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Chapter One

Her Naughty Secret

No one would believe what happened that summer in the Forrest’s barn or that Andie Forrest could be the center of anyone’s life for those three long and languid months. When the trio of young libertines insinuated themselves into her private pastimes, they opened up a world of secret sexuality none of them understood, though none was willing to shun. On the surface, Andie seemed the most unlikely girl to engage in freakish erotic activity, but then, she was slightly odd. Everyone knew that, although no one dared say so. 

Andie Forrest’s exterior demeanor was shy, prim, and blatantly unassuming. Throughout her four years of high school she went about, carrying a mountain of thick textbooks in her arms, while tucking her head down to avoid the eyes of her classmates. She stuttered over words when asked to speak, and shrunk back in the corners of classrooms, allowing her thick, unmanageable hair to fall over her face. Hidden away, no one noticed her; she hoped. Except Harper Montgomery, who sometime during freshman year took it upon herself to comb Andie’s shoulder-length tangle of ash-blonde hair into soft curls, just so she could peer into the wide dark eyes that Andie hid.

“There,” she said with some satisfaction, smiling. “You’d be a whole lot prettier if you just let people see you!” Because Harper said that, it had to be true. She spoke with authority and no one doubted her. The tall auburn-haired beauty was destined to be Snow Princess, Prom Queen, Girl’s Soccer MVP and academically at the top of her class from freshman Honor’s Circle to her valedictory address at graduation. She nabbed a scholarship to Yale without breaking a sweat. While the rest of her world looked on in awe, Harper took the world by storm, expecting success and getting it, knowing that she could have everything she dreamed of just by dreaming it.

As confident as she was, Harper was not stuck-up and haughtily remote as some overachievers are. In fact, she was Andie Forrest’s savior, willing to stoop beneath her station in a gracious act of goodwill that would forever alter Andie’s luckless life. The fact that the slightly backwards farm girl was treated with respect in school rather than scoffed at behind her back was due to Harper’s cloak of protection. 

“Andie may be shy, but she’s the smartest person on this planet.”

Harper’s pronouncements oozed from her tongue, delivered like honey dripping off a silver spoon, while her green eyes snapped with conviction. No one doubted her; no one crossed her; no one had the guts to confront her. 

In the face of Harper’s bold compliments, Andie would manage a half smile—looking just a little bit pleased, then bashfully draw her lips in and lick them nervously because she was so uncomfortable with the attention. She never understood why Harper picked her as a friend…that they were intellectual equals never crossed her mind. Of the one hundred twenty-five students in their class, Harper and Andie were the girls with the brains. It didn’t matter to Harper that the orphaned Andie wore the same dress three days in a row, or rode to school in her grandpa’s dusty truck and ate lunch out of a brown paper sack. She could think. She could banter about Roman history, chemical equations and microbiology at the same rate of speed as Harper’s razor-sharp mind, which made Andie Forrest Harper’s intellectual equal. That mattered to Harper, and what mattered to Harper was noticed by everyone else in their class… in particular, Zooey French. 

A blowsy blonde with a mass of natural curls as untamed as Andie’s long ones, Zooey was the pair’s funky foil. While she was a good inch shorter than Andie’s five-foot-six frame, Zooey always seemed enormously bigger. She exuded abundance; abundant breasts—better than D size—abundant hips, abundant vitality, charm and easy wit. She didn’t have her friends’ intellect, and didn’t even try to keep up with their erudite repartee, but she was loyally in their corner, smoothing over dicey moments with a ready quip when Harper was a little too abrupt in her judgments, or her syrupy tongue turned bitter, or when the self-conscious Andie was nearly in tears. 

The three girls were different as night and day in outward appearance and temperament.

Zooey was happily uncontained with her bounteous body and effervescent charm, while Harper was as contained and perfectly formed as a model in a magazine—hair, eyes, lips, chest size, trim waist and long muscular legs all in proper proportion.

In contrast to them both, Andie’s body was average, unspectacular…all the right features appropriately placed, B-sized breasts, a slim waist and nicely rounded hips. At the same time, she was innately awkward as if she felt out of place inside her own skin. 

For reasons only Harper understood, Andie Forrest was her chosen best friend. The cattier girls would say she didn’t want the competition of a prettier, more popular girl, and that might be true, but there was also a genuine affection in her adoption of the gawky farm girl. As for Zooey, she latched on to the Harper and Andie as if she belonged with them, turning the twosome into a trio, whether they liked the fact or not. 

While the three young adolescents seemed to be unlikely companions, by the end of sophomore year, they were as sure of each other’s fidelity as sisters. Even Harper accepted the need for Zooey in her world at County High School, knowing intuitively that three were better than two.

Although inseparable at school, when the school day was over, they parted going in different directions. Andie and Harper studied—usually on their own—while Zooey played with boys two years ahead of her in grade. She was sexually precocious, a fact that everyone accepted and no one judged. Sex would get her as far as Harper’s self-assurance, and where Andie’s lack of confidence barred her. 

After four years of high school, graduation came and went in a blur of emotion. Harper went to the final parties with her boyfriend, Billy Mercer, who had graduated two years before, while Zooey went with Junior Brinkman—an ox of a man five years her senior—best fuck she’d had so far, she said with a mischievous grin to anyone who’d listen.  

But no amount of urging, cajoling or prodding could get Andie to step out of her grandfather’s farmhouse that night. 

“I’m not going and nothing you can say will change my mind!” she adamantly declared when Harper confronted her on the farmhouse steps. There was such grit in Andie’s dark eyes that the usually cool Harper was noticeably rattled. She softened, as Zooey might have had she been there. 

“Hon, you know how much we’re going to miss you.”

“No, you won’t. You and Zooey will be with the guys and I’ll be bored on the sidelines. I’m not going,” she repeated flatly. She turned to walk back in the house, leaving Harper speechless. 

With graduation, their high school world came to an abrupt halt. For days after, life seemed at a standstill. No one knew exactly what to do with their time as a three-month stretch of lazy days extended before them. This summer came upon them unprepared for and without purpose. 

In the mornings, Harper went to her father’s newspaper office and edited copy for the next edition. She was quickly bored with columns about farm futures, square dances and 4-H competitions—all insufferable small town trivia in the mind of a young woman who vowed she would someday be editor-in-chief of a big city paper such as the New York Times or the Washington Post. 

Zooey was equally as unengaged with her newfound freedom. She figured that after a week or so of summer vacation, she’d finally mosey down to the diner and waitress at the ice cream counter, but she was in no hurry to get started. Life moved in slow motion and fucking Junior seemed like more fun than work. Even that, however, was getting a little tiring after her first few days of uninterrupted sexual activity. Sure, Junior’s dick was the biggest in the county, but he had little expertise in making love. Zooey wasn’t exactly looking for love, but she was yearning for something more than Junior was giving her, even though she couldn’t quite put her finger on what that something was. 

Life for Andie was hardly different from what it was before school let out. Just like every other summer, she stayed home and worked the farm with her grandfather. His most recent fall played havoc with his aging bones and joints, making most of his chores too difficult for him to try. He could climb up on a tractor and plow a field, but could hardly walk, even with his cane. While his hired help, Rip, tended to the things that Andie couldn’t handle, he was only part-time and Andie was needed to handle the rest. She’d be exhausted by the time the season came to an end.  

In the late afternoon after Rip left for his factory job, her grandfather would hobble to the second floor of the house, the thump, thump, thump of his cane on the stairs, the first indication of his plans. He’d lie down for a long nap, which was Andie’s cue to sit down and rest. She sat in the swing at the far end of the porch where the trumpet vine and wisteria tangled together in an intricate, arcane pattern, surrounding her in a cocoon where she could vanish for an hour. She listened to the sound of the rusting chain as it creaked with even a subtle movement, and every day vowed to oil the hook so she could swing silently. 

The air seemed to stir with uncommon intensity at that hour. Not the air that rustled the leaves in the maples above, but the air that tickled between the thighs and made her tummy grow warm. She would press her hand to her jeans and rock against it, wondering, why now? Weren’t these feeling meant for the nighttime hours in the safety of her bed?

The feelings strengthened as each minute passed, as the sound of her grandfather’s snoring floated down from the open window above, as the air grew thick with heat and moisture, as she languidly brushed the hair off her face and sighed. She would feel the heat on her brow and the moisture gather high between her thighs, then she’d rub her legs together with the subtle friction scratching the private nub she played with late at night. 

Then, as if compelled by a force outside her, she would rise from the creaky swing and make her way across the yard to the barn. Looking over her shoulder, she furtively scanned the hazy landscape for potential interruptions into the private moment, then feeling safe, slip into the barn, sliding the door behind her with a heavy clang. Andie normally moved into a far corner of the barn where she’d stored several important items under loose floorboards. The most important was the bundle of switches she tied together with a length of leather cord. The day she cut them from the vines and scrub trees behind the barn, she was panting with desire by the time she made the perfect implement of punishment. Back inside the barn, she slipped out of her jeans and T-shirt. Wearing just her bra and panties, she leaned into a thick pillar and spread her legs to either side of it, and like a nun doing penance, she reached back and beat herself with the bundle of lean sticks as best as she could, awkwardly, but effectively, reaching her thighs, her ass and her back. She sting was heaven to her wanton body, showering her skin with sensation, better than the touch of hands.

Her mind flooded with crude pictures of herself beaten in rough, cold dungeons, or against tree trunks or even in fancy manicured gardens with genteel folk looking on in amusement. After five or six minutes of self-flagellation, the enormity of her desire became acute, centering on that potent spot between her legs. She rubbed her pubis frantically against the wood, hastening toward an end. 

She was about to explode into orgasm, but there was one last step, one last indignity before she allowed herself the pleasure. 

She dropped the switches and quickly pulled her panties down so she could rub her bare pubis against the wood. Opening her labia wide, she pressed herself to the hard surface, then grabbed on with her hands, fucking the wood to that final moment of climax, when she fell into the thing like she would fall into a lover’s arms. Gasping for breath, she quickly appraised the innocuous world around her with a feeling of intense shame. After blushing with embarrassment to the empty barn, to the rooster perched in the rafters and the field mice that scampered in the straw, she hastily dressed, tossed the switches in the hiding place and exited the barn for the house. 

Desire leaped on her like a lightning bolt striking out of a cool blue sky; the moments came and went like a hot brush fire. This was obsession, not a reasonable act or fantasy. She knew it was sexual, but she had no context in which to understand why she hurt herself to find pleasure. If only she were like Zooey fucking Junior, or even Harper with Billy Mercer. If only. She’d think of boys, wanting their attention, but the boys she knew weren’t interested in her, and even if they were, they certainly wouldn’t be interested in her private games in the back of the barn. 

***

This particular June day was much like those that had gone before, and Andie’s obsession had not waned for feeding it with regular doses of the harsh switches on her naked body. She could feel her desire transforming as new, more outrageous ideas popped in her mind unbidden. For a second day, she tied herself with rope before she proceeded with the whipping, pulling tight on the hemp that spilt her groin and cut into the depths of her pussy. 

In an audacious move, but one that seemed to require her obedience, she took her position in the shadowy corner of the barn with her back to the door, risking exposure should she fail to hear someone enter. At least the door was closed and anyone opening the heavy thing would likely make enough noise for her to hear. Regardless, she shivered with a naughty new thrill, extrapolating to some day in the future when her fertile mind would demand she leave the barn door wide open and take her chances.

Feeling reasonably safe for now with the door nearly shut, Andie began whipping herself as she had before, starting with her jeans and bra on, then taking the scene in graduated steps from one act to the next, removing clothes as her fantasy required until they lay in a heap at her feet and she was bare. Her body and brain stretched the minutes, hoping for a long hour of glory enduring the pain, holding off the climax, and enduring more, until she couldn’t avoid the explosion. She struck her back with her homemade instrument of torture, hating the awkward stretch, but demanding it, then removed her jeans and continued snapping her wrist to apply the sting to her bottom and thighs. She pulled her panties off and spread her legs, so that a stray switch would bite the tender flesh deep inside her crevice. If only… if only… her feverish brain brought pictures to mind of those other unseen players who would assist in her torture. 

But never! she swore silently, she could never let anyone see her sexuality so exposed.  But that didn’t stop her imagination from dwelling on the fantasy. The more vivid the pictures were, the more she slashed viciously at her backside, driving body and mind to the depths of her private world. Her skin flushed with desire, the atoms in her body flooded with orgasm coming on her in progressive waves. She drifted into the ecstasy, lost as the next wave crescendoed, and then… 

“Oh my god, Andie, what are you doing?”

From out nowhere, Zooey’s shocked voice woke her from the mesmerizing self-torture. She turned around, quickly scooting behind the post, hiding most of her naked body. 

Zooey’s eyes locked on her as she slowly walked her way. The stunned friend could feel the molecules in the barn dancing like lightning bugs in the tepid air, while the sexual energy in Andie’s steamy eyes seduced her on. The truth was evident, though unspoken, inviting the curious young woman deeper into the shadows where a surprisingly sexy Andie Forrest leaned against the post, panting. 

“You were getting off,” Zooey said in a sultry voice. Realizing the truth, her body altered as she moved forward, fitting into her sexual skin, her breasts, her hips, even her lips taking on the same feral power she put out with the boys she screwed. 

“Please, don’t tell anyone!” Andie cried.

“Honey, why would I do that?”

Tears of shame stung in her eyes. “Please go away and let me get dressed.”

“But I interrupted you and you really should finish….” Zooey’s voice wrapped about her like a slithering snake.

“Zooey, no!”  

“It’s okay, hon,” she slowly drawled. “I could help, you know.”

“What do you mean ‘help’?”

“You kinda like flogging yourself, huh?”

Andie stood stock still in horror. 

“I’ll bet that whipping yourself is pretty hard to do.”

Zooey was practically on her. 

“Please leave me be.” Andie bit her lip, every nerve in her body tense as a bowstring. 

But Zooey moved right past her, inspecting the damage while Andie backed away, keeping the post between her and her friend. “My, that is a nasty looking thing,” Zooey said, taking the implement from Andie’s limp fingers. She rapped hard it against her open palm. “Ooo, it stings.”

“Please…Zooey, no.” Andie closed her eyes as if she could wish reality away with a single blink of the eye.

“Why don’t you just do what you were doing before? Come my way and grab that post.” Her voice turned deeper, a little rougher, a little more sexual. 

 Andie couldn’t move. 

“All right, then,” Zooey responded, moving around the petrified girl. “Just stay where you are and I’ll come for you.” Such determination, as if this were all planned well in advance, even though it couldn’t have been. 

Andie closed her eyes, gritting her teeth. Her entire body clenched in fright, while the inspired Zooey drew back the bundle of switches and brought it forward to land on Andie’s behind with a decisive snap. The shivering girl clenched up tighter still as the stinging blows rained down on her, cutting a swath of red far deeper and more intense than Andie could produce herself. After a dozen firm whacks, her body began to ease into the astounding sensations, writhing as it had before as pain became her happiness.

“Oh, my!” Zooey exclaimed, seeing her friend transform from frightened nymph to sultry siren. “You like it on your back, too?” she wondered, as she changed her target to Andie’s upper body and thrashed her there with biting cuts from the brutal bundle of twigs. She listened to the pained groan. “Oh, my yes, you do, girl,” she purred. “Just look at you squirm on that fat post like you would a prick.” Her own body heated with a rare but welcome desire as she watched the amazing exhibition.

Taking this beating from her friend, shame rose up in Andie from a well deeper than any she had previously tapped. Zooey’s words were like a magic potion, taking her to unearthly places, into the heart of her demented desires. She stretched her hands high above her head, holding them firmly again the post, as if they’d been tied there with rope, while her lower body, her breasts and belly turned writhing into an erotica tango against the hard wood.  

“Do it, girl!” Zooey cheered her on. “Fuck that cunt.”

Andie obeyed, becoming lost in an unthinking bliss. “Ahhh, ah, ah, ssssssssss.” She hissed and groaned, smashed her face against the rough wood and humped the post with savage fervor, giving her swollen clit a brutal massage. 

“Spread it, baby,” Zooey ordered, domming her submissive friend with surprising ease, as if she instinctually understood what Andie needed. “Open your twat against the wood, girl, and rub it!” she snapped, while delivering a shocking blow to her girlfriend’s scorched behind. “Do it!” The well of her own crude need opened like a spigot bursting wide with a sudden gush of water. She felt a tempest of desire in her pussy with every rude demand she made. “Do it, Andie, open that slutty cunt and show me what a trashy girl you are.”

The demand was too rousing to deny any longer. Like she’d done on several occasions when she was alone, Andie spread her labia wide with her hands and pressed her cunt to the wood. As her clitoris forcefully smacked the hard surface, the nasty thrill almost made her cum that instant. But it was much too soon. She wanted a harder beating; she hungered for every deep cut Zooey delivered along her shoulders, and the rounds of her scorched ass and the tender places at the base of her buttocks.  

“Oh, oh gawd!” the writhing girl screamed as her lower body flooded with heat and her belly began to cramp with orgasm. “Harder! Beat me harder!” she roared. 

Zooey obliged her.

Grasping the post with white-knuckled ferocity, she seemed to shake the entire barn down to its creaky seams as the most magnificent orgasm wrestled her body to exhaustion. 

Her legs were too weak to hold her anymore, but before she could slump to the ground, Zooey moved in close behind her and held her upright. 

Good, gawd, she’s naked! Andie realized as the lush blonde with the abundant body pressed her chest and groin into her back and ass. Reaching around Andie’s torso, Zooey grabbed her breasts in a firm grip and shook them. This was the first time anyone had ever touched her so intimately. Her body exploded again in another orgasmic swell of pleasure. 

Driven by her own need to climax, Zooey clung to her friend, fucking her pussy against Andie’s blistered behind without easing up until wracked with spasms, she humped hard in a quick passionate cum. The two then fell to the floor where they landed in a haphazard mess on a bed of prickly straw. 

Submerged in the quiet of the tired old barn, the naked pair rested and their breathing finally returned to normal. Zooey swam in and out of consciousness, while Andie awakened more quickly. The stunning truth of the last half hour sent her mind spinning out of control. Exposed, ashamed and defiled, she started to pull away and grab frantically for her clothes. 

Zooey tugged her back down to the straw.  

“You’re going nowhere, honey.”

“But this is so, so… wrong!” she stuttered.

“What’s wrong?” Zooey pulled her close. Taking Andie’s face in her hands, she forced her friend to look her in the eye.

“Zooey, please!” She was about cry again. 

“Don’t!” the blonde shook her finger in her face. 

“But…”

“Don’t, Andie.” She lightly slapped her cheek. “We didn’t do anything wrong. YOU did nothing wrong.” Zooey understood every thought passing through her scared friend’s mind. She’d known her through four years of fears, understanding only now that this was what she’d hidden from everyone, including her best friends. 

The sting on her cheek gave Andie a strange chill of satisfaction. She always wanted Zooey’s approval and Zooey always gave it—even now, in this awful hour. 

“But you won’t tell anyone?” she said. 

“Why would I tell anyone?”

“You’ll tell Harper, I know you will.”

“So what if I do?”

“Please!”

“What do you think Harper’s going to do?”

“I don’t know, but she’ll hate me.”

“Oh, you are daft, Andie Forrest? Harper loves you. She loved you long before anyone else did. Besides, I don’t want to tell Harper about this anyway. I’d rather have you for myself, all by myself.”

“Have me?”

“Why not? You’re a heck of a lot more exciting to me than some guy with a cock.”

“Zooey!” She blushed a little redder. 

“You’re all pent-up, hon. Just need a little sex and sex between girls is no sin.”

“I know, I know… I just didn’t plan it that way.”

“Plan? What did you plan?”

“I don’t know. It just happens to me. I don’t do this because I want to. I don’t plan it at all. In fact, I wish it would go away. You know the chances I take?”

“What’s to wish away? You like getting whipped… I can do that,” she snickered. “And you’ll be a whole lot safer if there’s someone else around.”

That was true. 

“But you won’t tell anyone, please?”

“Hush, girl,” her voice lowered as her eyes narrowed. 

Andie nodded. 

Zooey plucked a piece of straw from Andie’s hair and sucked on the end. She smiled. “So this what is you do when you want to get off? I mean, thrash yourself and fuck that post?”

“Most of the time,” Andie replied, bashfully. “Sometimes I tie myself.”

“Really? Like how?”

“Like through my cunt…”

“So it hurts?”

She bit her lip. “Yeah, so it hurts.”

Zooey thought about that for a moment, then she suddenly sat up and searched the ground for her clothes. Her eyes were full of fire and fun. The summer had suddenly taken a whole new and unexpected turn, which might make it a decent season after all. To think, their little Andie had so much nastiness inside her. 

“I can’t come tomorrow,” she announced. “Junior and I are going to the water park. But Thursday, how about around four?”

Andie grimaced. “Zooey, I don’t know.”

“Of course, you do, silly,” she quipped. “You believe in fate, don’t you? There was a reason why I stumbled on your scene today. Make me part of your obsession, that’s what this is telling you.” She stood up and jerked her T-shirt back in place, the fabric stretching tightly over her large breasts, nipples popping out like bullets from underneath, flesh bouncing with invitation enough to make Andie salivate. 

Zooey tucked her big round behind into her blue denim short-shorts and tugged the zipper up. The bottoms were frayed, and when Zooey bent over you could see the bottoms of her plump ass cheeks peeking from underneath. “Just be ready for me, hon. You’re going to be quite a playtoy.” Her eyes glimmered sexily, the way Andie had seen them do a hundred times when she was coming on to a guy. Was this fate? Didn’t even sound reasonable. Sounded more like Zooey taking advantage of the situation, and she would let her for reasons she wasn’t even sure of. 

***

Andie sat in the barn once her grandfather went up for his nap. The day had been stormy, and a hard rain still thundered against the roof. Her peach-colored sundress was open to her breasts and she fanned the air with an old tractor catalog while she waited for Zooey to appear. Her apprehensions were as high as her sexual desire. 

Hoping she could finally throw off her indecent yearnings, she’d done her best to ignore Zooey’s idea over the last forty-eight hours. After all, the idea was out of the question. She planned to call off the ‘date’ once her sassy friend arrived, vowing that her aberration Tuesday afternoon was a fluke, not something she wanted to repeat. Yet, as the afternoon faded toward evening, as the sultry rain turned lusciously erotic, desire crept into her belly and loins, and invaded her thoughts with the same compelling insistence as those many previous occasions. To her dismay, Zooey was very much a part of her imaginings—as the woman who wielded the birches and demanded the deplorable from her submissive lover. The anonymous person inside thoughts was no longer genderless, no longer faceless. How quickly her psyche responded to these new elements of fantasy; her body easily answered the desire with a firm, Amen.

Instead of standing her ground against the obscene acts, Andie moved with haste toward the barn at four o’clock, knowing that she could expect Zooey any moment. She sat in wait, not knowing what to hope for, while the minutes ticked by and her desire and anxiety rose together, clashing in nightmarish imaginings…What if she changed her mind?…What if, after the fact, Zooey realized what an abhorrent thing they’d done?…What if she never wanted to see her again?…What if she told Harper her secret?…

She didn’t trust her not to tell Harper. Zooey was impulsive and often thoughtless. A half hour passed. Her mind was in a tizzy; she was about to exit the barn, running in fear when she heard Zooey’s voice and looked up.

“Hey, Andie.” She stood at the door, all smiles, her blonde hair wet and bedraggled, clinging in ringlets to the side of her face. 

“You did come. I thought you might not.”

“Yeah, I’m late. Nasty weather.”

“Been that way all day.”

The busty blonde wore high-heeled sandals and a blue print dress that was much too short. When she wiggled her ass as she walked forward, she did so with an authoritative saunter that was unashamedly sexy.

Andie’s body shook with feverish excitement. This was really happening…again…

Zooey had dropped her purse just inside the barn door, but there was something in her hand—a thin reed maybe two feet long. Seeing that Andie had spotted the thing, she looked at it herself, “Belonged to Robert.” Robert was Zooey’s brother, who was serving his third year in the Army. This odd item had been the conductor’s baton he’d used as student director of the high school band. Anyone who knew Robert would know what the baton was used for, although it seemed that its previous function was now lost to the fantasy between two teenaged girls with hormones flying at full speed, desire ripping at their insides. 

“I remember it,” Andie commented with a slightly horrified expression on her face. 

“Oh, do you?”

Zooey was close to her now, using the baton to lift Andie’s chin so she could look her subject in the eye. “Bet you’ll remember it even better once today is over.” Her voice was low and pregnant with meaning. 

“Zooey, I was thinking…” Andie started. Her chest was heaving sumptuously, perspiration almost soaking the lightweight peach-colored dress. 

“Don’t think, hon.” The tip of the baton still rested under the trembling chin, Andie’s ash blonde curls quivering as much as the rest of her body. 
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