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Disclaimer

Intended for adult audiences 18+. Contains sexual content some may find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.
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My dress shimmers under the warm glow, clinging in all the places that make people stare a second too long. I move deeper into the room, and conversations falter as if someone turned down their volume. A woman near the bar nudges her friend. A man holding a glass of red wine loses his sentence mid-air.

My husband is across the room, pretending to listen to someone, but his gaze is on me. Our eyes meet. There is a spark in his eyes. Desire, fear, and devotion, all braided together.

I smile, small and knowing, and watch the tension ripple through him. He tries to hide it behind a polite nod to his conversation partner, but I see everything.

I always do.

The funny part is, he thinks he’s the one indulging me—letting me flirt at the edges of danger, letting me soak up attention like sunlight, letting me push the boundaries we once swore we didn’t have.

He thinks he’s giving me permission.

But my desire isn’t something he grants. It’s something that wakes up on its own. Tonight, it hums beneath my skin.

Mason comes over with a bottle of wine and a smile that lingers a little too long. “Renee, you look incredible,” he says, voice warm enough to melt wax. His hand rests lightly on my arm as he pours my glass. Innocent, but not really.

I feel my husband’s breath catch across the room.

And God help me, the thrill of it floods straight through my chest.

Because this is where it always begins—not with touch, not with anything forbidden. It starts with that quiet, shimmering moment when a room turns toward me... and he sees it happen.

He sees me being wanted.

He sees himself wanting me more because of it.

He sees the line between devotion and destruction, and how beautifully thin it is.

And then I see him.

Not my husband. Not Mason. Someone new.

A mountain of a man, built like the reason football exists. Dark brown skin, square jaw, shoulders so wide he looks like he’s blocking out the chandelier.

He’s staring at me like he’s hungry. Like he already knows what I taste like.

I lick my lips, slow, deliberate. My dress clings to my hips, and I make sure to sway a little harder as I cut through the crowd, drinking in the way his eyes drop straight to my cleavage, my ass, the glossy line of my thigh.

“You’re not from around here,” I say, voice low and dirty. “But you can stay.”

He grins, and it’s pure sin.

His teeth are white. His eyes even whiter. He looks me up and down, slow, savoring, like he’s unwrapping a fucking present. “Oh, I’m not going anywhere,” he says, voice so deep it makes my nipples hard.

I hear Mason laugh behind me, tense and fake. My husband’s glass clinks across the room. Is he jealous? Furious? Is he hard already, picturing me bending over for this stranger?

God, I hope so.

The new guy steps closer. He smells like smoke and whiskey, heat and want. I can feel the air shift when he invades my space. His body blocks out everything else. I’m suddenly small, delicate, breakable. Powerless and absolutely fucking powerful at the same time.

He leans in, lips almost brushing my ear. “Name?” he rumbles.

“Renee,” I breathe. My tongue slides over my teeth.

He grins wider. “Troy.”

Fuck. That voice. It slides right under my skin, thick as honey, rough as gravel. My nipples go diamond-hard, stabbing through silk. He’s even bigger up close. His chest barely fits under that crisp white shirt, straining every single expensive button. I want to rip them off with my teeth.

He’s not looking at my face anymore. He’s looking at my tits. The way they rise and fall with my hungry little breaths. The way my dress clings to every curve. His stare pins me. Fucks me, right here in the crowd.

Mason shifts behind me. I can feel the heat of his jealousy, the way it sizzles through the air. My husband’s on the other side of the room, glass clutched in his fist, frozen. Watching. Needing.

I can feel them all. Eyes on me. Daring me.

Troy leans in so close I feel his lips brush my ear, the scrape of his stubble, the hot rush of his breath. My whole body tightens, nipples throbbing, pussy clenching so hard I could snap cock in half. “You want me,” he rumbles. Not a question. A promise.

Fuck yes, I do.

I drag my tongue across my lips, eyes locked on his. “I want you to show me,” I whisper, filthy and soft. He grins, slow and mean, and those thick fingers graze the inside of my wrist. It’s barely a touch, but it’s enough to jolt lightning up my arm, straight to my cunt.

Behind me, Mason’s face is wide-eyed, hungry, desperate. His cock is probably leaking already, straining his slacks. My husband? He’s not blinking. Not breathing. His glass is empty now, but he hasn’t noticed, too busy watching the show.

God, I was made for this. After all, God gave me beauty and curves that do nothing to hide a hunger inside me that never fades. It pulses in me now, wild and thick and shameless.

Troy’s hand is still on my wrist. Big. Hot. Possessive. His thumb strokes the inside, just once, and I swear my knees almost buckle. The air between us is so tight I can barely breathe. I want to rip his shirt open. I want to climb him like a fucking jungle gym.

“I have a suite upstairs,” Troy’s voice rumbles through my bones. “You want to get out of here with me?”

“Yes,” I say, “but only if my husband can watch.”

Troy grins. Big. Black. Hungry. Like he’s already fucking me in his head, pounding me so hard the floor shakes. “Deal,” he growls, voice thick as whiskey. I lock eyes with my husband. One look—that’s all it takes. A tilt of my chin, a flash of tongue licking the corner of my mouth. The secret sign, the one that says: Get up. Now. Follow.

He’s already moving, like I lit a fuse in his veins.

Troy drags me through the crowd. Every stare clings to us, heat and hunger and disbelief. My heels click, my ass swaying, my nipples aching under this dress. God, I’m wet enough to drip.

We don’t stop. We don’t even slow down.

The elevator’s waiting, doors gaping wide. My husband catches us at the same moment when Troy shoves me inside the elevator. Big hands on my hips, pinning me to the slick metal wall. My ass collides with the mirror, tits jiggling, dress riding high. My husband follows, eyes wide, cock straining the front of his pants, silent and starving.

Troy crowds me. The elevator doors slide shut, sealing us in. Alone, except for the cameras. Except for him. Except for my husband, watching, helpless, desperate.

Troy’s hands slide up, rough and greedy. He palms my tits, squeezes, mauls them like he’s claiming a prize. My nipples go rock hard under the silk, poking through, aching for his mouth.

He doesn’t even wait. His mouth crashes down, lips and teeth and tongue, biting through the thin fabric, sucking my nipple until I gasp, until my knees almost give.

I see my husband in the mirrored wall. His face is pure agony, pure hunger. His hands fist at his sides, breathing hard, his cock bulging his slacks as he watches the big black man kissing his wife.

Troy’s mouth is everywhere. Hot. Wet. Relentless. He sucks my nipple through the thin silk of my dress—I have no bra. His teeth scrape, tongue swirls, lips drag across the aching peak until I’m whimpering, grinding shamelessly against his thigh. My tits feel swollen, desperate, like they’ll burst if he stops for even a second.

He doesn’t stop. He bites harder. Pulls the fabric down with one brutal tug, baring my tits to the cool air and the mirrored wall. My nipples jut out, flushed and wet from his mouth. Fuck, I look obscene. I look perfect. My husband’s eyes are glued to my chest, drinking in the sight of this mountain of a man devouring me while he stands there, helpless, cock throbbing in his pants.

Troy groans, low and rough, and buries his face between my tits. He licks and bites eagerly, like he’s eating dessert. 

The elevator pings as a sign that the door is about to be opened. Troy pulls my dress up. My tits are barely covered when the doors slide open with a soft whoosh. The corridor is empty, and Troy drags me to the door. He fumbles with the key card for a moment before he manages to get the door open.

And then we’re inside.

Troy barely gets the door shut before his hands are on me. In seconds, my dress is up around my hips, tits hanging out. I hear the click of the lock, I hear my own gasp, I hear my husband’s ragged breath.

I don’t even look at him. Not yet. All I see is Troy. All I feel is Troy. Big. Hot. Hard. His hands grab my ass, squeeze, lift me up like I weigh nothing. My thighs wrap around his waist, heels digging into his back. My panties are soaked through, slick glue between my legs. He grinds right against my cunt, cock so thick and hard I can feel it through both our clothes.

He carries me across the room, every step jostling my tits, ass bare, dress bunched up and useless. My husband stares, silent, throbbing, hands trembling at his sides as Troy throws me down on the bed.

I bounce, tits flying, hair a mess, pussy slick and swollen and begging to be filled. Troy’s on me before I can even gasp. One knee between my thighs, big hands ripping my panties in half, tossing them away like trash. My husband flinches when they hit his shoe.

I spread wide. I’m wet, open, shameless, hungry.

“Come on,” I snarl, “fucking wreck me with your big black cock.”

He grins, slow and mean, eyes burning. “You asked for it,” he rumbles.

Troy strips, tearing his shirt down the middle, buttons flying. His chest is massive, carved, sweat gleaming on inky skin. I can’t breathe. His belt snaps open, pants drop, and my mouth goes bone-dry.

Holy fuck.

His cock is huge. Thick. Black as midnight, veins bulging, the head glossy and leaking. It swings heavy between his thighs, obscene and perfect, a weapon built to ruin me.

I drop to my knees before I even think. My cunt gushes, my whole body desperate to taste him. I grab that monster, both hands barely fitting around the shaft, and stroke it slowly, up and down, feeling power thrumming under my fingers.

My jaw aches just looking at it. But I open wide, tongue out, drooling, hungry.

I need him in my mouth. Now.

I lunge for it. My lips stretch wide, tongue out, drooling, hungry. I shove that monster cock straight into my mouth and let it bulldoze past my teeth, thick and hot and leaking precum down my throat.

Oh fuck. It’s huge. I choke, eyes watering, spit bubbling down my chin. My jaw cracks, my throat burns, my whole mouth stuffed full of Troy. It’s so big it hurts, and I love it. I fucking love it.

He grabs the back of my head, both hands, fingers digging into my hair. He doesn’t guide. He takes. He owns. He slams his cock in, ramming it deeper, pounding the back of my throat until I gag.

I choke. I gasp. I drool like a bitch in heat.

Behind me, my husband is panting, glassy-eyed, hand working his cock through his slacks like he can’t even believe what’s happening. Like he’s not sure if this is heaven or hell, wife on her knees choking on a black man’s cock while he’s helpless, just a bystander, just a cuck.

The shame of it—the raw, filthy humiliation—it’s written all over his face. Eyes wide. Lips parted. He’s drooling too, practically whimpering, hand jerking fast and desperate in his lap.

But I don’t care. I’m not here for him. I’m here for this.

Troy fucks my face like he owns it. He jams it deep, so deep my nose is buried in his musky skin, tears streaming down my cheeks, spit and snot painting my lips and chin. My throat bulges, my jaw cracks, but god, I want more. I want him to fucking break me.

He laughs, low and mean. “That’s right, baby. Take it. Deep as it’ll go.”

I pop it out of my mouth and look up at him, “If I swallow, can you get it up again?”

He grins, baring all those perfect teeth. “Sure,” he growls. His cock pulses in my fists, thick and mean. “While waiting, I’ll eat your cunt.”

“Good,” I say, taking him back into my mouth.

I want to see him crack. Lose it for me.

I want to ruin him.

So I do. I suck Troy’s cock like I was born for it. Lips stretched to the ache, tongue lashing the thick, salt-bitter head, hands wringing the shaft, twisting and milking and pumping him straight down my throat. He fucks my mouth in brutal, hungry thrusts, and I fucking love it—I want him to remember this, to know he owned me right in front of my husband. I want my own man to see me choke, drool, gag on black cock, lips painted with spit and precum.

Because I know he’s watching. I know it burns him alive. I feel the heat of his humiliation sear through my spine, and it makes me wetter, meaner, desperate to take more.

Troy roars, hips jerking. His cock throbs. My mouth floods with hot, salty cum. 

I swallow, choking on it, thick and bitter and endless. It overflows, spills out of my mouth, dripping down my chin. He yanks out, fists his cock, and paints my face with a final savage blast. Hot ropes of cum splatter my cheeks, streaking up to my nose, dripping over my lips. I’m drenched, sticky, ruined.

God, I love it.

I turn, messy and shameless, and look straight at my husband. His eyes are wild, his mouth slack, his cock jerking in his hand. He can’t stop staring at my disaster of a face, cum everywhere, proof of everything he can never give me.

I grin at him. Slow. Mean. I smear Troy’s load across my lips with two fingers, tongue flicking out to lick it clean. “You wanted this, didn’t you?” I purr, voice thick with filth. “Watch me swallow for him. Watch me wear it, watch me drip with it. Watch me become exactly what you always wanted—a cum-soaked little whore on her knees for a big black man.”

Troy doesn’t wait. Doesn’t hesitate. Just shoves me flat on the bed, my tits smeared and bouncing, dress bunched around my waist, pussy glistening, swollen, soaked. I’m wild for him. He can smell it. I can smell it—the ripe, filthy tang of cunt, thick and hot in the air.

He dives in.

No hesitation. His mouth lands right on my clit, tongue thick and rough, lapping at my slick like he’s starving for it. He groans, deep in his chest, grinding his face against my cunt, eating me sloppy and loud. Wet noises fill the room. My ass lifts, heels digging into the mattress, thighs shaking.

I scream, every nerve on fire. My pussy floods his mouth, smearing his face with pussy juices. 

He eats me like he’s starved for it. Tongue wide and greedy, nose buried in my cunt, thick lips sucking my clit until I scream. He doesn’t stop. Doesn’t even slow down. Just pins my thighs open and fucking devours me, every lap louder, messier, wetter. My pussy gushes, slick everywhere, running down his face, dripping onto the sheets. The sound of it is unreal, obscene. I see my husband watching, eyes locked on Troy’s tongue lapping up every drop like a savage.

God, it’s too much. My whole body shakes, back arching, heels pounding the mattress. I explode, screaming, grinding against Troy’s mouth. “Fuck, yes! That’s how a real man eats pussy!” I shout, loud so my husband hears. “He’s better, baby. So much better. He makes me cum like you never could!”

I’m still writhing, still screaming, my whole body jerking with aftershocks when Troy grinds his cock against my slit. Thick head. Hard as fucking iron. He shoves forward, and holy fuck!

He splits me open! 

No warning. No mercy. Just brute force, his black cock bulldozing straight into my married white cunt.

I can feel every inch. Stretches me wider than I’ve ever been, wider than anyone ever dared. It hurts, it burns, it makes me shake and sob, pussy clenching like it’s trying to fight him. But I lose. I want to lose. I want to be wrecked.

He buries it, deeper, deeper, my pussy lips stretch around him, obscene and raw, juice leaking everywhere, slicking his shaft. My cunt milks him, desperate and helpless, every vein dragging against my walls.

I scream, loud, shameless, the sound echoing off the ceiling. My whole body bows up, tits bouncing, sweat streaking my chest, as Troy’s monster cock splits me, stretches me, fucks me like I was made for this.

God, the stretch hurts. It burns. Rips me open in a way no one ever has, not even close. I sob, clawing at the sheets, nails tearing fabric. My pussy clenches so hard around him, I swear I can feel every vein, every inch, every savage throb of his cock sawing in and out of me.

I wrap my legs around his waist and look down, the sight of his black cock slamming into my spread, pale pink pussy. The contrast is obscene. Black and white. Monster cock and tiny, ruined hole. Every brutal stroke makes my stomach jump, pussy lips stretched so wide it looks impossible, like he’s going to split me in half.

I fucking love it.

I look right at my husband. Make sure he sees every inch. “You see this?” I snarl. “You see how good it feels when a real man fucks me?”

Troy pumps harder, hips snapping, his cock sawing in and out, making wet, filthy noises between my legs.

“Oh god. He’s so much bigger than you, baby. He fills me up. Stretches me. Wrecks me. You never could. Never.”

My husband’s face crumples, pure shame. I laugh, wild, mean, bouncing on Troy’s cock while my pussy drools around his shaft.

“Watch, cuck. Watch me get ruined.”

Troy grabs my hips. Slams forward, no mercy. His cock jackhammers into my cunt, splitting me, destroying me. The stretch is brutal. I scream, raw, animal. My whole body bounces on his cock, tits flying, sweat dripping down my spine.

My husband whimpers. I hear it. That pathetic noise, the sound of his knuckles shredding as he jerks his cock harder, desperate, drooling over the sight of me getting filled.

Troy doesn’t hold back. He pounds me, ramming his cock so deep I swear I can feel it in my stomach. Every thrust punches the air out of my lungs. My clit grinds against his pelvis, nerves on fire.

“Fuck yes! Harder!” I howl. “You see this, baby? You see how a real man fucks me?”

The words make Troy snarl.

He grabs my hips, hauls me closer, and slams his cock so deep I swear I see stars. My whole body snaps tight, sweat pouring, tits flying, pussy stretched so wide it feels like he’s splitting me in two. I scream, raw and ragged, the sound bouncing off the ceiling as Troy jackhammers me into the mattress, every brutal thrust punching through my insides.

I lose it.

My pussy clamps down, shuddering, wild, gushing wet all over his cock. I scream again, louder, choking on my own breath as orgasm rips through me. I’m not delicate. I’m not pretty. I’m fucking ruined, wrecked, used. My cunt spasms, milking Troy’s cock, squirting, soaking the sheets, my ass and thighs spattered with slick.

God, yes. I was made for this.

Then suddenly he rips out, cock slapping my clit, hips heaving with the effort it takes to stop. I’m gasping, dazed, throbbing everywhere.

Troy grins down at me, hand stroking his thick, spit-slick cock. “You got lube?” he growls.

I nod, wild, desperate. “In my purse. Side pocket.”

His eyes cut to my husband, cold as command. “You heard her. Get it. Lube her ass up,” he says and flips me on my belly and pulls my ass up.

My husband scrambles, hands shaking so hard he nearly drops my purse. He digs out the lube, fumbles with the cap, eyes glued to my spread cheeks. He fumbles it open, hands shaking so bad the bottle clicks against itself. He kneels by the bed, his face so close I can see the sweat streaking his hairline, the look on his face like he’s about to start crying or cumming or both.

Troy slaps my ass, hard. I jerk and moan, cunt gushing at the sting. “Let’s go,” he snaps. “Slick her up, cuck. Every inch.”

My husband kneels. His slacks are still open, cock jutting out, angry red and drooling, but his hands go straight to my ass. He squeezes the lube out, thick and cold, and smears it over my hole. His fingers tremble. I can feel his fingers entering the tight pucker of my ass as he rubs the slick everywhere, spreading it, working it in with slow, shivery circles.

Troy watches, grinning, then moves in front of me, pushing his massive black cock on my lips. “Suck it,” he commands, “While hubby makes your ass ready for me.”

I open wide. My lips stretch, tongue slick and greedy, spit already bubbling at the corners. Troy drives his cock straight in, no gentle, no pause, just rough black shaft splitting my mouth in half, ramming to the root so my nose mashes hard against his musky skin.

I choke. I drool. That monster cock jams down my throat, thick veins scraping my tongue, the taste of cum still hot and bitter on my lips.

He fists my hair, dragging my head back, then slamming forward, fucking my face like it’s nothing but a filthy hole for him to use. I gag, slick pooling under my knees, spit and snot streaking my cheeks, but I don’t stop. I want him. I want his cock down my throat, want my husband to see my lips stretched tight, want to show him what it looks like when a real man uses his wife.

Behind me, I feel it. Cold, trembling fingers spreading my ass, stroking the slick, tight ring, pushing lube inside until I’m dripping and open, squirming on the sheets. I moan around Troy’s cock, spit and drool leaking down my chin, tongue lashing the fat head while my husband works my ass like he’s prepping me for slaughter.

He’s gentle, shaking, pathetic. He slips a finger in, slow, careful. My ass clenches, then gives, swallowing his finger like it’s nothing. I groan, muffled by thick black shaft, then grunt as he adds a second finger, twisting, spreading, working the lube so deep I feel it in my guts.

Troy watches, grinning mean, his cock slamming the back of my throat. “Get her ready, cuck,” he growls. “I don’t want her tight little ass tearing when I fuck it open.”

My husband gasps, pushing three fingers deeper into my ass. I shudder, whimper. I squirm, helpless, mouth stuffed full of cock, ass stretched wide by my husband’s fingers, slick pooling between my cheeks. Troy groans, then yanks his cock from my mouth—all spit-slick, shiny, dripping down my chin.

He grabs my hips, hard. “Line me up, cuck,” he barks, voice a whip-crack. “Guide it in. You know you want to.”

My husband’s breath hitches. I cannot see it, but I know he’s reaching to wrap his fingers around Troy’s thick, black cock. He’s guiding it, lining the fat, blunt head right up to my asshole, trembling like he might cum just from touching it.

Troy spits on my hole, then grinds forward, cock pressing at my back door. “Hold her open, baby,” he growls. “Show me how much she wants it. How much she needs it.”

My husband’s hands spread me wide. Fingers dig into my cheeks, stretching me open, exposing my slick, twitching asshole. I can hear him panting, choking on his own shame, so turned on he can barely see straight. The fat, black head of Troy’s cock presses right against my back door, hot and slick and relentless.

He doesn’t wait.

He just leans in. Pushes. The pressure is insane, a burn that lights every nerve in my body. My asshole pulses, trying to fight him, but it’s useless. The head of his cock punches through, splitting me open, stretching me wider than I’ve ever been.

“FUCK!” I scream, face mashed into the sheets. 

He’s huge. I can feel every vein, every ruthless inch as he pushes deeper, deeper, grinding past the ring until his cock is buried halfway in my ass, and I scream, raw and savage.

It’s fire in my guts. My ass tries to spit him out, to slam shut, but it’s useless. That fat cock just wedges deeper, stretching me, owning me.

He doesn’t wait. Doesn’t let me breathe.

He grabs my hips and drives in, another brutal inch, punching the air from my chest. The burn is insane, nerves lighting up, stars exploding behind my eyes. My mouth’s open in a silent scream, spit drooling onto the bedspread.

Behind me, my husband’s hands are shaking, spreading my ass wider so Troy’s cock can wreck me. I can hear his breath—a whimper, a broken gasp. I know he’s watching. Know he’s dying for it.

I’m split open. Ruined. His black cock’s a battering ram, brutal, implacable, shoving deeper, deeper. 

And then the burn twists, flips, turns inside out.

At first, it’s too much—I’m stretched to the limit, gasping, face mashed against the sheets, my whole body shaking just from the shock of it. He doesn’t hold back, doesn’t ease me in. Just pounds, grinds, splits me open with one endless, relentless thrust. My ass feels like it’s on fire, nerves screaming, skin stinging, every muscle clenching to fight the invasion.

But the pain doesn’t stay pain.

It blooms. It shifts. It mutates into something else—a molten, liquid hunger I didn’t even know I had. My asshole clamps around him, tight and hot, sucking him in with every savage push. Every time he rams forward, I moan. I fucking moan. The sound’s filthy and raw, bouncing off the walls, and I don’t even care if I’m begging for it.

“God, fuck, yes, YES,” I howl, raw and loud.

My ass is stretched, ruined, every savage inch of him forcing my back door wider, deeper, hotter than I thought possible. 

I want more. I need more.

I look in the mirror across the room—the hotel glass. I see myself, face glazed with sweat and tears, hair a wild mess, tits shaking with every brutal slam of Troy’s hips. My husband’s behind me, his face white and desperate, fist pumping his cock as he watches the show.

“Look at me,” I snarl. “Look at your fucking wife get her ass destroyed by black cock.”

Troy laughs, mean and dark, and slaps my ass again. The sting is instant. He grabs my hips, fingers digging in, gouging bruises, hauling me back hard enough that my vision whites out. I scream, raw and animal, the sound bouncing off the glass, off the ceiling, off the walls.

My ass clenches, burning, stretched wide around that monster cock. It feels like he’s ripping me open, but somehow it isn’t painful; it is pure pleasure. Like it’s what my body was made for. Like every nerve was just waiting for this. Black cock. Monster cock. Wrecking my ass in front of my worthless Cuck. Every thrust is a shockwave, a hot flood up my spine, a pulse that shreds all my shame. 

And my husband’s there. Kneeling. Watching. His hands spread my butt cheeks, holding me open so the big black cock can split me wider. His cock’s out, hard, leaking, pathetic.

“Cuck, tell me what you see,” I groan.

I know he’s staring at my ass, the way Troy’s black cock stretches me wide, working deeper with every brutal slam. 

“I see you... stretched. Open,” he chokes. “Your ass is... ruined by huge black cock. I never... I never... fuck, Renee, it’s so much bigger than mine. He’s splitting you in half. You look... god, you look perfect. You look like a whore.”

“Is it what you wanted?” I sneer.

He chokes on it. The shame. The hunger. The pure, jaw-snapping need.

His voice is a whisper, barely there. “Yes.”

One word. That’s all it takes.

Troy’s cock slams in harder, bottoming out in my ass. The stretch is savage, as is the electric jolt that goes through my body. He grinds in deep, balls mashing my pussy, shaft ramming right up inside until I swear I taste it on my tongue. Every inch is a rail of fire, a fist punching through the wall of my body. My mouth opens in a raw, animal scream.

My husband’s face is right there, nose an inch from my hole as Troy’s cock pounds it open. 

Troy grunts. “Gonna fill you up, slut. Gonna fill your ass with my cum in front of your little cuck.” The words burn, rip through me, make my pussy clench so hard I almost black out.

His cock pistons into me, brutal, savage, shoving me up the bed with every slam. My ass is on fire, mouth open in a scream, drool painting the sheets. I can barely hold myself up. My body’s just a hole for him to ruin.

He leans close, chest pressed to my back, his breath hot on my ear. One huge hand snakes under me, finds my clit, pinches it hard—hard enough to hurt, hard enough to make me lose it completely.

I explode as he cums. 

My cunt convulses, my ass milks him, and I howl as he floods my guts with thick, hot cum. It’s a supernova. White heat. My whole body shakes, tits mashed to the mattress, my cunt squirting wild as my ass gets pumped full of cum. Hot ropes blast into my guts.

I collapse, shaking, face mashed to the sheets, ass gaping, hole leaking. My guts are packed tight with hot, filthy cum. I feel it drooling out around Troy’s fat cock as he pulls free—a wet, obscene pop, a gush that spills down my thighs and paints my pussy lips slick and white.

But I’m not done.

I flop onto my back, legs open, knees to my chest, cunt and ass spread wide, exposing the mess, the wreckage, the streaks of cum running from my asshole.

“Come here,” I snarl at my husband. “Clean it all up. Tongue every drop. Eat his cum out of my hole, cuck.” 

He drops, desperate, face right in the mess. He doesn’t hesitate, doesn’t even blink. Just buries his mouth in my gaping asshole, tongue stabbing deep, licking up every drop of Troy’s hot cum as it leaks from my ruined hole.

The taste must be filthy. You can hear it in the way he gasps—the wet, guttural suck, the whimper in his throat as he eats another man’s load straight from my body. His tongue shoves inside me, frantic, desperate, scraping the slick walls of my ass, licking until I’m empty, until I’m clean.

But I’m never really clean, not now. 

Not ever again.
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​A Pirate Masquarade
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We arrive at The Crimson Corset island retreat just before sunset. The dock is glowing red and gold like something stolen from a fever dream. Flags snap in the salt wind. Lanterns sway. A bell rings, and a voice shouts in mock command.

Adults only. No phones. No rules worth keeping.

My husband, Ryan, disappears into the fantasy immediately.

He’s grinning as he straps on his ridiculous pirate gear—eye patch, boots, even a sword he clearly practiced posing with in the mirror. He looks pleased with himself, like he’s stepped into a role he’s been rehearsing for years.

I step out beside him, and everything changes.

My costume is technically pirate-themed, but only in the loosest sense. Black lace stretched thin over curves it was never designed to contain. A corset that lifts and presses until my breasts are impossible to ignore, nipples dark and barely concealed beneath fabric that might as well be smoke. I feel the breeze against my skin. I know exactly how much I’m showing.

I don’t have to look around to know I’ve been noticed.

The attention hits me in waves—slow glances, open stares, the kind of appreciative silence that speaks louder than words. Men pause mid-conversation. Women smile at me with knowing eyes. I feel it everywhere, like heat licking up my spine.

My husband doesn’t notice at first. He’s too busy performing.

Then I see it—the moment he realizes the looks aren’t for him.

His smile tightens. His hand settles at my waist, possessive but unsure. I lean into it sweetly, innocently, letting him think he’s still in control, even as another pair of eyes traces the curve of my chest, slow and deliberate.

This island was supposed to be a game.

But standing there, surrounded by hunger and fantasy and freedom, I feel something else waking up inside me. Something patient. Something curious.

––––––––
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BY THE SECOND NIGHT, the island has taught us its rhythm.

Days are languid, soaked in sun and salt and too many drinks with umbrellas. Nights belong to lantern light, low music, and costumes that reveal more with every passing hour. My husband—still delightfully committed to the pirate fantasy—wears his confidence like a prop, strutting and joking, basking in the attention he expects.

What he doesn’t expect is how little of it belongs to him.

I feel eyes on me constantly now. Not crude. Not rushed. Appraising. Appreciative. The kind of looks that take their time. My costume has become bolder—thinner fabrics, tighter lacing. I don’t pretend it’s accidental. I like the way his hand tightens at my back when someone’s gaze lingers too long. The flicker of uncertainty behind his smile is the first crack.

At dinner, a man at the next table compliments my costume. He doesn’t ask permission to look. My husband laughs it off, throws an arm around my shoulders to make the man see I belong to him. But later, when we’re alone, he asks questions he pretends are jokes.

They are about men staring at my tits, my ass, me.

He asks if I like it.

I honestly tell him I love it.

He doesn’t scold. He doesn’t demand reassurance. He just nods, thoughtful, and pours us another drink.

That night, on the balcony of our suite, the sounds of the island drifting up around us, Ryan watches as I lean against the railing, the breeze teasing the fabric of my outfit. He says nothing when a group passing below looks up. He doesn’t pull me back inside.

Instead, he asks, quietly, “Do you like it? Do you like to look like a... slut?”

The question hangs between us, heavier than the humid air.

“Yes,” I admit. “And I love how men react to my barely clad body.”

Ryan exhales slowly, like he’s been holding his breath for days. “I thought so.”

––––––––
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THE NEXT EVENING, THE island hosts a masquerade. Masks, candles, and anonymity encouraged. He helps lace me into my corset, fingers careful, reverent. When he steps back to look at me, his expression is no longer possessive. There’s something else in his eyes.

“Stay close,” Ryan says.

I do. At first.

Then he lets his hand drift away.

I feel it immediately—the difference between being allowed and being offered. The freedom hums under my skin. A masked man approaches. Conversation flows easily, flirtation light but unmistakable. I glance back at my husband. He’s watching, not smiling, not frowning. Just watching.

When the man’s hand rests on my ass, my husband doesn’t make a move to stop him from stroking my ass.

Neither do I.

We talk about desire. About control. About how strange it feels—how right—to finally say the words aloud.

“I can’t make you wet,” Ryan says, his voice steady but vulnerable in a way I’ve never heard before. “I see how you look at other men. How they look at you.”

I start to protest out of habit, then stop. Ryan never made me wet. Not once. Love was there. Desire never was. The island seems to provide the answer before we even finish asking the question.

Ryan stands beside me as a conversation with a stranger turns intimate. He stays close enough to witness, far enough to allow whatever might happen. When I look back, seeking reassurance, he nods once—permission granted.

The first time Ryan deliberately walks away, leaving me with a big black man whose hand is already at the small of my back, my body responds instantly. Heat blooms where it hasn’t in years. I feel my husband’s eyes on me from across the room, and somehow that makes everything sharper.

The huge black man is close now, not even pretending to hide the way he stares at my tits. The mask does nothing. His eyes are hungry—a challenge, a dare.

His hand slides around my waist, fingers splayed bold and tight, and he draws me in. Our mouths crash together, heat and want and wildness, teeth clashing, tongues tangling. He tastes like whiskey and salt. Like someone who doesn’t care about consequences.

I melt. My body presses flush against him, and I feel it—the thick, hard line of his cock grinding into my belly, so big my thighs clench just thinking about it. Huge. Fucking enormous.

Apparently, there’s some truth to the rumors about black men’s size.

He growls into the kiss, grinding against me, letting me feel exactly what’s waiting. I moan. I want it. I want all of it. He leans closer. His hand is on my hip now, gripping, pulling me in. I let it happen, eyes darting to my husband.

He’s watching.

The stranger presses closer. His leg slides between mine, grinding up against my soaked, desperate pussy. We’re still moving, bodies swaying, but this isn’t dancing. Not really. This is public dry fucking, right out in the open, lanterns swinging, all eyes on us.

I moan into the masked man’s mouth, lips hungry, tongue wild. His hands grip my ass, fingers digging in, rocking me, riding me up and down on his leg. My skirt rides higher, my corset digs deeper, and I don’t care who sees. I want them to see.

His leg rubs on my pussy, hot and rough, and I gasp, hips bucking, grinding shamelessly. I’m soaking him already, pussy drooling, every nerve on fire.

My husband doesn’t move. He just watches.

The black man leans in, breath hot in my ear. “Want to come back to my bungalow?” His voice is a low rumble, thick, hungry, cocky as hell. I nearly melt. My pussy clenches, a fresh gush soaking my thong. I want it. Oh God, I want it so bad I could scream.

But I turn. I find Ryan.

His face is flushed, lips parted, eyes wide and wild. He swallows hard. His cock is a thick line in those tight pants, bulging for me, for this. He wants it too. I can see it. I can taste it.

“Can I go to his bungalow?” I whisper, voice trembling, hungry, desperate.

He nods. “If... if I can watch...” He says.

Needing this as much as I do.

“I’ll ask him,” I say and turn to go back to the black stranger.

He’s waiting for me, a fucking mountain in a mask, grinning like he knows every filthy thing I’m about to beg for. My body buzzes. My hips sway. I drag my gaze up and down his chest, his arms, the bulge that’s practically tearing his pants wide open. Oh, he’s ready. He’s so fucking ready.

“Can my husband watch?” I ask. My nipples are hard, my thighs slick, every nerve on fire.

He doesn’t even hesitate. Just leans in, lips curling at my ear. “Sure, baby. Bring him. Let him see what you really need.”

My pussy clenches. I’m soaked, desperate, trembling with want.

I glance back at Ryan and curl my finger in a come-hither motion. My husband gets up and comes to us.

The black man doesn’t waste time. He grins at me, wide and wolfish, hand clamped around my waist like he owns it. Like he owns me. And maybe right now, he does.

He guides me toward the door, big body blocking out everything else, every step screaming power. I barely glance back, but I don’t have to—I hear Ryan’s shoes pounding after us, desperate, needy, his breath hot on my neck as we move.

My tits bounce with every stride, corset biting deep, nipples diamond-hard and begging for attention. The stranger’s palm roams lower, dragging against my ass, squeezing, claiming. I shudder. My pussy clenches. Every nerve is alive.

We push outside. Lanterns swinging, air thick with sex and salt. My husband trails behind, eyes glued to the show. Watching me. Wanting. Helpless to stop it.

This is happening. I’m going to fuck the man who actually is making me wet. And my husband will watch.

I’m soaked. Literally dripping. My thong’s a fucking puddle, and the black man’s hands are already on my ass, squeezing, claiming me, making it clear who I belong to tonight. My husband is right behind us, eyes wide, cock hard, barely breathing.

We hit the bungalow door. It’s unlocked. The black man shoves it open with his shoulder, dragging me inside, my feet barely touching the ground. He spins me, slams me up against the wall, rips my mask off, and stares at my face like he wants to devour it.

His lips crash down. His tongue plunges into my mouth, hungry, wild, unstoppable. His hands are everywhere. Up my skirt, palm grinding on my pussy, fingers yanking my thong aside. He grunts when he finds me soaked. “Shit, you’re ready,” he growls. His cock’s so fucking hard, bulging, a monster barely caged by his pants.

He turns to my husband and grins, teeth white and perfect and wolfish. “So... Ryan Apfel, you want to watch a black guy fuck your wife?” His voice is a dare, a snarl, a challenge stripped raw.

Oh God. My heart stops, then pounds. He knows. He knows who we are. He knows my husband, who has some, not much, but some fame in the YouTube world. And now, here I am, soaked for another man, right in front of him.

Ryan’s face goes crimson. He stares at me, shattered. Mask off, game over. Everyone knows.

But my pussy? It’s drooling. My thighs are slick, my clit throbs. My body is screaming yes, yes, yes.

I belong to this black man now. To him. To all of it. “Confess, Ryan,” I say. No, I command him to tell the truth.

“Yes,” Ryan whispers.

“Yes, what, Apfel?” the black man asks.

Ryan’s voice is a dry rasp, shame and lust twisting together. “Yes, I want to watch you fuck my wife.”

“And you, infamous podcaster, want to watch how I make her cum with my big black cock?”

Ryan’s breath shudders. He’s trembling. Eyes locked on the black man’s bulge, hungry, desperate, broken. “Yes,” he groans. “That’s what I want. That’s what she needs.”

The black man throws his head back and laughs, low, deep, cocky as hell. “Fuckin’ right, Apfel.” He turns to me, eyes burning, voice a snarl. “On your knees, slut.”

Oh god. 

I drop instantly. Tits nearly bursting from my corset, I kneel in front of him. My pussy gushes, soaking my thighs, my own need screaming.

He towers over me, fingers hooked in his waistband, grinning like a beast unleashed. “You want this cock? Take it out.”

The idea of sucking a black man in front of my husband makes me so fucking wet I can barely think. My hands are shaking as I unzip his pants. I pull his pants down. The fabric barely clears his hips before his cock springs free, thick and heavy and so fucking black it looks fake, like something built to wreck me.

My breath catches.

It’s massive. No, fuck that, it’s obscene. Thick and long, jet black, the head fat, leaking. My mouth dries and waters at the same time. I can’t look away.

I moan, knees trembling, tits nearly spilling out as I lean forward. “Fuck, it’s so big...”

He grins, fist wrapped around the shaft. He slaps it against my cheek. My whole face stings. I gasp, tongue out, drooling, desperate for a taste. “Put it in your mouth, slut. Show your husband how a slut sucks a real cock.”

I don’t hesitate. I swallow him. My lips stretch. My jaw pops. It barely fits.

He groans, fingers fisting in my hair, dragging me down his shaft. And fuck. He’s huge. My jaw aches, my throat gags, and spit runs down my chin before my lips even hit the base.

I can’t even get half of it inside. Not even close. My lips are stretched tight, my tongue frantic, drool leaking from the corners of my mouth because I just can’t stop. Not with Ryan watching. Not with this monster cock throbbing against my tongue, thick and black and so fucking alive.

He grunts, hips driving forward, cock punching past my gag reflex. I choke. My eyes water. Mascara is running. Doesn’t matter. I want him to ruin me. I want my husband to see just how bad I need this. Need this big black cock.

Ryan’s breathing ragged behind me. I don’t even have to look; I can feel him. That tight, desperate energy. The sound of his zipper. The way he pants, helpless, turned on and ashamed and obsessed.

I moan around the cock in my mouth, hungry for him, hungry for all of it. The weight of that filthy, beautiful cock stretches my lips, my jaw, making my spit run hot and heavy down my chin.

God, it tastes so good.

My hands are shaking. My tits nearly burst from the corset with every bob of my head, my nipples raw, grinding against the lace, my pussy clenching, gushing, dripping down my thighs.

I’d never even sucked Ryan’s cock like this. Never wanted to. Never needed to.

The black man laughs, deep and smug and king-of-the-world. He fists both hands in my hair, holding my head in place, feeding me his cock a little deeper each time. I gag. Tears stream down my cheeks. He slaps his cock against my tongue, my lips, my cheeks, marking me while Ryan watches, helpless, hard, humiliated.

He doesn’t give me time to breathe. Not even a second.

His fingers tighten in my hair, yanking my mouth back down on that monster cock, so deep I choke, my eyes streaming. His hips snap forward, cock spearing into my throat, and I hear him laugh, low and mean, just for Ryan.

“Bet your little white boy never made you gag like this,” he snarls.

He’s right.

Ryan’s cock never even reached the back of my mouth. This one is splitting me open. Ruining me. I drool and gag and moan, fucking myself on him while my husband stares, red-faced and desperate.

And then he cums. God, he cums so fucking hard.

Black cock jerking between my lips, thick heat flooding my mouth, spilling down my throat. I can’t swallow fast enough. It’s everywhere. Hot, bitter, filthy. I don’t stop. I can’t. He holds my head tight, and I swallow hard, throat straining around all that cock. My jaw aches. My lips are burning, spit and cum leaking down my chin, the taste of him everywhere, thick and hot and bitter.

He laughs, low and mean, still fisting my hair. “Bet you never sucked your husband dry like this, huh?”

A glance at Ryan and I know he’s right. My husband’s eyes are glassy, his cock a pale, trembling line in his fist. Nothing like what’s splitting my lips.

Nothing.

The black man slaps his cock against my tongue, marking me. “Keep going, slut,” he growls. “You’re not done till I say.”

He’s still hard. Still thick. Still so goddamn big it makes my pussy clench just looking at it. I lick him clean, tongue dragging up that shaft, my mouth greedy for more.

“Suck it so it won’t go down. Show your husband how much you love a big black cock.”

So I do.

I take him deep, tongue out, lips wide, spit and drool and shame. I stare up at him, eyes watering, nose running, so fucking lost in humiliation I don’t even care that my husband is three feet away, fist locked tight around his own sad little cock. This is what I am now. This is what makes me wet. This is what I want.

God, I want it.

I choke myself on him, again and again, letting my mascara smear, my hair get yanked, my tits nearly spilling all the way out of my corset. He grins down at me like he owns me. Like he owns the air I’m breathing.

His cock throbs in my mouth, thick with power, with heat, with something that’s never existed with Ryan. Not even once. Not even close.

I fuck my face on him, let my tongue work the thick, fat head, drooling, moaning, desperate to taste every drop. He lets me. Uses my mouth like it’s nothing. Just a hole for him to fuck, to show off, to ruin.

When he pulls out, the air hits my spit-slick lips with a sting. I gasp. My jaw aches, my chin dripping, face streaked with his cum and my own drool. I look up at him, dizzy, desperate, hungry for more, and ashamed of how much I want it.

He grabs my hair, fisting it tight, bending me back until I’m staring up at Ryan.

“Get over here, Apfel,” the black man snarls. “Kiss your wife. Taste what a real man’s cum feels like on her tongue.”

Humiliation. White-hot and electric. My pussy clenches. Ryan obeys, knees shaking as he drops in front of me. He kisses me. No hesitation. His tongue plunges into my mouth, licking the black man’s cum from my lips, my teeth, my tongue. His hand tangles in my hair, holding me there, mashing our mouths together. No hesitation. His tongue is in my mouth, licking cum off my teeth as if it’s the sweetest thing he’s ever tasted.

Hot, bitter, shameless. The taste of another man’s cock and hunger and humiliation. It drips down my chin, sticky and obscene.

I moan. I can’t help it.

The black man just stands over us. Watching. Smug. Arms crossed, cock still glistening in the air, thick as my goddamn wrist, like he knows he owns the room.

Ryan’s lips are desperate, tongue wild, licking my chin, my lips, swallowing the mess. He doesn’t care. He wants it. Needs it.

That’s the truth. Raw and ugly and perfect.

He’s not kissing me. He’s kissing the black man through me.

And I love it.

My pussy throbs. I am dripping down my thighs, I am filthy with want.

The black man steps closer, crowding us. One hand on my jaw, thumb smeared through the mess on my lips. On the other hand, lazy but commanding, pointing at my husband. Owning him.

“Apfel, take your wife’s corset off. Take off her skirt and panties. Strip her for me.”

Ryan doesn’t move at first. Shame. Fear. But he wants it. God, he wants it. His hands shake as he fumbles at the lacing, fingers clumsy, desperate. He can’t look away. No more masks. No more pretending.

He finally gets the knot undone, and the corset loosens, my tits spilling out, nipples already hard and begging for attention. Then Ryan zips my skirt and pulls down my thongs. 

God, I’m naked. Exposed. I want it. I want to be seen.

The black man’s eyes go dark, hungry. He grins, wide and wicked, teeth flashing. “Fuck yeah. Look at those fucking tits.” His hands are on me instantly, rough palms squeezing, testing the weight, rolling my nipples between his thick fingers until I’m gasping.

“On your knees, Apfel.”

Ryan drops down to his knees right beside me, eyes locked on my bare chest, lips parted, breath shaking. His cock is hard, desperate. He can’t look away.

I want him to see. I want him to never forget this.

The black man leans in. Sucks my nipple deep into his mouth, tongue lashing, teeth just grazing. I cry out, body arching. I’ve never made that sound for Ryan. Not once.

Ryan’s on his knees, staring up at me like it’s the first time he’s ever really seen me naked, but the only eyes I care about belong to the man sucking my tits. The tongue flicks over my nipple before he bites. I nearly come right there. I’ve never orgasmed, not for Ryan, not for anyone.

I’m sure tonight is the night I’ll experience my first orgasm.

He grins at my husband, still kneeling, still clutching his own cock like a lifeline.

“See that, Apfel? She likes it rough. Not like what you give her at home,” he laughs, voice low, taunting, cocky as hell.

Ryan’s face is a mess. Sweat on his forehead, jaw clenched. He can barely look away.

I look down at him. On his knees. Watching a black man own my tits, my whole body. 

Heat rips through my chest. My nipples are swollen, aching, the black man’s lips grazing over them, tongue flicking, teeth scraping just enough to make me gasp. My whole body is vibrating. My pussy is so wet I can feel slick running down my thighs, dripping onto the floor.

“You’re wet and gushy, aren’t you?” the man asks.

I nod.

“Good,” he says, digging his phone out; his fingers run over it, and soon, from the hidden speakers, a song starts playing. 

The black man doesn’t even try to hide his grin. He picks me up in both arms like I weigh nothing and drops me flat on the bed, tits bouncing, hair wild. The sheets are cool against my back—but between my thighs, I’m already burning.

He shoves my knees up and apart, spreading me wide, everything wet and gaping and straining for his mouth. My husband’s right there. Watching. Eyes glued to the mess between my legs, the raw, desperate way my pussy clenches in the open. Soaked. Begging. Humiliation runs hotter than blood.

The black man doesn’t tease. He dives in, tongue wide and soft, lapping up every drop, moaning like he’s starving for my cunt. The song loops, pounding filth through the room: wet and gushy, wet and gushy. His tongue fucks me open, eating me like no one ever has.

Truth is: no one has ever eaten my pussy. Not even my husband.

My hips jerk, my clit throbs, wet and swollen, throbbing under his tongue.

God. No one’s ever done this to me before. Not Ryan. Not anyone. Not like this.

The bed rocks with every lick.

He eats me out like he’s starving, tongue so deep it’s obscene, lips dragging my wet across his face. He groans into my cunt like he loves the taste. Like it’s the only thing he’s ever wanted.

I arch. I grind. I can’t stop moving. My hands clutch the sheets, nails digging in, my whole body trembling.

The music pounds through the walls, the rhythm drills into me, every beat echoing exactly how my body feels.

My husband’s eyes wide, locked on my spread pussy, watching another man do what he never could.

I’m soaking the sheets. I’m soaked everywhere. My thighs are slick, my clit raw. Every inch of me is shaking. My hips jerk, grinding up into his mouth, desperate and mindless. His tongue doesn’t stop. Not for a second. It circles my clit, hard and hungry, then plunges deep, licking up every drop of me like he’s dying of thirst.

I scream. Not a pretty sound. Not some fake, girly moan. A raw, filthy sound ripped right out of my chest.

I clutch the sheets. Nails digging in. My whole body bows up off the bed, tits straining, legs quaking. My pussy clenches, spasms, explodes. I cum so fucking hard I nearly black out. It rolls through me, wave after wave, hotter and sharper every second his mouth stays on me.

He groans into my cunt, eating it all, swallowing my mess.

I gush. I soak his face. I am wild, shameless, gone with the first orgasm of my life!

And god, I never want it to stop.

Not ever.

The black man’s mouth is still on my pussy, grinding that wide, hot tongue against my clit like he’s trying to rip the orgasm right out of me. My hips buck. I can’t keep still. My thighs clamp around his head, but nothing slows him down. He moans into me, mouth full of my cunt, like I’m the best thing he’s ever tasted.

And Ryan is right there. On his knees. Watching. Eyes huge, hand fisting his cock so tight I swear it’s going to snap off. He’s staring at my naked pussy, my soaked thighs, the way I’m writhing, drenched and filthy, for another man’s mouth.

But he doesn’t say a word.

Just watches.

Lets it happen.

Watches me cumming for the first time in my life. For another man.

My hands are in the sheets, knuckles white, nails tearing the fabric. I can’t breathe. I can’t think. Wet and cumming, I scream, “RYAN! Oh fuck, Ryan, I’m cumming—I’m cumming for him, for the first time ever, oh god, I’ve never done this, never, never, never, no one ever made me cum until now, do you hear me?”

It erupts out of me raw, jagged, shame slicing every word.

I’m not moaning for my husband. I’m screaming for the black man with his face buried in my cunt, tongue fucking me until I’m wild, soaked, dripping, lost. My legs are shaking, my pussy is squeezing around nothing, desperate for more, for all of him.
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