echoing through the penthouse.

Her breasts bounced with every thrust. He gripped them roughly, pinching her nipples while he pounded into her. “Look at you,” he growled. “Spread open in my kitchen, stockings ruined, taking every inch like the perfect little submissive you are.”

Lydia’s second orgasm hit like lightning, walls fluttering around him. Damien followed moments later, pulling out at the last second to paint her stomach and breasts with thick ropes of cum. He rubbed it into her skin with his cock, marking her.

“Mine,” he said simply.

They spent the rest of the morning exploring each other’s bodies with the same intensity. He fucked her against the floor-to-ceiling window, her breasts pressed to the glass while the city watched below, stockings still on. He made her ride him on the leather couch, hands guiding her hips, praising how her ass jiggled and how the lace tops looked stretched around her thighs. By noon, she had come four more times and could barely walk straight.

But Damien wasn’t done. He carried her back to the velvet armchair, the one she had posed in the night before, and sat her on his lap facing away from him. His cock, hard again, slid between the stocking tops, gliding along her slick pussy without entering. The friction of the sheer fabric and his hot length against her clit drove her wild.

“Stocking worship,” he whispered in her ear, biting the lobe. “This is how I’m going to fuck your thighs until you’re begging for my cock again.”

He rocked against her, hands kneading her breasts, until she shattered once more, soaking the front of her stockings with her release. Only then did he finally push inside her from behind, fucking her slow and deep while she trembled in his lap.

By the time the sun climbed higher, Lydia Monroe knew one thing for certain: the photo that started it all had opened the door to a year of pure, filthy pleasure. And she couldn’t wait to see what Damien Wolfe had planned next.
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Chapter 5: Stocking Worship
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Lydia Monroe lay sprawled across the massive leather sectional in Damien Wolfe’s penthouse, her body still humming from the relentless orgasms of the morning. Sunlight poured through the floor-to-ceiling windows, painting golden stripes across her bare skin and turning the sheer black thigh-high stockings into something almost ethereal. The delicate white lace tops were already frayed at the edges from where Damien’s teeth had grazed them earlier, but the fabric still clung to her thick, creamy thighs like a lover’s possessive grip. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with each shallow breath, nipples flushed dark pink and still sensitive from the way he had sucked and bitten them while she rode him on the kitchen island. Between her legs, she was a slick, glistening mess, her smooth pussy lips puffy and shiny with a mixture of her own arousal and the thick ropes of his cum that he had rubbed into her skin like a brand.

She felt ruined in the most exquisite way. Owned. And yet, as Damien stood at the wet bar across the open-plan living space, pouring two glasses of chilled champagne, she could see the hunger in his obsidian eyes had only sharpened. He was shirtless now, the hard planes of his chest and abdomen flexing with every movement, the low-slung gray sweatpants doing nothing to hide the heavy outline of his cock, already half-hard again. At thirty-four, Damien Wolfe was a force of nature, six-foot-four of sculpted muscle and dark, commanding presence, and right now, every inch of him was focused on her.

“Drink,” he said, handing her one of the flutes as he sank onto the sectional beside her. His free hand immediately found her thigh, fingers tracing the lace band of the stocking with deliberate slowness. “You’re going to need your strength for what I have planned next.”

Lydia took a sip, the bubbles dancing on her tongue, but her eyes never left his. “And what exactly is that, Sir?” The honorific slipped out naturally now, after the contract signing and the way he had fucked her senseless twice already today. It felt right. It felt filthy.

Damien’s lips curved into that predatory smile that made her stomach tighten and her core clench. He set his glass aside and turned fully toward her, one large hand sliding higher until his palm cupped the soft, exposed mound of her pussy. Two fingers parted her folds, gathering the slickness there before he brought them to her mouth. “Suck,” he ordered softly.

She obeyed instantly, lips closing around his fingers, tasting herself mixed with the faint salt of him. Her tongue swirled, eyes locked on his, and she watched the way his pupils dilated with raw lust.

“Stocking worship,” he murmured, voice dropping to that gravel-velvet timbre that sent shivers racing down her spine. “That’s today’s lesson, muse. You’re going to learn exactly how much I crave these pretty legs wrapped in black silk. How I’m going to use them, ruin them, and make you come from nothing but the friction of my cock sliding between them.”

He pulled his fingers free with a wet pop and stood, towering over her. In one smooth motion, he stripped off the sweatpants, his thick cock springing free, long, veined, and already leaking at the tip. Lydia’s mouth watered at the sight. She had taken him inside her twice today, felt him stretch her to the limit, but seeing him like this, hard and glistening, still made her thighs press together instinctively.

Damien didn’t let her close them. He gripped her knees and spread her wide, positioning her so that her ass was at the edge of the sectional, legs dangling off the side. The black stockings gleamed under the sunlight, the lace tops digging into her flesh as he pushed her thighs apart even farther. “Keep them exactly like this,” he growled. “Open for me. Show me that greedy little cunt while I worship what’s mine.”

He dropped to his knees between her spread legs, the marble floor cool beneath him, but he didn’t care. His hands roamed up the backs of her calves, over the sheer fabric, thumbs pressing into the sensitive spots behind her knees. He leaned in and pressed a hot, open-mouthed kiss to the inside of one stocking-clad thigh, right where the lace met skin. His teeth grazed the delicate white edge, tugging gently at first, then harder until the fabric
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