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“You want these?” I asked.

Chris looked mesmerized.  His head seemed to nod slightly.

“Chris, don’t you dare,” Glen said.

“I—I can’t help it, Glen.”

“You can’t say a thing, Glen.  You told me these were what attracted you to me in the first place.  How can you blame poor Chris here, huh?”

“Janine ...”

“You want my tits, Chris?  You want to suck on my nipples and please me?”

“Janine!” Glen cried, somewhere between panic and anger.

“You know you want it,” I said to Chris, staring into those blue eyes as I hypnotized him with my breasts.

“Chris, don’t look,” Glen said.

I ran my eyes down over Chris’s athletic body.  Even in his sweatpants and t-shirt he looked a picture.  He reminded me of the man I married a long time ago, all muscle bound and full of spunk.

My eye focused on the bulge that was growing in the front of his pants.  I knew that I had him.

“Well, would you look at that ...?”

“Chris!” Glen cried.

“He can’t help it, honey.”

I walked forwards towards him, lifting his chin when I arrived so that he was no longer staring straight at my big tits.

“You want me to service that thing?”

He nodded.

“Mrs. Henderson wants something in return for once, okay?” I told him.

“Chris, don’t do it,” Glen protested, moving around the dinner table now and standing beside us.

“You want to watch or you want to help?” I said to Glen.  “With you or without you, I’m going to get this fucking orgasm.”

“I can’t fucking believe this,” he sighed.

“Believe it.  I’m sick of this shit.”

“Then ... I guess ... I’m helping.”

“Good decision.  I’ve always wanted a threesome.”

Chris swallowed.

“Take out your cock,” I said to him.

“Mrs. Henderson?”

“You want me to take it out for you?”

He looked to Glen who nodded.

“Yes,” Chris said.

I shook out my hair and got to my knees.  “Been a while since I did this to someone I wanted to.”

I stared ahead at the bulge that lay in wait in front of me.  For all over Glen’s faults he wasn’t short when it came to the pants-department.  He packed some serious heat and I hoped Chris came close too.

“Let’s see what we’re dealing with,” I said, and I wrapped my hands over the waist of his pants and underwear.

I took them down as one, listening as Chris gasped above me.  His hand came to his mouth just as I spotted the thick barrel of his cock.

“My gosh,” I cried, marveling as it sprang free.

It shot upwards, pointing to the ceiling.  It bobbed gently and my eyes widened with glee at the sight of it.  It was everything I hoped; unblemished and clean-cut, but with a thick vein that ran up its outside.  It looked fresh.

“Good boy,” I cooed.  I looked back at Glen and nodded to Chris’s cock.  “He’s almost got you beat.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Thanksgiving Stuffing

[image: ]




“Dinner will be around four,” I called, shouting to my husband Glen and his apprentice Chris who sat watching the game.

Glen had taken Chris under his wing somewhat after discovering his tough upbringing.  He worked for his carpentry business and was becoming quite the fine woodsman himself, despite his nineteen years.

“Come on!” Glen cried.  “That was a clean tackle!”

The pair of them stared open-mouthed at the screen, oblivious once-more to the outside world.  Football could have completely stopped and I wouldn’t have cared.  Perhaps I’d finally get some gratitude around here if it did.

“Hey!” I called again, and the pair of them turned to me.  “Dinner at four.”

“Yes, honey,” Glen said.

“No problems here,” Chris added.

Their attention was fleeting and it only took a second or two for both of them to turn back to the television, gesticulating wildly as yet another call didn’t go their way.

I took a sip of sparkling wine.  It was perhaps the only thing that got me through days like this.  It was supposed to be a day of thanks, but it felt more often like a day of exploitative fun and food at my expense.

“Can you pass me another beer, honey?” Glen said, keeping his eyes fixed on the television.

“Me too,” Chris said.  “Please.”

I narrowed my lips.  I loved them both to death but, Christ.  They were annoying on days like this.  They hung around together so much that Chris seemed to be becoming more and more like Glen with each passing day.

Without a word I got two beers from the fridge, cracking the top off each and then looking to the chili pepper that sat open on the chopping-board.  I had half-a-mind to rub the seeds around the rim of their bottles and teach them each a lesson.

Instead I walked patiently over to them, handing them the bottle and trying to play the model housewife.

“Here you are, dearest,” I said, forcing a smile.

Glen took the bottle and then Chris did too, leaning around me to try and keep his gaze on that God-awful game.

“You’re welcome,” I said,

This time Glen looked up and smiled nervously.  “Sorry.  Thank-you, honey, you’re the best.  Do you need a hand with anything?”

Chris spotted Glen’s cue.  He might have been nineteen but he wasn’t completely selfish.  Yet.

“Thanks, Mrs. Henderson,” he said.  “Can I get you anything?”

“I can think of a few things I need,” I said, and I raised my eyebrows in my husband’s direction.

He looked sheepishly up at me and took a swig of his beer.  Chris’s eyes switched between the two of us.

“What?” Chris said.  “Can I help?”

“I should hope not,” Glen said.

“Maybe,” I added.

Glen was shocked but at this point I didn’t care.  I’d been so long without an orgasm that the idea of getting one from a guy half my age wasn’t too bizarre a notion.  He had youth on his side and, despite his inexperience, perhaps held a staying-power longer than my husband’s.

I walked back to the kitchen-area of our open-plan room and Glen got up to follow me, shuffling quickly afterwards and putting an arm on my shoulder.

“Everything okay?” he asked, then he gave my butt a pinch.

I jumped and tried not to giggle.  As I turned to him I spotted Chris avert his gaze and look back to the television.

“Go enjoy the game,” I said, wafting my hand dismissively.

“What can I do?” he asked.

“Not a lot, clearly.”

He lowered his voice to a whisper and moved closer.  “I can treat you later,” he said, holding my hip.

“Treat?” I hissed.  “You mean those three pumps I get out of you before you blow your load?”

Glen laughed and Chris did too.

“You weren’t supposed to hear that,” Glen said.

“You need to up your game, Glen,” Chris joked back, taking a sip of his beer.

Chris had a confidence about him that told me he wasn’t the three-pump-chump that my husband so often was.  Maybe the idea of him finally giving me the thanks I deserve wasn’t out of the question.

“You got something to tell us there, stud,” I called over.

Chris glanced over and smirked again.  “No,” he said.  “Nothing.”

“Spill it,” Glen called.  “You’ve not got anyone pregnant have you?”

Chris laughed.  “No!  I’d have to finish inside them to do that.”

“Too much information, honey!” I cried.

“Atta-boy,” Glen said.

I gave him a lingering look of disapproval that Glen ignored as he walked back to the sofa, putting his arm around Chris and ruffling his hair.

“Welcome to the majors,” he said.

It felt as though another year of servitude awaited me.

After dinner it was no different.  The pair of them ate fast and looked to be excused immediately.  I could tell they couldn’t wait to get back to the football.  Who the hell needs that much football in a single day?

“Uhh, can I be excused?” Chris asked.

“Oh, so I’m doing the dishes too?” I said.

“You have a dishwasher, don’t you?” Chris said.

“Yeah, she’s sat right there,” said Glen.

I stared straight at him, ignoring the brief splurt of laughter that Chris now suppressed.

“Who the fuck do you think you are?” I said.

Glen was speechless.  I never cursed.

“You guys think this day is just about you?  You think I enjoy cooking all day and getting shit in return?”

“I’m sorry, honey,” Glen said.

“No you’re not.  Or not for long enough.  You’ll go straight back to the couch and carry on watching the game like you didn’t just insult your wife.”

“It was just a joke, Mrs. Henderson,” Chris said, trying to defend his boss.

I stood up from the chair and walked over to Chris.  “You know what the real joke is?  That I put up with this every fucking year.  It’s about time I got something I wanted.”

There was a moments silence as I looked between them, reveling in how quickly they shrank.

“What is it that you want?” Glen said.

“I want to treat myself for a change.”

“Then do it, honey.  You’ve earned it.  Me and Chris can do the dishes.”

“No, you can’t,” I said.

“It’ll be easy,” Chris said.

“No,” I added again, beginning to revel in the freedom of my expression.  “You two will be too busy.”

“Doing what?”

“I’m going to have an orgasm today if it kills one of us,” I said.  “I sure as hell know that Glen’s not going to be the one to give it me, so what do you say, Chris?”

Chris’s eyes widened and so too did Glen’s.

“Now wait just a minute,” Glen began.

“I’ve waited much more than a minute.  It’s time someone did the job you can’t”

“You think I can’t give you an orgasm?”

“I think you’d much rather have your own.”

“That doesn’t mean I don’t know how to get you off.”

“So you’ve been choosing not to give me an orgasm?”

“That’s not what I meant ...”

“Sounded like it.”

The whole time Chris stared, looking awkward as hell and slowly retreating back towards the den.

“Don’t you go anywhere,” I told him, holding up a finger.  “You’re helping him.”

“Honey ...” Glen started.

“Don’t ‘honey’ me, Glen.  I’ve had it with the pair of you.”

I walked over to Chris and slid a finger around the neck of his t-shirt.  “What do you say, stud?  Gonna do what my husband couldn’t?”

“Now hang on, Janine,” said Glen.  “You can’t involve him.”

“Why not?  Why can’t I?  He’s an adult.  He’s nineteen.  I’m sure he’d love to try and finally satisfy me after all I’ve done for him.  Isn’t that right, Chris?”

“Don’t answer that,” Glen said, but before he could finish Chris spoke.

“Yes,” he said.

I looked back to Glen and cocked my head.  “At least someone in this fucking house appreciates me.”

“I do too, hon—Janine.”

“Prove it.  Prove it just like Chris here is going to prove it.”

I took off my knitted, white, button-up sweater and tossed it aside.  By now my breasts were heaving beneath my dress as my breaths rose.  I could feel the adrenaline coursing through my veins and my stomach felt tingly.  Above it all I had an amazing sense of righteousness.  They couldn’t deny me this.

“We’ll do the dishes, Janine.  I’m sorry,” Glen said.

“We’re beyond dishes and we’re beyond sorry.  Chris: take down your pants.”

“M—Mrs. Henderson?”

“Hon—Janine, please,” Glen cried.

“I want his cock in my mouth and you’re either watching, or you’re joining us.”

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” Glen said.

“I know exactly what I’m saying.”

I unfastened the buttons at the front of my dress and pulled it down over my tits, sitting them above so that they bunched together for Chris.  He stared straight into the cleavage as I bounced them for him.

“You want these?” I asked.

Chris looked mesmerized.  His head seemed to nod slightly.

“Chris, don’t you dare,” Glen said.

“I—I can’t help it, Glen.”

“You can’t say a thing, Glen.  You told me these were what attracted you to me in the first place.  How can you blame poor Chris here, huh?”

“Janine ...”

“You want my tits, Chris?  You want to suck on my nipples and please me?”

“Janine!” Glen cried, somewhere between panic and anger.

“You know you want it,” I said to Chris, staring into those blue eyes as I hypnotized him with my breasts.

“Chris, don’t look,” Glen said.

I ran my eyes down over Chris’s athletic body.  Even in his sweatpants and t-shirt he looked a picture.  He reminded me of the man I married a long time ago, all muscle bound and full of spunk.

My eye focused on the bulge that was growing in the front of his pants.  I knew that I had him.

“Well, would you look at that ...?”

“Chris!” Glen cried.

“He can’t help it, honey.”

I walked forwards towards him, lifting his chin when I arrived so that he was no longer staring straight at my big tits.

“You want me to service that thing?”

He nodded.

“Mrs. Henderson wants something in return for once, okay?” I told him.

“Chris, don’t do it,” Glen protested, moving around the dinner table now and standing beside us.

“You want to watch or you want to help?” I said to Glen.  “With you or without you, I’m going to get this fucking orgasm.”

“I can’t fucking believe this,” he sighed.

“Believe it.  I’m sick of this shit.”

“Then ... I guess ... I’m helping.”

“Good decision.  I’ve always wanted a threesome.”

Chris swallowed.

“Take out your cock,” I said to him.

“Mrs. Henderson?”

“You want me to take it out for you?”

He looked to Glen who nodded.

“Yes,” Chris said.

I shook out my hair and got to my knees.  “Been a while since I did this to someone I wanted to.”

I stared ahead at the bulge that lay in wait in front of me.  For all over Glen’s faults he wasn’t short when it came to the pants-department.  He packed some serious heat and I hoped Chris came close too.

“Let’s see what we’re dealing with,” I said, and I wrapped my hands over the waist of his pants and underwear.

I took them down as one, listening as Chris gasped above me.  His hand came to his mouth just as I spotted the thick barrel of his cock.

“My gosh,” I cried, marveling as it sprang free.

It shot upwards, pointing to the ceiling.  It bobbed gently and my eyes widened with glee at the sight of it.  It was everything I hoped; unblemished and clean-cut, but with a thick vein that ran up its outside.  It looked fresh.

“Good boy,” I cooed.  I looked back at Glen and nodded to Chris’s cock.  “He’s almost got you beat.”

Glen lightened up a little.  “Not quite,” he smirked.  “Good job though, Chris.”

“Thanks,” Chris said, as though he had something to do with it.

“Come here,” I said.

I took a grip of him and Chris stumbled forward.  I opened my mouth wide and claimed his cock as it approached, forcing it through my lips and humming contently as I felt that powerful, forbidden arousal inside me.

“Take yours out too, honey,” I said, looking to Glen.  “It’s your lucky day.”

He unfastened his belt quickly and then moved in beside Chris.  I rubbed at his cock as it sat beneath his jeans, feeling it go stiff beneath the fabric of his pants.  By the time Glen had released himself he was all-the-way hard, just like Chris beside him.

“Look at that,” I said, staring between the two.  “The master and the apprentice.”

I raced my lips over Glen too now, jerking slowly at Chris’s cock as I treated my husband.  The pair of them looked down and watched me do my work.  I imagine there was some surreal form of male-bonding going on, but hell if I understood it.

“Look at her go, Chris,” Glen said, admiring my handiwork.  “She’s always been good at that.”

I batted my lashes up at them and put on a performance.  Under their scrutiny I seemed to blossom, snarling and feasting on each of them like an animal until they were both wet from hilt to tip.

“Now it’s my turn,” I said.  “Take off my dress, Chris.”

I stood up in front of him and tickled the underside of his cock with my fingertips as I looked into his eyes.

Chris moved slowly, as though he might be doing something wrong.  Steadily he pushed the garment off my shoulders and then pulled it down over my tits.

Glen helped from behind, pulling it down over my shapely ass until my red, lacy underwear was visible beneath.  I stepped out of the dress feeling like a Queen.

“Now on your knees,” Glen.

Glen got excitedly to the floor, seeming to revel in my new dominant approach.

“Get on the floor and eat my pussy.  Chris, I want you feeding on these tits, okay?”

“Yes ma’am,” he said, and it felt like I was finally starting to get some damn respect around here.

Glen stared forward and watched as he pulled down my panties, revealing the kempt strip of fur that sat beneath.

His eyes sparkled as he looked up at me, then back down at the little fleshy pearly that peeked out expectantly at the top of my folds.

Before my panties even hit the floor he was on me, pushing his face forwards into my pussy and tonguing magically along the crease.  His wet licks felt incredible, and the situation compounded the pleasure of it all.

Chris took a look at his boss’s handiwork, looking mesmerized until I reminded him of the task at hand.

“You,” I said, and I pointed to my tits.  “Here.”

I patted my breasts and reached behind myself to unclasp the bra, then I pulled it forward off my shoulders and let him see me.

“Wow,” he gasped.

“Out of those pants first,” I said to him.  “Shirt too.”

Chris quickly stepped out of his pants, using his feet to push them down again and again and then scramble them off his ankles.  His t-shirt came quickly above his head and I swooned at the smooth, muscled chest beneath.

“Good,” I trembled, feeling the tongue-lashings of Glen continue with aplomb.

His finger was probing through my creamy core as he feasted on me and the whole thing felt incredible.  My shoulders rocked in a tremble and I beckoned Chris forward, hoping his touch would be the cherry on the cake.

“Come on, honey,” I hushed.

He focused on my nipples and moved steadily forwards, docking himself over one of them and sucking fiercely.

“Yes!” I gushed.  “Spoil me, boys.”

Glen sucked lovingly on each breast until my nipples were stiff enough to pierce his skin.  He flicked the tongue over them, appearing suspiciously well-versed.  I don’t think mine were the first pair of nipples he’d excited, but I guess he was a grown man.  Or he would be after this.

“Eat my pussy, Glen,” I moaned.  “Suck my tits, Chris.”

I held Chris against my breasts and tried to focus on each of their tongues individually.  Glen’s would circle my clit and tease it out from its hood while Chris’s would rotate around my areola, like a shark toying with its prey.

“Fuck, I want you both,” I moaned.  “I want you both to fuck me!”

My breaths raced away from me as I grinded my hips across my husband’s face.  He looked up and locked eyes with me, working out of sight in a shared goal to give me what I demanded.

“Make me come,” I whined.  “Make me come!  Make me fucking come!”

The pair of them worked with greater urgency, letting out groans and moans themselves as I pressed forward towards climax.

I could feel it bubbling inside of me.  Each of their tongues were like unstable chemicals, and the more of them I added the greater the chance of a joyous, explosive reaction inside me.

“Yes!” I cried, moving my hand to hold Glen against me.

He sprang his finger through my sodden core, sucking and toying with my clit until it was stiffer and more sensitive than ever.

Chris’s mouth on my nipples was the perfect addition.  He toyed with them, pressing them together and kneading them like two doughy balls that needed working.

“Good boys!” I cried.  “You’re gonna make me come.”

Neither of them broke their stride, and in the strangest of ways we felt more together than ever.  We were all working towards a common goal, and I was certain now we were going to achieve it.

“Fuck!” I whimpered, closing my eyes.

My jaw hung open and the euphoria gripped me, rattling through my body and awakening a groan inside me.

“Yeeeesss!” I cried gleefully, gasping my eyes open and writhing on my husband’s face.

I looked down and felt the contractions of my pussy again and again as it squeezed on Glen’s finger.

“Come for us, honey,” he breathed, talking against my pussy before sucking again on my throbbing clit.

I pushed his finger out of me and convulsed wildly, barely able to accept the kisses of his lips on me.

I started to giggle joyously and felt the heat in my face and chest.  It was a sensation I hadn’t felt in a very long time.

Chris pulled forwards off my tits and looked to me.  I’d never felt happier and I think he spotted it instantly.

“I guess we did good then, huh?” he asked.

“You did, baby,” I said, and I leant forward and gave him a deep, sinful kiss.  “You both did.”

Glen stood to his feet and his jeans fell down around his ankles.  I pulled him towards me by his shirt and kissed him too, tasting the sweetness of my pussy on his lips.

“Happy thanksgiving,” he said as we broke from the kiss.

“It isn’t over yet,” I said.  “Now it’s time for dessert.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Follow me,” I said, and I took Chris’s hand and walked back through to the den.

I grabbed the remote-control and turned off the television, then I moved Chris to the sofa.  “Sit,” I said.

Chris got in position, sitting naked on the sofa and sporting that magnificent erection of his.

“I’m gonna sit on your cock honey, and Glen is going to fuck me, right in the ass.”

“He is?” Glen said, shocked.  His pants were now off.  “You’ve never done that before.”

“I’m figuring it’s a day for firsts,” I smirked.  “Now fetch that goose-fat, would you?”

Glen’s eyes sparkled as he did as instructed, grabbing the make-shift lubricant from the kitchen counter-top and bringing it over.

“What’s that for?” Chris asked.

“Think of it as seasoning,” I smiled.

I put a knee onto the sofa and then moved the other across Chris until I was squatting above him.  My big tits hung in front of his face but his focus was on my sodden core that hovered dangerously close to his hard, fresh cock.

“Give me that,” I hushed, smiling at him.

He smiled back but when he felt the warm cream of my core his smile turned to a different kind of delight.

“Oh, Mrs. Henderson,” he hushed.

“Stuff me,” I purred, and I dropped my butt down on him.

My pussy sprang over the hard tip of his cock, sending him deep inside me.  He was immediately slathered in the cum that him and Glen had helped to work free.  His stiffness felt so good inside me.

“That’s perfect,” I hushed, then I looked back to Glen.  “Or it will be perfect ...”

He took a dollop of fat on his finger and splayed it over my asshole, rubbing it across the knot that sat just above Chris’s invading cock.

His finger circled and teased.  Coupled with the sensation of Chris deep inside me the whole thing felt incredible.

Glen forced a finger inside to the knuckle and I hissed a breath.  Chris’s eyes widened as though he could feel Glen on the other side.

“Is he in?” Chris asked, breathless.

“Not yet,” I said.  “You’ll know when he is.  You’ll see it in my face.”

I looked back to Glen who was now covering that beautiful cock of his in a film of grease.  He worked his fist over it until the thing was glistening in the light, then he brought the swollen tip to my virginal knot.

“Fuck me,” I groaned, pushing back against him.

I felt the pressure of his smooth head against my slowly-widening knot.  The more he spread me the greater the pain, but my yearning to bury them both inside me was stronger than my pain-threshold.

“That’s it,” I cried.  “That’s it!”

I pushed out as Chris moved forwards, widening my ass just enough to allow the head to pass inside.

I let out a deep groan and felt my ass engulf him, seeming to suck in the inches that followed the first as though it was desperate to gobble him up.

Slowly he drove home and I watched the look on Chris’s face change too.

“Now he’s in,” Chris said with a smirk.

“He really is,” I groaned, vying to overcome the pain.

Gradually the ring of muscle relented and adapted, hugging tight around my husband’s meaty cock and gripping him there.

“Fuck me,” I groaned.  “Fuck me, honey!”

I wriggled between the pair of them, stuck in a sandwich of sin that was all of my own making.  If anyone had interrupted our little bubble of naughtiness we’d sure have some explaining to do, but for now the act belonged to us and us alone.

“Oh, Janine,” Glen groaned, and he rubbed at my big ass as he slowly started to fuck it.

He pulled his cock back out of me, almost all the way free, but then he sent it home with such force that I felt Chris move within me too.

Chris was trying his hardest to thrust upwards, but Glen led the charge for now.  With each buck from my husband I moved forwards, squeezing along Chris’s beautiful cock and getting both of my boys off inside me at once.

“I want you.  I want your cum.  I want you both!”

“Inside you?” Glen said.

“Nowhere else,” I groaned.  “I want it deep inside me!”

I stroked at Chris’s hair and looked down into his face.  “Can you do that for me?  Can you shoot it right up inside me?”

He nodded, looking as though he was close already.  “I can.”

“I don’t need to ask you, do I, hon?” I said to Glen.

“Oh, no.  I’m about ready to fucking burst.”

“See what I mean,” I said wryly to Chris.

He smiled, then his eyes sprang open in shock as he heard a fierce smacking noise.

I felt the rush of heat on my ass and then another harsh spank struck me as Glen taught me a lesson from behind.

Each time he spanked me I could feel my ass and pussy squeeze on my men, tightening around the both of them as if I was trying to squeeze their seeds from them.

“I’m ready for it,” I purred.  “I’m ready.  Treat me!  Spoil me!  I earned it!”

“Oh, honey,” Glen groaned, squeezing my ass with two hands and upping his pace.

His hips thrashed against me and Chris wriggled below, clearly enjoying the sensation of my soaking core draped over his hard cock.

“Give me that fresh, young spunk,” I said, holding his face.

I kissed him deep, rolling my tongue around his and gasping out my breaths as his my husband ravaged my virginal asshole.

“Janine!” he strained.

“Shoot it!”

He slowed his pace and Chris’s expression changed too.  He seemed to be visiting a height of delirium that I’d never known in him.  His face told the story, drifting off in anguished pleasure as though he really didn’t want to come inside me, but had no choice.

“Give me it!”

The pair of them throbbed in unison, pumping out their lineage inside me in hot, thick ropes.  They were so bounteous that I could feel my torso start to warm and my body begin to glow.

“Every drop!” I cried, listening to their breaths get away from them.

I bounced between them and rode their spunking cocks together, plunging down on their poles and sending their juicy cum even deeper.

Chris was shaking as I kissed him, clearly having experienced a climax unlike any other.  Shit, it wasn’t every day that you came inside your boss’s wife.

“Feel better,” I said sweetly as Chris came out the other side.

He smiled warmly.

“Like a million-dollars,” Glen said.

He rained another smack down on my ass and I hissed at how good it felt.  That was the kind of fucking I used to get before we were married—only not in my asshole.

Gradually he eased himself out and I was suddenly reminded that in the melee of it all I’d told him to use goose-fat as a lubricant.  I put a hand to my mouth to stifle the giggle.  I couldn’t believe how depraved I got when I was in the moment.
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