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Chapter One






Alicia spied on her stepmother through
Joanne’s bedroom window. She knew it was wrong to peek in on the
older woman, but Alicia blamed her father who had the old giant
farmhouse remodeled with a giant wraparound porch to which had been
added a second floor balcony that was shared by the two largest
bedrooms upstairs, hers and her father’s.

And while it might have been wrong for Alicia
to be spying on her stepmother, it was certainly worse for Joanne
to have another man in her bedroom.

The window was closed but Alicia could clearly
see the two figures moving around on the bed. The noises the two
were making told Alicia they were fucking. She was familiar with
the sounds of sexual congress after a year at college and a horny
roommate. Delilah had never been exactly discrete about her
liaisons. Not that Alicia minded. While Delilah was fucking her
boyfriend of the week, Alicia’s fingers were busy beneath the
sheets jilling off as quickly and quietly as possible.

The opportunity for her to witness another
couple in the middle of sex was too much of a temptation to resist.
Alicia didn’t know what Joanne was doing at first when she let a
stranger into the house. Her father was gone on a business trip for
the week. Alicia was home for college. Two days ago she had
finished her last final exam of her freshman year. Yesterday she
had seen her father right before he flew to St. Louis for the week.
Today she was home alone…except for Joanne and her
paramour.

Alicia wondered if Joanne realized her
stepdaughter was in the house. Well, technically not in the house.
Right now she was on the balcony watching Joanne get fucked by her
lover. Joanne’s legs were wrapped around the younger man’s waist
and they were violently thrashing around on the bed. She couldn’t
help herself. Alicia pushed her hand down inside her sweatpants and
into her panties. Her pussy was already dripping with
desire.

“Fuck,” she whispered to herself
as she watched the couple’s enthusiastic lovemaking. Whoever the
guy was he was much younger than Joanne, but that was okay because
Alicia’s father was much older than Joanne. Even in the middle of
playing with her clit Alicia’s analytical mind couldn’t help but
analyze the situation. Her father was just north of fifty. She knew
that Joanne had just celebrated her forty-first birthday. The
boyfriend—from what Alicia could see of him through the windows and
half-obscured by the bedcovers—looked to be around thirty and in
very good shape. Alicia herself was going to turn nineteen in two
weeks.

It would have been nice, Alicia reflected, if
their ages were all a neat decade apart. Then she realized that it
was much more likely they were all separated by steps of eleven, a
prime number. That was much better.

As that thought was rolling around in her
head, Joanne was reaching her climax. She bucked and thrashed
about. Her cries of passion came clearly through the closed window.
Her stepmother was obviously enjoying whatever it was the boyfriend
was doing to her. Alicia could see—almost—what the boyfriend was
doing. He was cute, with dark blonde hair, a taut butt, and firm
muscles in his arms and shoulders. She wondered what his dick
looked like and waited anxiously for him to finish so she could get
a glimpse of what he had to offer.

Joanne’s orgasm was the end of their fucking.
The boyfriend hadn’t cum yet. He flipped Joanne over onto her hands
and knees. In the process Alicia got a good look at his ass, but
barely glimpsed his wet and erect cock.; the angle was wrong. When
he started to fuck her stepmother with great enthusiasm, both of
their bodies shaking back and forth, Alicia glanced around
nervously. Delilah had never put on a show like this and just
diddling her clit inside her pants wasn’t enough.

The house was in the middle of the woods,
separated from the state road by a thick screen of hundred year old
trees. She was safe. Working quickly she pushed her sweats down to
her knees, knelt on the floor while keeping Joanne and her lover in
sight, and started masturbating with fervor, her ass bare to the
cool May air, her pussy mostly hidden because she was facing the
wall.

Apparently the boyfriend and Joanne both
delighted in fucking doggy-style more than the missionary they had
started with. Joanne didn’t stop her loud yowls of enjoyment
throughout their fucking and the boyfriend grunted noisily several
times as he came. That was Alicia’s signal to finish herself off
which she did so with just a little squeak of orgasm, as she always
did when Delilah was in the room.

Inside the bedroom the lovers had collapsed on
the bed and were now exchanging kisses. He rolled off her and
finally Alicia got a decent look at his cock. It was large and red
and wet and beautiful. She found she couldn’t remove her fingers
from her pussy. The in process of their uncoupling Joanne rolled
over and Alicia also got an eyeful of her stepmother’s tits. They
were huge which made Alicia wonder if her father had married Joanne
for her big boobs or if Joanne had them done for her father after
they were married. Alicia felt a pang of jealousy over the older
woman’s bigger tits; in comparison hers were tiny.

After a minute of breathing heavily, coming
down from her little orgasm, Alicia licked her wetness of her
fingers and snuck back to her bedroom. She climbed into bed,
listening for sounds of additional lovemaking coming through the
walls. There was none. As far as she could tell, they couple had
fallen asleep.

Alicia wanted to do the same thing but her
body told her she needed to do two things: pee and eat breakfast.
Peeing was the more urgent need so she slipped out of her bed and
headed to the bathroom. After peeing she wiped away most of her
excess lubrication because she didn’t want to be wet and sticky
while eating breakfast. After putting her sweatpants and oversized
t-shirt back in place she headed downstairs to the
kitchen.

She poured a bowl of Lucky Charms and hit the
start button on the coffee maker. It always seemed to take forever
for the coffee to brew. As she started eating the cereal she
shivered at the table and her nipples erected under her thin
t-shirt, making little points behind the material. Even though it
was late May, her father’s house was out in the middle of nowhere
and it was still cold in the mornings. When the coffee maker beeped
signaling it was done, she stumbled to the machine with a mug in
hand. After filling it she turned around and found herself
face-to-face with Joanne’s boyfriend who startled face mirrored her
own.

“Hi!” she said a little too
brightly and a little too loudly. “I’m Alicia.” She stuck out her
right hand, keeping the coffee mug in her left. “Who are
you?”

The moment she asked the question she
regretted it. She didn’t want to know the guy her stepmother was
fucking. She just wanted to keep him a figment of her fantasies,
something to jill off to while she was home from
college.

“I’m Justin,” he responded
automatically. It was already too much information.

Alicia couldn’t stop herself from talking.
“Joanne’s my stepmother. How do you know her?”

He seemed frightened by the question but
managed to answer it anyway. “We’re, uh, old friends.”

“I bet,” Alicia replied. She noted
his gaze had slid from her face to her chest. She stopped herself
from looking down because she knew her nipples her obvious under
the t-shirt. Even though he had just fucked Joanne a few minutes
ago, he was still eager to ogle another woman.

“Do you mind if I get some
coffee?” he asked. He was dressed in jeans and a flannel shirt. A
stainless steel travel mug was in his hand. Alicia half wondered if
he was a deliveryman who stopped by the house to drop off a package
and a cup of coffee when Joanne invited him upstairs for a friendly
fuck. She knew that wasn’t the case, but it was a nice fantasy to
think about.

“Let me,” Alicia said as she took
the mug from his hand. After filling it and sealing the lid she
asked, “Will we be seeing you again?”

Justin looked her up and down, pausing at her
nipples and crotch where her sweatpants hugged her pussy. “I hope
so,” he said before quickly exiting the house via the kitchen’s
back door.

Alicia sat back down and contemplated what she
should do about what she had just witnessed. Since she wasn’t sure
what she should do, she just thought the whole thing out.
Truthfully, she didn’t need to do anything. Alicia had long ago
gotten over her parents’ divorce. Dad made a lot of money at his
job as a corporate lawyer and Mom made a lot of money from alimony
and living off her boyfriend of the month. This summer Mom was in
Italy with her latest find, so Alicia was home with Dad…except Dad
was traveling most of the summer so she would be alone. With
Joanne, apparently. Joanne was nice enough as a stepmother, not
wicked at all. But she and Alicia both knew she was a trophy wife
and that was their relationship began and ended.

Once she was done with breakfast Alicia bided
her time. She waited until there were sounds of Joanne moving about
upstairs. It was through careful timing that Alicia managed to walk
up the stairs and accidentally run into Joanne as the older woman
was emerging from the bedroom. Joanne’s tussled brassy blonde hair
was a cloud around her head, but Alicia’s eyes weren’t drawn to her
stepmother’s hair or cold-sapphire eyes. She found herself looking
at Joanne’s body which was largely unconcealed beneath a sheer silk
robe that was loose and opened. Alicia caught a glimpse of large
tits and a carefully trimmed and shaved pubic mound before the
startled Joanne had enough presence of mind to tightly wrap the
robe around her body, though that did little to hide her light
brown nipples from showing through the material.

“Alicia!” she cried out in
surprise. “What are you doing here?” She smiled winningly, trying
to play the role of the innocent and accommodating stepmother still
attempting to earn the respect of her petulant
stepdaughter.

“I live here. Remember? I got home
two days ago?”

“Right! I forgot.”

“Yeah…I’d have forgotten about me
too if my boyfriend was paying an early morning visit.” Alicia kept
her face as neutral as possible and tried not to sound accusatory
in her tone.

Joanne affected a pose of confusion. “What do
you mean?”

Alicia tapped the wall. “These walls aren’t
that thick. I could hear you.” It was a small bending of the truth.
Alicia certainly had heard Justin and Joanne fucking while she was
watching the pair, but she opted to leave the spying out of the
conversation for the moment.

“Hear what?” Joanne wasn’t giving
up her innocent act so quickly.

“Hear you and Justin
fucking.”

“Justin?”

Alicia had to give her stepmother credit. She
was unwilling to let go of her lie easily. “I met him downstairs as
he was leaving. He seems nice. I gave him coffee.”

“Oh.” Joanne had no further
response.

Alicia let Joanne’s deflated gasp hang between
them for long, uncomfortable seconds. “Don’t worry. I won’t tell
Dad. We can keep this between us. For now.” She started to step
around Joanne but the older woman shot out a hand, preventing her
from leaving.

“Wait. I don’t know what you think
you heard—”

“I know what I heard,” Alicia cut
her off. “And I don’t care.”

“There are things you should know
about your father and me—”

“I don’t want to know things about
my father and you.”

This time Joanne wasn’t going to be cut short
again. “We have an open marriage,” she blurted.

“That’s great. I don’t care. Not
my business.”

Joanne was taken aback. “I’m just telling you
not to run to your father and blabber to him about this. He doesn’t
want to hear about it.”

Alicia ducked under Joanne’s arm and sauntered
to her room. “Isn’t that what a cheating wife would say when she
was caught in the act?”

As Alicia slipped into her room and closed the
door, Joanne just stared with her mouth hanging open. Once inside
her room Alicia collapsed on her bed with a sigh. She couldn’t help
herself and wiggled out of her bottoms. The door was shut but she
was sure Joanne was still in the hallway. That made it even better,
riskier. As she started masturbating at first it was the image of
Justin and Joanne fucking like animals, but that image quickly
faded from her mind and was replaced with the image of just Joanne,
half-naked in the hallway, her tits and pussy on
display.

 



Chapter Two


Later in the morning Alicia managed to slip
out of the house and piloted her ancient Honda down the road to
town. Joanne was probably hiding in her room, or maybe she was
hunting down her boyfriend to fuck him again. Alicia didn’t care
which. She needed a summer job and there was only one place to get
that in the semi-isolated wilderness of upstate New
York.

It was hours later when Alicia returned and
she was immediately confronted by Joanne the moment she walked into
the house. “Where have you been?” she demanded. Joanne’s eyes were
burning with anger but it was an act. She had no authority over her
stepdaughter and Alicia knew it. What little authority she did have
flowed from her husband who wasn’t present. As long as Alicia
didn’t break any rules she was free to do as she wished.

Alicia kept her cool. “Getting a
job.”

“What kind of job?” Joanne
huffed.

“At the farm down the
road.”

Joanne’s eyes flared in surprise and worry but
Alicia clarified her new employment. “Davey’s family always needs
help running everything. It’s not much money but it’ll keep me out
of the house.” Then she added slyly, “at least some of the
time.”

The insult passed by Joanne when she realized
that Alicia wouldn’t be working at The Farm where she and Herman
were members, but just one of the many family farms in the area,
probably as a general worker. That was fine with Joanne. It also
then occurred to her that a young attractive girl like Alicia was
exactly the type of person Kim would want at The Farm. That caused
all sorts of confusion for Joanne who realized that Alicia
could work there, but would she want to work there
considering what was done at The Farm and that her father and
stepmother were often guests at the private resort.

“And what will you be doing
there?” Joanne demanded.

“The usual stuff. They’ve got all
sorts of things growing there. Plus the free range chickens and
rabbits.” Alicia tried to remember that the animals were raised for
food, not pets. “Same thing I was doing last year.
Sheesh.”

“Oh. That’s fine then.”

“How’s Justin?” Alicia asked, just
to annoy the older woman. After driving around town for an hour
Alicia came to the conclusion she didn’t want to know the ins and
outs of her father’s marriage. But she couldn’t just let Joanne off
easy.

The blonde woman’s expression became icy.
“That’s none of your business.”

Alicia shrugged. “I’ll find out from Dad later
on.” She headed for the refrigerator for a snack.

“Stop right there,” Joanne
commanded. “You can’t tell me what to do!”

This was the more familiar face of Joanne to
Alicia: the trophy wife, well-dressed in a white designer blouse
and slacks, fancy boots, a touch too much of makeup, well-coiffed
hair, and just a hint of cleavage. Alicia, cool and analytical at
all points, just said, “I wasn’t telling you what to do. I merely
implied I would get the information from my father. If you have an
open marriage then it doesn’t matter, does it?”

Once more Joanne was stymied. “You need to
stay out of my private affairs,” she managed to
splutter.

“Maybe you shouldn’t have your
private affairs in your marriage bed,” Alicia retorted and headed
up to her room. She didn’t slam the door, though she was tempted
to. That was the type of behavior of a child, Alicia reminded
herself. She was better than that.

Though she had made the threat, Alicia didn’t
call her father. Instead she pulled out her computer and connected
to her internet friends. It was an oddly soothing ritual and took
her into the evening and bedtime.

 


The next morning she wasn’t awoken by Joanne
having sex. Alicia was a little bit disappointed by that. She had
been hoping to maybe get another glimpse of Justin and his cock. It
wasn’t all that surprising that she wasn’t woken up by her
stepmother having sex; she literally woke up before the sun rose.
Davey’s parents wanted her at the barn to help with the morning
chores. She threw on an old pair of jeans, work boots, an athletic
bra and loose fitting t-shirt and was out the door.

Davey was an old friend from high school. She
had long blonde hair, stood just under six feet tall, and sported
the broad, round shoulders of a swimmer which made sense because
she had gone to college on a swimming scholarship. Alicia wasn’t a
swimmer; she just followed Davey around the farm helping as best
she could and tried not to drool over Davey’s muscular body as they
worked together. If Davey had any indication of Alicia’s admiration
of her she didn’t say anything. As midday approached Alicia was
trying to work up the courage to ask Davey if she wanted to go to
the Broadhead Creek for some skinny dipping, but her plans were
thwarted by the appearance of Davey’s father.

Mr. Davis was a nice and handsome enough man,
but he was Alicia’s friend’s father. Alicia didn’t miss his
lingering gazes and the way he studied her small chest. She was
certain his eyes were on her ass every time she turned her back.
Under other circumstances Alicia would have played along with the
older man’s obvious interest, but not in front of her
friend.

When the work was done Alicia excused herself
and drove home. She was delighted to find that Joanne was gone for
the afternoon—shopping if her note was to be believed—and she had
the house to herself. After a shower she paraded around the house
wearing nothing, enjoying the warm late spring air on his skin, and
made herself some lunch. After that there was little to do so
Alicia poured a tall glass of lemonade, added a shot of vodka from
her father’s liquor cabinet, decided to put on a billowy shirt and
loose fitting shorts, and sat on the porch, living the cliché life
of a young woman of leisure and means.

The book she had with her wasn’t that
interesting and it was no surprise that she started dozing off in
the warm afternoon sun. A car pulling into the driveway woke up
her. She expected it to be Joanne. Alicia was only mildly surprised
that Justin walked around the house, up onto the porch from the
long driveway, and knocked on the door. She waited a long moment
before speaking up. Justin hadn’t seen her, curled up in the corner
bench of the porch.

“She’s not home,” Alicia called
out to him. Justin was visibly startled by her voice but quickly
recovered.

“Who’s not home?” he asked
sharply.

“Joanne.”

“Who says I’m looking for
her?”

“Only three people live here:
Joanne, my father and me. My father’s gone on business, Joanne’s
gone shopping, and I’m the only one home.”

“Who says I’m not looking for your
father.”

Alicia just rolled her eyes at the man’s
bravado.

“Who says I’m not looking for
you?” he asked.

Alicia doubted his sincerity. “Why would you
be looking for me?”

“You’re a beautiful young woman.
Why wouldn’t I be looking for you?”

She laughed at him. “Beautiful? No. Mousy?
Yes.” She opted not to tell him her nickname in middle school was
Mouse because of her short stature and thin build along with her
plain, dull brown hair still kept cut short. She gestured to her
thin body. “Why would you want this when you already have,” and she
jerked her thumb upstairs towards the bedroom Joanne shared with
her father, “all of that woman.”

Justin grinned, seeing an opening. “Variety.
All men like variety.”

“You strike me as the type of man
who likes a real woman.”

“And you aren’t a real woman? You
look like one to me.”

She laughed at him. “I’m practically
jailbait.”

He paused. “Are you? Jailbait?”

Feeling a boldness she didn’t have the right
to feel, Alicia stood up and yanked her t-shirt up over her head,
displaying her small tits to Justin. “Do I look like
jailbait?”

Justin studied her small breasts capped with
tiny pink nipples and areola. “No, you don’t look like
jailbait.”

“Good. Because I’m not.” Alicia
dropped her t-shirt to the floorboards and sauntered across the
porch. “Care to come upstairs to my room?” she asked as she pushed
by Justin, opening the screen door, just barely letting her breasts
brush across his arm. She put more swing than necessary in her
hips, but it wasn’t a wasted effort. The screen door slammed behind
her. A second later, as Alicia started up the stairs, she heard the
door open and slam shut again. She didn’t dare look back, but she
heard his boots thumping on the floor as he kicked them off and
then his footsteps following her up. His eyes had to be even with
her ass and that made her pussy wet.

Upstairs she headed straight to her bedroom,
just as she was walking through the archway, Justin grabbed her arm
and whirled her around. Alicia didn’t resist. She turned into his
body, pressing up against his chest. Their lips met in an intense
kiss. Because of their height difference she had to rise up on her
toes to actually kiss him.

Justin’s hand traveled from her back to her
wait and down to her ass. It felt good to have him cup her buttocks
and she pressed hard against him, first feeling his belt buckle
against her skin, and then the hardness of his cock.

“We shouldn’t do this,” he gasped,
breaking their kiss.

“We should,” she contradicted him
as she backed into her room, pulling him with her. He didn’t resist
at all. When she felt her bed behind her, Alicia sat down on the
mattress and found her eyes even with his hips. “Care for a
blowjob?” she asked but didn’t wait for an answer. Her fingers
fumbled around with his belt and jean’s zipper. Justin could have
helped but he was unsure where this little adventure was leading.
He took the coward’s way out and let Alicia take charge.

When his cock popped out of his pants Alicia
leaned forward and took it in her mouth, licking the little spot of
precum from the head first, then sucking it gently between her
lips.

“Oh shit,” Justin
gasped.

His cock quickly went from firm to hard.
Cupping his balls with one hand and holding the shaft with the
other, Alicia’s head bobbed up and down as she sucked on his cock.
It was everything she had hoped for, larger than she had expected,
but fitting easily in her mouth. The little tangled nest of pubic
hair was a shade lighter than the brown on his head.

“Hurry up,” he begged.

Alicia backed away. “Why? You don’t want to
cum in my mouth? I think I’d like that.”

“I’d like to cum in your pussy,
but your stepmother—”

“She won’t be home for
hours.”

“How do you know?”

“She’s shopping,” Alicia explained
as she went back to fellating him. Justin groaned and pulled off
his shirt. It was a risk he was willing to take, fucking this
aggressive young woman. As she sucked on him, Alicia and Justin
worked his legs out of his jeans , leaving him naked. That left
Alicia wearing just her shorts, the most fully dressed of the pair.
He reached out and caressed her breasts; Alicia shivered away at
the unfamiliar touch.

“You don’t like that?” Justin
asked.

Alicia had already released his cock from her
mouth. “I just wasn’t expecting it.”

He nodded. “Take off your shorts.” He pulled
her up to her feet and stepped behind her to lay down on the bed,
waiting for a show.

It wasn’t the first time she had been naked in
front of another person, but it was the first time she was under
the gaze of a man ready to fuck her. His eyes raked over her as she
stood before him, from her fine featured face, to her small tits,
to the little triangle of light brown hair over her pubic mound.
She could sense her pussy steadily moistening as she stood there,
her labia pouting downward between her legs.

When he was done looking, Justin pulled her
down to him, kissed her fiercely, and rolled her on to her back. He
was heavy on top of her. He was also skilled at lovemaking. Before
she knew what was happening her legs were open wide and he was
between them, the head of his cock pressing against her pussy.
“Guide me in,” he told her, rocking his hips back and forth,
looking for the right angle.

Shaking with a bit of fear and a bit of
excitement, Alicia grasped his cock—it was faintly pulsing under
her fingers—and fitted it into her pussy. Once he had the right
angle he pushed hard into Alicia with a satisfying grunt. Alicia
let out a gasp of surprise. It didn’t hurt, she realized after a
moment, but it wasn’t the same as a finger or a vibrator. It was
better.

“Good?” he asked but didn’t give
her a chance to answer. Justin immediately started fucking her with
the same rhythm and enthusiasm as he had fucked Joanne. Alicia
wanted the moment to last forever; Justin wanted to hurry up and
cum so they wouldn’t get caught. Fucking a married woman was one
thing, but fucking a man’s wife and his daughter was another matter
entirely.

Alicia let herself go, to be controlled
entirely by Justin. He knew what he was doing. She was simply along
for the ride. Getting fucked by him felt incredibly good. She had
enough presence of mind to tilt her hips and accept his hard, heavy
thrusts. When his cock went deep into her, her whole body shook and
she felt herself steadily approach, and then retreat from orgasm.
She needed something more.

Abruptly Justin pulled out and Alicia was sure
he was going to cum all over her, shooting his load on her belly
and tits. Instead he flipped her over, making her balance on her
hands and knees before he knelt behind her, and pushed his cock
back into her pussy. Right away she realized getting fucked from
behind was better. He wasn’t going as deep, but it felt better. He
was hitting the right spot inside her pussy and in no time she was
gasping for breath and then she was cumming, mewling because she
couldn’t get enough air into her lungs to cry out
louder.

Then there was a sudden, hot flood inside her
cunt and she realized that Justin had finished in her. She was sure
if she should be relieved or horrified. Before she could decide he
grunted and pressed her down into the mattress. His cock pulsed
inside her and she could feel the stickiness of his cum as his cock
slowly retreated out of her body. And then it was over. He rolled
off her body with a satisfied sigh.

“You might not have the same
experience as Joanne,” he told her, “but you’re just as good a
fuck.”

“Thanks,” she mumbled into her
pillow. What did one do after getting fucked for the first time?
Alicia wasn’t sure of the protocols and customs.

“You sure she’s going to be gone a
while?” he asked.

Alicia turned her head and looked at her
lover. “She’s shopping,” she hedged, not really
answering.

“If we have time, I’d like to fuck
you again. I want to see you on top of me. I want to play with your
tits while you make me cum.”

Alicia smiled. She wasn’t sure if it was
because he wanted to fuck her again or if it was because he has
suck confidence in her abilities in bed. “We have time,” she told
him.

To get Justin hard again he suggested she give
him a blowjob. Alicia was willing and happy to do just that. As she
tasted the mixed flavors of her pussy and his cum on his cock it
steadily inflated to a sufficient hardness. Then he rolled helped
her straddle his body and angle his cock into her.

The way he filled her up Alicia wanted to roll
her eyes up into her head and lose herself to the sensations, but
that wasn’t good enough for Justin. He needed her to move and so
she did, first rocking her hips back and forth, and then pumping
with her thighs, riding him up and down as his fingers pinched her
tiny nipples. She cried out as pain and pleasure mixed together. It
was with great satisfaction that she first made herself cum and
then Justin once more unloaded inside her pussy. In truth, she was
prouder of making him cum than getting herself off.

“You’d better go clean up,” he
told her after they had rested a minute and his penis started
shrinking and slipped out of her pussy.

Alicia staggered with pride down the hall,
naked with Justin’s cum dripping down her thighs. By the time she
got back to her room Justin was pulling on his shirt, the rest of
his clothes were already back in place. “Leaving?” she
asked.

“Have to. I’ve got stuff to do
and…” he paused. “Hell, I don’t want
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