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Advance Praise

* * *




“The committee has completed its review and wishes to state, for the record, that no work submitted to the Fleshminster University Faculty Review Board has ever contained this volume of ejaculate per footnote. We are not prepared to say this disqualifies it from serious scholarship. We are not prepared to say it doesn’t. What we are prepared to say is that the copy sent to our office arrived in a condition that made several pages difficult to separate, and we would appreciate it if the next one came dry. A plain envelope is also fine. Something discreet. You know what, just leave it with Gerald.”

The Office of Academic Standards and Integrity, Fleshminster University

(Names withheld pending ongoing suspension proceedings)

* * *


“Following the appearance of Professor Knaque’s preliminary field notes in Q3, our moisturiser division recorded a 34% increase in single-unit purchases across the suburban demographic. We have since expanded production at two facilities and retooled our marketing language to include the phrase ‘for every occasion.’ We attribute this entirely to the Professor’s contributions to the field, and to ours.”

A leading personal care products company

(Name withheld at the request of our legal department, which remains, in its own words, deeply conflicted)

* * *


“We read the manuscript. Then we read it again. Then we called our pulp supplier. Professor Knaque’s work has done more for our Q4 projections than any initiative we have run in sixteen years, and we would very much like to discuss sponsorship opportunities with the fine team at Fleshminster Academic Press. Please ask for Universal Absorbent Products. We chose that name in 1987 and have been living with the abbreviation ever since, so frankly we feel this is a natural fit.”

Universal Absorbent Products, Corporate Partnerships Division

(We are U-FAP. We have made peace with this.)


A Note from the Publishers

The editors of Fleshminster Academic Press ask the reader’s patience with our house conventions.

Phalio. In this imprint we do not use the word chapter. Each numbered unit is a Phalio, following the language of the source archive. Whole numbers track the main sequence. Decimal entries such as 0.5, 1.5, or 6.5 identify parallel testimony, supplemental deposition, or evidence received out of narrative order.

Grailcock Studies. This designation refers to the interdisciplinary frame under which Professor Knaque files her field material: liturgical setting, embodied practice, testimony networks, and congregational adaptation over time. The term is editorial and archival. It describes a body of evidence, not a denomination.

The Hole-y Threesome. Readers will encounter this phrase in notes, testimony, and inferred doctrine. For clarity, we treat it as a theological structure operative within the corpus, whether or not participants name it directly. In practical terms, many subjects continue to profess the Trinity while organizing meaning around a parallel triad that appears in recurring language and ritual logic: Goddy, Slut, and Grailcock.

The editorial basis for that reading appears in cross-references to the Book of Cowper, especially in passages where confession, appetite, and sacramental vocabulary converge in a single scene. We preserve those references as given and standardize only punctuation and capitalization for consistency across witnesses.

Nothing in the foregoing should be read as a warranty regarding the conduct of any church, university, or spouse named or implied in the pages that follow.

Cordelia DeRoot

Managing Editor, Fleshminster Academic Press


Foreword

I am Professor Cordelia Knaque, temporarily suspended from Fleshminster University and indefinitely devoted to the Grailcock phenomenon. These pages are the first instalment of my ethnographic field notes documenting how one very decent man keeps inspiring miraculous outpourings in a suburban congregation that should probably know better. The Ethics Board insists I provide a content warning, so here it is: everything inside this volume is explicit, consensual, frequently blasphemous, and never intended for anyone under eighteen or anyone on the university payroll.

I never set out to map arousal by liturgical calendar, but the data kept arriving: first as whispers in fellowship hall, then as banana bread, finally as full-throated testimonies on picnic tables, poker nights, and mission-trip van seats. My colleagues call it smut. I call it a longitudinal study in generosity, female appetite, and the structural oblivion of church husbands.

Think of what follows as field reports. You will meet Marcy, whose gratitude cannot be contained by linen slacks; Robin, who rearranges worship the way some women rearrange place settings; Natalie, who discovers the devotional potential of produce; Sarah, who learns that pastoral care sometimes requires boy-scout rope skills; and Jenna, who realises a well-fitted bra can be its own sacrament. Their voices are preserved as delivered: unedited, unabashed, impossible to footnote.

Read these accounts for heat, certainly, but also for the anthropology. Notice how hospitality becomes hunger, how ministry becomes mutual aid, how joy travels in whispers down a hallway lined with hymnals. If you are here by accident, you may set this book down. If you are here on purpose, welcome to the archive. Moist towelettes are located by the exit.
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Phalio 0.5: Sarah’s Beach Confession

How Reverend Sarah discovered her one true desire. And it’s not mentioned in any hymn.

In the anals of Grailcock Studies, the beach is classified as a “liminal space,” meaning a place where things happen that wouldn’t happen at home. Rev. Sarah’s testimony suggests this is accurate, though the research committee notes she was technically still within earshot of her husband the entire time.

* * *




It’s been a long winter, but this happened early last October when it was really too late to go to the beach but we went anyway.

I’d convinced my husband, Jim, to head to the shore right after work. He’d been working at home, and it was a short walk from the church where I work back to the house. He said he was exhausted, but he’s always exhausted. I promised we could get chowder at the grill he likes near there after.

Anyway, we get to the beach and it’s practically empty. The sun is low, but we have maybe an hour. It’s lovely, really. We set up our chairs, and Jim is asleep in 3 minutes. Out.

I’m left there just looking around. That’s fine. No problem. I’m at the beach at least. And Jim is really beat. I know.

Shortly, after younger couple puts down their towels about 20 feet from us. A little close, but they’re quiet. I can just see them if I turn my head slightly.

She’s cute, and very into her boyfriend. He’s laying back and she’s on her elbows laughing and giggling at him. Then she pulls a towel over his swimsuit and smiles big.

I can see her shoulder start pumping as the towel rises and her hand moves underneath it.

I can’t look away, but I’m wearing sunglasses, so she can’t tell I’m staring. And I am staring. I’m wet instantly, and my hand shoots to my nipple and starts pulling at it through my swimsuit.

Her hand is obvious beneath the towel. Stroking quick, then holding him hard at the base as his cock tents the towel. Then stroking again. Poor guy!

My mouth waters.

And she looks right at me. Sits up on her knees and with one hand still holding his cock upright, lifts the towel for me to see. Then keeps stroking. Long and slow, then quick, choking that poor hard cock that is clearly starting to drip.

Jim snores next to me. I don’t look over at him.

The girl looks around quick, then lets a big drop of spit fall on his head and starts stroking faster, then stops. then starts. Giggling.

She wags his cock at me and waves with her hand. “Come on!” she mouths.

And before I knew it I was next to them kneeling on the sand.

She grabs my hand without saying a thing and starts stroking him with it. It feels huge. Feels bigger than it is.

She whispers in a giggle, “Do you want to suck it?” and I do. Before I know it, I’m bending down slurping his head past my lips. Oh my God!

Her hand is resting gently on my head as she glances around, and I start bouncing my head up and down.

Water is falling out of my mouth, and my own pussy is clenching wishing there was something in it. For Jim to wake up, come over and just fuck me on the beach with these 2 strangers.

My hand is on the man’s balls as I hear my self slurp and lick. The head is huge in front of my eyes.

She is stroking fast. My lips are on his frenulum, slurping as my fingers dive into my swimsuit.

He cums, the sperm erupting and pouring over his head as she strokes. There’s a lot, and it spills down his shaft into his public hair. There is some on my lips, and it’s definitely in my mouth.

“That was fun!” the girl giggles and doesn’t offer her name. I nod. Knowing it’s time to leave them be.

I head back to our chairs and pick up my book. Touch my cheek and there’s some wet there.

Jim is snoring away. Enjoying his nap.

* * *


We stopped at the grill on the way home from the beach because that’s what I had promised. Jim ordered chowder and a dog, my stomach in a knot after what had just happened. I stirred my own chowder, barely taking a bite. I was happy for Jim to finish that too. This place had good banana bread, too… but not tonight.

Throughout, I kept rubbing my leg against his under the table, I guess looking for a piece of ground to connect on. I had wanted him so badly behind me while I had that cock in my mouth… God, I had wanted him to fuck me so hard he’d push me straight down to that boy’s base, face burried in his pubes.

But here we were, now, sitting across from each other trying not to scroll again- Jim on his phone, me just over and over the last 90 minutes.

How I saw the towel start to move, how I stared through my sunglasses. The little smile on her face and how she mouthed “Come on!”

I don’t remember the guy’s face, but just his balls hanging between his legs, his shaft, and the underside of his head as she pulled his foreskin tight. How it swelled, how it felt under my lips, how the cum rose and spilled over and down over his veins like lava.

It’s not a long drive home, but we should get going, says Jim as he spoons up the last bit of my chowder. He drives.

Not long after, in bed, I turned toward him. I kissed his shoulder and ran my hand down his stomach. He mumbled something and rolled onto his back, and I thought “maybe?”

I pulled him through the fly of his underwear and got him in my mouth but his breathing had already gone deep and even.

I kept going anyway. He stayed soft in my mouth as his breathing deepened.

I pushed myself up on my hands and stared at him. I couldn’t even think about how we’d gotten here. We used to be fun, but I was in no mood for reflection… there was something much more urgent that I wasn’t going to let slip away.

My vision was still full of that cock on the beach. The girl’s voice giggling to see me suck her boyfriend. I could still taste how the breeze warmed itself around him as I inhaled his salt.

My mouth was watering, and so was my cunt.

I rolled to the nightstand and pulled out my silicone vibrator. Jim didn’t know about this, though it was right there if he ever cared to snoop and find out what his wife was up to.

I sat up on my knees, just like I was on the beach, and I breathed up the shaft of the rubber cock. It was cold, and my lips dragged over the putty colored ridges that were supposed to be veins.

Then I opened my lips around the head and swirled it with spit…

The bedroom dropped away.

I was back in the sand, shifting under my knees, the girl’s hand sliding into my hair. He was heavy like a building on my tongue, toppling back and forth. Smooth and hot, a ridge along the underside that I traced with the tip of my tongue before I took the head properly.

I slurped up the shaft and felt his ass flex forward, and that made something low in my belly pull tight. “Good girl, Sarah, You’re a good girl!” I heard the young woman’s voice giggle.

Then her voice dropped. “Look at you. So pious at church up on the altar, but you’re just a mouth for cock, aren’t you?”

“I am!”

I took him deeper, filling my mouth. I could feel his head pressing into my palate, the veins rumbling through my lips. My throat opened and I let him in.

In my head he was loud, making his noises as I sucked. His hips thrust up seeking for deeper. He balled his blanket in his hands.

And it was my throat doing that.

I saw myself off and sucked up the length of him again, reclaiming my spit along with his slippery precum. God, this penis! This cock! It was all I could see, as I swallowed my rubber falsity.

I was so wet I could feel it running down through my clenched thighs. I needed that schlong back in my mouth. I needed to feel him swell and fill my whole head until I couldn’t think. I wanted to pour his seed down my throad. I wanted to swallow every drop when he came.

But I needed something in my cunt. Desperately. But I didn’t want to stop!

The girl tugged my hair until I looked up. “Get on him.” Her eyes were bright and commanding. “I want to see the good Reverend Sarah fuck this dick! Come on. You know what you are. You’re a much better cock whore than minister. Admit it and get on that dick!”

I climbed over him, bringing my vibrator between my legs. I felt the sand hot under my knees.

He was thick and hard and slippery under me. His head swelled as his girlfriend pulled his foreskin back and rubbed it against my entrance, round and demanding, and when I sank down he opened me apart. I heard myself groan out loud. He was so full inside me. I could feel every inch coming into me, the way he pressed up into me and rubbed against the spot that made my vision blur.

The girl was watching, smiling. I started to move and the rhythm took over. Each time I rose his cock dragged against my walls and each time I came down that dick filled me again. I couldn’t get enough of his thick. I was desperate for it. I wanted him to come inside me. I wanted to feel his seed pumping into me. I was bouncing on him like I had lost my mind, like nothing else existed, and she laughed. “That’s it, Pastor. You’re just a hole for it, aren’t you? You’d fuck any cock God brought your way!”

Then she turned and waved at the dunes where two men stood naked and hard.

“She wants you both, this greedy cock slut! Can’t get enough.”

They stood in front of me while I kept riding.

The first one was long and lean, his cock standing out from his hips with a slight curve. The second was shorter but fat.

Two more penises. Two more schlongs for me! They were both hard for me and they were for my mouth.

I wanted to feel their difference and I wanted their cum. To be why they came.

I opened my mouth and the first one slid in past my lips, and immediately the second one pressed in beside him, shafts sliding together.

My mouth was so full of cock!. I could feel them side by side, the curve of the one and the thickness of the other, and my jaw ached and my lips were stretched and my eyes were wide in a welcomed panic.

I sucked and licked and bobbed my head between them. I couldn’t get them deep but I didn’t have to. The mass of those cocks was enough. I could taste skin and salt and the deep musk of them and I kept rocking on the one beneath me.

I could feel them getting closer. I could feel all three of them getting close. I could feel myself getting close.

The cum was imperative. It must come. It was my whole desire.

It’s supposed to be in my mouth and down my throat and inside me and on my face.

The girl entered my vision. She had her phone recording.

Her voice was clear. “Look at the camera, Reverend. Yeah. Let them see what you really are, you holy cum-guzzling whore. You’d drink cum from the gutter, wouldn’t you? You’d suck every cock in your congregation”

And I did look at the camera. “Look at me! Look at this child of God! Look at what we are!” I was shouting inside.

And I was taking everything. My mouth was full of their dicks and my cunt was full of cock and I was not holding anything back. I was going to take every drop they had.

The one under me came. I felt the cum roll up through his shaft, pulse into me, hot and endless, and I ground down on him and swallowed hard around the two in my mouth.

The fatter cock pulled out and shot ropes across my face and I opened my mouth for more. The other stayed buried and came down my throat. My throat gagged and swallowed every drop.

I stayed open for more and the first one never got soft and the second load hit my cheek and my chin and my neck. More seed. More cum. The one beneath me was still spurting and it was pouring from me and down over his hips to mix into the sand. To be taken out with the next tide.

The girl stepped in with her phone. “So messy. You’re a mess, Pastor. You love it. You’re nothing but a cock-slut. A minister swimming in cum and a cunt full of seed. That’s what you are!”

I looked up to see the whole congregation. Jim. My parents. All surrounding us on the beach as I came so hard they all blurred into tears.

There was cum in my mouth and cum on my face and cum running between my breasts and cum dripping out of me and I was still moving, still sucking, and I didn’t care. I wanted it everywhere for everyone. I wanted to drown in it, all of us. To swim in an ocean of semen!

When I finally came back to myself I was sitting on my heels in a tangle of sheets, rubber cock still inside, drenched in my cum, in sweat. In my spit.

The reading lamp was still on. And Jim had rolled over on his side.
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Phalio 0: What Robin Knew

A Prequel to The Long Way Home

Robin’s account is notable for its lack of surprise. Most wives, upon discovering their husband’s effect on the congregation, experience some form of alarm. Robin experienced a to-do list.

* * *




I know the other women at church like my husband.

I see them. The way they hold his gaze a beat too long. The way they find reasons to touch his arm when they talk. The way they laugh at things that aren’t that funny. And I’m not a bit jealous. I married him. I get to take him home.

But Marcy is different.

Marcy practically drips. Slides right off the pew, she gets so wet.

She never wears a bra. She might not think she needs to, those tiny breasts barely making a shadow under her blouse, but wow. Her nipples are hard to miss. Little points pressing through cotton, through linen, through everything. And whenever Mark enters a room she just kind of… stops talking. Mid-sentence sometimes. Her eyes drift off and narrow as she focuses on him. Tracks him like a lab tracks a rabbit.

She’s always laughing at his jokes. Always finding excuses to touch his arms. Her husband Darryl doesn’t seem to notice, or maybe he’s just decided not to.

I think it’s kind of cute. I trust Mark. And Marcy is hot as heck in a very Laura Dern kind of way, but short and dark and nervous with a perfect round ass that stretches every pair of slacks she owns and doesn’t seem to fit on her tiny frame.

We were at dinner in the church hall a few weeks back. Fellowship potluck. Paper plates, lukewarm casserole, the usual. Mark and Darryl were at the other end of the table talking about the game or work or something. Marcy and I were picking at pie.

And out of nowhere she turns to me. Her cheeks are pink. Her voice drops.

“I need to tell you something. I have the biggest crush on your husband.”

She looks terrified. Like she’s just confessed to a crime.

“Oh, I know,” I say. I keep my voice light. “All the wives adore Mark.”

“But I’m different.” She’s leaning closer now, almost whispering. “I mean… I really, really love him. I think about him all the time. I can’t stop.”

Her eyes are wet. She’s shaking a little.

I should be upset. I know that. A normal wife would be upset.

But I’m not upset.

I feel my own nipples harden. A tight little tension between my thighs.

I lean in closer. Our shoulders almost touch. I can smell her perfume and the weak church coffee.

“What do you love about him, Marcy?”

She blinks. Wasn’t expecting that.

“I… everything. The way he listens. The way he fixes things. His voice.”

“Mmhmm.” I nod slowly. “His forearms? The way he just seems to get things done?”

“Yes.” She’s breathing faster now. “All of it.”

I drop my voice even lower. My lips are almost at her ear.

“Do you dream about his cock, Marcy?”

Her mouth falls open. A tiny gasp escapes. Her whole body goes rigid.

I mean, how did she think this conversation was actually going to go?

“Because he’s got an amazing cock.” I let the words settle. “I’m not saying it’s huge. But sometimes it seems that way. My hands fit right around it, and I can feel every vein. And when he gets really hard, that swollen purple head…” I trail off, watching her face.

Her mouth is hanging open. Her lips are wet. One hand has disappeared under the table.

“Is that what you dream about, Marcy?”

She can’t speak. She just nods. A little desperate nod.

I glance down the table. Mark is laughing at something Darryl said. Neither of them is looking our way. The rest of the hall is full of chatter and the clink of forks on plates.

I reach over, casual as anything, and brush my fingers across her chest. Find her nipple through the thin fabric. Big and hard now. I give it the softest pinch.

She whimpers. Her hips shift on the folding chair.

“You want to know what his cum tastes like?” I whisper.

She nods again. Her hand is definitely moving under the table now. I can see the rhythm of it in her shoulder.

“Like salted ice cream. It coats your tongue and you don’t want to swallow because you want to keep tasting it.” I roll her nipple between my fingers, hidden by the angle of our bodies. “And right before he finishes, it pearls up at the tip and drips down off his head like a melting ice cream cone. And there’s so much of it, Marcy. So much. It fills my mouth. Runs down my chin. Drips onto my tits.”

Marcy’s breath catches. Her thighs press together.

My own hand finds my lap. I hike my skirt up just enough, press the side of my fingers against the heat between my legs, and start to grind. Just rocking my hips against my own hand while I talk.

“Sometimes I let him cum on my face. I close my eyes and open my mouth and he just covers me. My cheeks. My lips. In my hair. And I rub it in. I love the smell of it. The way it dries on my skin.”

Marcy makes a tiny sound. Her hand moves faster under the table.

“He makes this sound when he comes, low in his chest. And his cock throbs. You can feel every pulse as his cum shoots up through it. Every single shot. One, two, three, four… sometimes five or six if I’ve been teasing him.”

I lean in until my lips brush her ear.

“You’ve got such a perfect ass, Marcy. I watch it. All the wives do. Do you know what it would look like with Mark behind you? His hands gripping those perfect round cheeks, spreading you open, watching his cock disappear into your wet little cunt? Watching your pussy lips stretch around him and grip him every time he pulls back?”

She makes a strangled sound. Her whole body shivers.

“His balls would slap against your clit, Marcy. Every thrust. That wet slapping sound. You’d be dripping down your thighs, making a mess, and he’d just keep fucking you. Deep. Hard. Bottoming out inside you.”

Her eyes are glazed. She’s staring at nothing.

“Does Darryl ever fuck your ass, Marcy?”

She shakes her head. Tiny. Almost imperceptible.

“It’s tight, isn’t it? That little hole.” I pinch her nipple harder. “I bet it’s pink and perfect. I bet you’ve touched it in the shower and wondered. Mark would be so gentle at first. He’d get you so wet, get his cock dripping with your cum, and then he’d press just the tip against that tight ring. Just the tip. And you’d push back into him because you’d want it so bad.”

Her breath is ragged now. Short little gasps she’s trying to hide. I can feel her nipple standing up even harder under my fingers.

“He’d stretch you open so slowly. Inch by inch. You’d feel so full you couldn’t breathe. And then he’d start to move and you’d realize you’ve never been fucked before. Not really. Not like this.”

I press my palm harder against my clit, grind in tight circles, feel the pressure building.

“Sometimes I suck him until he begs. I take him all the way down my throat until my nose is pressed into his belly and I can’t breathe and my eyes are watering. And when he cums I swallow everything. Every drop. I milk his cock with my throat until he’s shaking. And he stays hard, Marcy. He stays hard and wants more.”

“Do you think about riding him?” I whisper. “Sinking down onto that thick cock? Feeling him split you open? Watching his face while your tight little pussy swallows every inch? Grinding your clit against him while he reaches up and pinches your nipples?”

She whimpers. Her shoulder is moving faster now.

“And then when you’re dripping with his cum, when it’s leaking out of you and running down his balls, he bends you over and takes your ass too. Fills both your holes. Leaves you ruined and leaking and begging for more.”

Down the table, Darryl laughs at something. Mark takes a sip of his drink.

“I could share him with you.” The words come out before I even decide to say them. “I could hold your hand while he fucks you. I could lick his cum out of your pussy when he’s done. Would you like that, Marcy? Would you like me to clean you up with my tongue while you’re still shaking?”

Marcy’s whole body goes stiff. Her mouth opens. Her eyes squeeze shut.

She’s coming. Right there at the fellowship dinner. Her thighs clamped together, her hand buried between them, coming to the thought of my husband’s cock while I pinch her nipple through her shirt.

And I’m right there with her. The wave crests and I bite the inside of my cheek to keep quiet, grinding down on my palm, feeling myself clench and pulse and soak through my panties.

We stay frozen like that for three seconds. Four. Then Marcy exhales, opens her eyes, and looks at me like I’m something holy.

I pull my hand out from under the table. Smooth my skirt.

“Well,” I say, smiling, reaching for my water glass. “That’s settled then.”

Mark looks over at us from down the table, curious.

“Everything okay over there?”

“Perfect,” I say. “Marcy was just telling me about her banana bread recipe.”

He nods, turns back to Darryl.

Marcy hasn’t said a word. She’s just staring at me, cheeks flushed, thighs still pressed together, her tiny breasts rising and falling too fast.

I hold her hand.

“I think we can make that happen.” I smile at her.
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Phalio 1: The Long Way Home

In which he realizes the innocent little flirtations at church were not innocent at all.

The back seat of a Nissan Altima measures approximately 38 inches of legroom. What occurred here required considerably less.

* * *




My wife and I have this couple we see a lot from church. I actually helped the guy out when he was looking for work. Got him a job. Good guy. His wife, Marcy is polite, warm, a little too warm. She’s got a great body. Slender but with an ass that’s completely unfair. Even in the most modest slacks, you can see the shape of it, like her clothes are trying and failing to behave.

She’s always happy to see us. Hugs that last a little longer than they should. Eye contact that lingers a beat too long. Her husband doesn’t seem to notice. Or maybe he’s just decided to ignore it.

One night we were at a group dinner… some event, I don’t even remember what, and I overheard Marcy say to my wife, “You know I have the hugest crush on Mark.” Said it like she was talking about liking red wine or having a favorite show. My wife laughed and said, “I knooow you do. So does every wife here.” I smiled and acted like I didn’t hear it. But I did. And I remembered.

A week later we all go out to dinner. Afterward, they’re driving us back to our place.. Somehow, it ends up with her husband and my wife in the front seats, and me and Marcy in the back. I don’t know if it was planned or just happened. But the second the doors shut, I knew it was something.

We hadn’t even pulled out of the lot when she slid over next to me. Close. Warm. Her thigh against mine. She leaned in, her voice low and unsteady, breath hitting my neck.

“Do you know how much I love you?”

I laughed it off, but her hand was already under my arm, slipping toward my leg. She shifted her hips, leaned in closer.

“I see how you look at my ass,” she whispered. “I like it. I think about it when I walk in front of you. When I bend over in the church kitchen.”

Her fingers brushed the inside of my thigh. Then my balls. I froze. My heart was hammering. She was staring at me like we were the only two people on earth.

In the front, our spouses were chatting like nothing was happening. He had to see this in the mirror. There was no way not to.

Marcy climbed halfway into my lap. Her breath was in my mouth. Her lips brushing mine. Her skirt was bunched up at her waist. My hands fell to her legs without even thinking. Smooth skin. Warm. She started to grind her hips over me, the cotton of her panties slick already. She grabbed my hand, pushed it between her legs, right into the soaked fabric. I could feel everything through it, heat, softness, the swell of her clit, the hair under the thin material.
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