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The Plan

Flavors of the Month, Book One

Penny McLean


To Brittany: for your keen eye, innate nerdiness, kindness, and unfailing friendship. I dedicate this one to you because of that one scene that makes you blush.


Chapter One

December 26

DRUNK AND FULL of birthday cake: the best way to make life-altering decisions. That’s my new motto. It’s taken me thirty-one years to come to this realization, but all my best ideas have come this way. Probably. I don’t actually have the data to back that up.

“Hey, Cyn,” Kim laughs as she plunks a dollop of frosting on my nose. “Weren’t you supposed to be married with three kids by now? Wasn’t that The Plan?”

The emphasis on the last word is like a knife in my ovary. Sixteen-year-old me had been a bit cocky when she showed up at lunch one day and dropped a manifesto on the table for my two best friends to see. Simply titled The Plan, it outlined what I was going to do with my life and when I would do it by. This wasn’t some whim. I’d really thought this shit out.

And to be fair, I hit almost every goal in The Plan on time or ahead of schedule. Am I the owner of a successful chain of ice cream parlors? Yup. In fact, there are currently eleven Sinfully Good locations throughout the Valley (Phoenix, that is) and Southern California. Do I own my own condo in Scottsdale and a vacation home in San Diego? Yes and yes. Am I married to the love of my life and somehow still skinny after having three of his children?

Well, I’m still skinny. Which really comes in handy for those rare getaways to the beach house. Speaking of which. Mental note—must make time to get back to beach house.

It turns out achieving the career parts of The Plan kept me a little busier than I thought it would, and no guy was ever able to keep up. There were contenders along the way and a few times when I thought I might have it all, but then the economy tanked and it took every ounce of business savvy in my five-foot-eight-inch frame to stay afloat. Lucky for me, people going through a recession tend to eat their emotions, and my flavors are incredibly soothing.

So, there I sit, hyperventilating as I try to blow out all those candles and realizing Kim has a point. In my uber-focused career path, I have completely let my love life fall to pieces. A few (read: five) celebratory shots of Fireball later, a new plan comes to mind.

“Well, for starters, I’m going to stop sleeping with Carter,” I announce.

“I’ll believe that when I see it,” says Meg, who has a right to be skeptical.

For the past three years, I’ve enjoyed a friends-with-benefits arrangement with a guy I met at the gym. I blame that Justin Timberlake movie, but it really has been beneficial for us both. We’ve managed to keep things casual while he gets through med school and I conquer the world of dairy deliciousness. He’s even one of my most trusted tasters for new flavors, but that’s mostly because he likes the way the ice cream tastes on my…

Well, anyway, it doesn’t matter what he eats the ice cream off, because it’s going to stop. Tomorrow. I mean, a girl needs birthday sex, right? Carter was on call last night, but he said he wants to stop by tonight to say hi and, as he put it, “let me blow out one more candle.” I’ll have to remind him the birthday girl shouldn’t be required to give a blow job, but we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.

So, yes, no more sleeping with Carter. That’s obviously got to happen. The rest of the Plan still seems a bit crazy to me, but Meg and Kim seem to think it’s brilliant. Let’s see how it feels without a Fireball-induced fog.

1. I will date one man each month next year, starting in January.

That gives me five days to find someone on either a dating website or the old-fashioned-in-person way. Shouldn’t be too hard once I tell them it has to end after thirty days. Although I probably shouldn’t tell them about the next stipulation.

2. I will marry one of the twelve men.


Chapter Two

December 27

OKAY, YES, I know it sounds a little crazy, but if people can meet on those reality shows and fall in love, why can’t this work? Note to self—look up how many of those relationships have worked out.

So, pending some research on that topic, I feel like this is a solid plan. Out of twelve contenders, I really believe I can find a man to spend the rest of my life with. My shops are all doing well, and I’ve got Samantha running most of the show. True, I had planned to open a few more this year, hence why I hired her in the first place, but an investment in myself is the gift that keeps on giving.

That is cheesy. No, dammit, it’s true. I’ve spent far too long focused on business and money and, frankly, both are in good shape at the moment. At thirty-one, I could technically retire and live comfortably on the revenue my beach house earns alone, but it’d be nice to stay in that house a bit more often rather than just take in the money. I’ve got it split into three apartments to rent out and always make sure to schedule myself a few days in the one-room unit in the back each year. Perhaps I’ll see if one of my fellas wants to join me out there one month. Hmmm…that could be nice.

I look down at the scratch paper we jotted down my new Plan on and notice a barely legible title I must have added after the girls crashed in the guest room.

Flavors of the Month

Ah, a tribute to my favorite part about Sinfully Good. We always come up with a Flavor of the Month based on customer feedback from each of the stores. The customer who submits that month’s flavor gets all the ice cream they can eat for a month, and we put their picture up on the wall. Sometimes we keep the flavor longer if it’s a hit and I give the creator a kickback on the sales as a thank-you. Sometimes the flavors bomb, and I politely tell the customer it just doesn’t mesh with that season’s lineup, but to keep submitting in case they win again.

I think I’ll be able to find twelve guys on my own, but maybe I should ask for some customer suggestions in that area, too, just in case. I’ll keep that in my back pocket.

*

IT’S 6:05 WHEN Carter walks through my door. He has a key, so I shouldn’t be surprised, but he said he’d be over at 6:00, which usually means 6:30 at the earliest, and I’m walking from the bathroom to the kitchen in just a towel when I see him come in.

“Well, I was hoping you’d just be in your birthday suit, but that’s close enough,” he says with a tired grin. I can always tell when he’s had a rough day in school because his eyes look a little droopy, but I thought they’d go easy on him in this mini-semester during winter break. I can’t even believe they have classes the week between Christmas and New Year’s, but I didn’t go to school to save people’s lives, so what do I know?

“Hey,” I say as he comes close and tries to make me drop my towel. “I was just coming out here to grab my new underwear out of the laundry, young man. Hold your horses.”

Oh, and did I mention Carter is twenty-six? Ha, yeah, the perfect age for a fuck buddy.

“Now what’s the point of that?” His eyes begin to come alive. “I’m just going to take them off of you.”

“Yes, but I’d hate to rob you of the experience,” I fire back. If there’s one thing Carter loves, it’s taking my clothes off. He’s very methodical about the whole thing and loves to take his time. Not that he’s predictable, but he usually takes my panties off with his teeth and…oh, who am I kidding? I love it too.

“True, true,” he sighs. “Go get dressed, birthday girl. I’ll get my spanking hands warmed up.”

*

I DON’T END up telling Carter about the Plan tonight, because really, there isn’t time.

I go back to my room and decide to take my time getting ready. I mean, if it’s our last time together, I want to look nice for the guy who’s been so great to me these past few years.

First, I double check that I haven’t missed any spots when I shaved my legs. I have, of course, missed several, so I go back over those spots and put on Carter’s favorite lotion. It’s really silky and smells like almonds and I’m pretty sure just one whiff gives him an erection. I don’t have to worry about shaving my lady bits because I got waxed last week, but I give myself a once-over to be sure there are no errant hairs lingering.

I wasn’t lying about the new underwear, and I must say they look pretty damn good. Black lace boy shorts that scrunch in the back to give my ass a little more definition (not that it needs it). I have the matching demi bra, which I don’t exactly need with the dress I was planning to put on, but the thought of Carter taking it off me is enough to put it on. Plus, it gives my breasts perfect cleavage, so why not?

I’m one of those women I’d hate if I wasn’t also such a nice person, if you know what I mean. Yes, I mentioned I’m skinny, but my boyish figure from high school has shifted into a shapelier look in recent years. I put on fifteen pounds one summer in Europe while I honed my ice cream skills to perfection and came home with an hourglass look that sat well on my frame. After getting back on track with running and my usual workout routine, I dropped some of the weight (though I kept most of it in the form of muscle), but somehow managed to retain perfect 32DD boobs. Like I said, I’d hate me too.

I put my black peep toe Jimmy Choo heels on before my dress because I don’t think there’s anything sexier than a woman in her underwear and high heels. I already put on a tiny bit of makeup (I rarely wear much), so I give my long brown hair a quick blow-dry before deciding to leave it down and soft. I skip perfume so as not to block my almond scent and make a mental note to buy new lotion tomorrow so I’m not constantly reminded of Carter when I fuck other guys. Hmm, maybe I should buy twelve new lotions, one for each month? I like it.

I pull a casual T-shirt dress on over my head and surmise that I look just right for my last hook-up with Carter. The dress has no shape to it, but it clings to me where I want it to and has that “I look nice without even trying” vibe I’m going for.

There was a time when I thought things might develop with Carter, and Lord knows I wanted them to, but the five-year age gap felt like a lot when he was twenty-three and I was twenty-eight. I think he knew I wanted him to be my boyfriend. Okay, I know he did. When a guy blurts out, “Man, thank God that’s not us,” after I casually mentioned my friends had gotten engaged, it’s a pretty strong hint he’s not in it for the long haul. When he keeps making comments like that over the next week to drive the point home, you just learn to let it go.

But that’s not what tonight is about. I throw some cherry ChapStick on my lips and head out to the living room. Thinking I’ll find Carter on his phone, I’m a bit confused when I walk out to a candlelit space, a la the Friends episode where Monica and Chandler get engaged (ugh, it still makes me cry).

“I thought I’d make it special for your birthday,” he says with a shy smile.

If there’s one thing Carter has down, it’s that smile. He’s six two with short brown hair, deep-brown eyes, and the body of a swimmer. Okay, he is a swimmer, so that makes sense, but if you’ve seen the chest and shoulders of a swimmer, you know why I mention it. He was really nerdy in high school, so no girls noticed his looks under his baggy clothes and backward hats, so he still has no idea he’s gorgeous, which has worked out great for me.

I look down at my coffee table to see he’s brought wine and Skittles, which actually sounds really awful, even though I love both of those things. In fact, I hate that new Skittles have replaced lime with green apple, and I told him so, but, ah, I digress.

I grab a glass of wine from his outstretched hand and lean forward to quickly kiss him. Before I can pull away, his hand is on the small of my back pulling me toward him for a kiss I can only describe as hungry. I moan before I even realize what’s going on and accidentally drop my glass of wine on the floor.

“Leave it,” he says into my hair as I start to pull away.

And I do.

*

FROM THERE, THINGS get…interesting.

Usually, Carter and I chat about our days for a bit and then just kinda go for it. If either of us is in the mood for something in particular, we’re happy to vocalize it.

But tonight, there is no chitchat to be had. The hungry kiss turns into a hungry make-out session on my couch. With our lips still attached, we fall onto the cushion behind Carter and after some rearranging, I open my legs to straddle his lap. Though I can feel his hardness greet me on impact, we still just kiss, eagerly and passionately, for as long as I’ve ever kissed anyone.

With both of his hands in my hair keeping me pinned to his face, I realize this is probably the longest we’ve been in a room together before he’s touched my breasts. Sometimes, he just walks into the room and puts both hands out to give them a squeeze.

Carter must realize this at the same moment I do because he pulls away from me long enough to take a peek down the front of my dress.

“Hello, girls,” he whispers. “I’ll get to you in just a minute.”

I throw my head back to laugh and feel the eager lips from before on my neck, but softer this time. I’m in front of customers too often to have visible hickeys, and Carter is very respectful of that. Rather than suck on my skin, as I’m guessing he is dying to do based on how swollen my lips are, he plants gentle kisses all the way from my chin, down below my left ear, and across to my collarbone. From there, he pushes his head down and in between my breasts, which are rather inviting even underneath my dress.

“Well, time for this to come off.” He reaches down and starts to pull my dress up and over my body.

I put my hands up to help the cause and find myself hanging for a minute as he takes his time, slowly unveiling my body to his eyes, which are now completely alert. I get an approving nod for the new underwear, and a big, breathy sigh for my navel and bra. The dress finally makes it up over my face and hands and I reach down to start unbuttoning Carter’s shirt. I expect him to open my bra, but instead he caresses my face. We lock eyes for a moment before kissing again as I clumsily work the buttons through their holes. As good as Carter is at undressing me, I fear I am equally inept at taking off his clothes, but neither of us ever mentions it.

I slide his shirt over his shoulders and shimmy it down his arms so he can slip out of it. Normally, I’d press myself to his chiseled chest at this moment, but his face has once again found its way into the softness of my bosom, and I frankly can’t get enough. His tongue comes out to lick in between and on top of my breasts. Even without the bra, they’re perky as hell, and now his tongue is on me, they sit erect as my nipples harden.

I reach back and unclasp my bra, which irks Carter.

“Hey, now, that’s my favorite part,” he jokingly scolds me. “I’ll have to add that to your birthday spankings.”

“Maybe that’s what I was hoping for.”

“I’ll bet you were.”

Carter pulls my bra down over my arms and reacts as if he’s uncovered a priceless work of art as my breasts come into full view. Before I can laugh at the look on his face, his mouth has covered as much of my left breast as he can fit into it, and I again throw my head back in sheer ecstasy. I have always, always loved everything to do with my breasts, which probably stems back to the days when I had very small boobs and every act of acknowledgment felt like I’d won the sexual lottery.

But now, oh now, I have the kind of breasts women pay thousands of dollars for, I feel so damn sexy all the time, even in my apron at work.

Carter’s tongue brings my nipples to an even harder state, and I start to grind my hips on him as a wetness comes between my thighs. Knowing no customer will ever see this part of my body, he sucks and even bites all around both of my tits, not caring if he leaves marks. With my head laid back, he uses one hand to stroke up and down from my neck onto the breast he’s not currently licking, and I feel desire in each of his fingertips.

Just as a barely audible “oh yes” escapes my lips, Carter grabs me around the waist and stands up. I wrap my legs tight around him as he carries me down the hall toward the bedroom. He lays me down on the bed and almost rips my panties in his attempt to get them off faster. It’s not like him, but this whole night has been a little different, and I quickly forget about it when his mouth covers my lady parts.

This isn’t something we normally do for two reasons: 1. I never ask for it, which I’ll explain, and 2. I have other ways of taking care of my clit.

One of the best parts of having a fuck buddy is getting to ask for whatever you want. After we’d been hooking up for six months, I announced that I’d like to use my vibrator before/during sex to help me get off. Carter was all for it and said it turned him on that I was so into it. After that, we just got in the habit of relying on different toys to help me climax a few times each night, and I never asked for oral help. I mean, it’s more efficient, right?

That may be true, but with Carter’s tongue expertly finding my clitoris, I’m starting to wonder why I made the request in the first place. I arch my back as my clit starts to swell, and warn him if he keeps it up, I may come all over his face.

A quick nod and “hmmm” let me know he’s actually hoping for that outcome, so I just lie back and enjoy. With his tongue pulsating on my clit and both hands rubbing my inner thighs, my body starts to tense up with pleasure. I mumble “fingers” and am rewarded with the index and middle finger of Carter’s right hand inside me, expertly hitting spots that make the attention on my clit even more fantastic. I climax just before Carter pulls away to take a breath, and his face is dripping with my wetness as he smiles up at me.

“Get inside me,” I moan, as he quickly strips off his jeans and briefs.

As he slides up on top of me, he gently kisses me, and I taste myself on his lips. I had forgotten that I taste so sweet, and I can even smell my almond lotion on his cheeks.

It’s almost enough to make me come again.

*

CARTER PRESSES HIMSELF inside me and I shudder as I take him all in. I’ve only told Kim and Meg this before, but he has a perfect penis. It’s straight and long and thick and he’s great at lasting just the right amount of time before I end up sore or uncomfortable. He starts out slow and leans forward to whisper, “How does the birthday girl want it tonight?” into my ear as he picks up the rhythm a bit.

“This is great so far,” I whisper back. “Go with your instincts.”

Carter’s instincts are to get me to climax as many times as possible, it seems. From my bedside table, he pulls out my favorite vibrator and turns it on. It’s small enough to fit between us in most positions, but powerful enough to get me off a few times if I’m lucky. He locks eyes with me and places the vibrator right on my clit as he puts one hand on my hip to guide himself in and out of me. The combination is overwhelming and it’s only another minute before I’m in the throes of orgasm number two.

From there, Carter drops my vibrator and again picks me up, this time with him inside me. He walks us over to the wall and puts my hands above my head as he begins thrusting from below. He holds both of my wrists with one hand and slides the other one under my ass to support me and starts bouncing me harder and harder. My tits are jostling up and down, hard, and I start to smile as I realize how damn sexy we must look right now.

Carter sees it, too, and soon his face is buried in my breasts as his hand under my ass starts to move a bit. He looks up at me for approval and I give a quick “what the hell” nod to let him know he can slide a finger inside me. I never let him fuck me in the ass because I’ve never liked it and his dick is too big, but he’s such an ass man that I’ve started to let him use a finger there every now and again. He immediately moans and so do I. The added pressure combined with his thrusting cock is threatening to bring me to climax again.

Before I get there, though, we’re back on the move. He brings me back to the bed, lays me on my side, and pulls my left leg up to his shoulder for easier access. He shoves himself back inside me and gives my ass a little smack.

“That’s one,” he says, with a devilish look in his eyes.

“Thirty more?” I ask with exaggerated eyes.

“At least,” he says.

The spankings never hurt, but each sting gives me a start. He slaps my ass with each thrust, and I know he won’t last long like this. He reaches over my head to find the discarded vibrator and turns it back on.

“Come for me one more time,” he says, clearly determined to keep me happy tonight.

I press the vibrator down onto my clit and the stimulation is so intense I pull it off again for a few seconds while I catch my breath. His cock is throbbing and swelling and I know I don’t have much time, so I push it back onto myself and my body starts to tremble with pleasure as it rises to a frenzy.

A barely audible “now” escapes his lips and we manage to both orgasm together, him exploding inside me while I contract in ecstasy and add to the sticky wetness all around us. Carter collapses in a heap beside me after slowly pulling out. He grabs a towel from my nightstand for a perfunctory clean-up, but we’re both too exhausted to get up. Even though it’s not even seven o’clock, I’m starting to fade and know he’s going to pass out soon too.

Just as I reach over to turn out the light by the bed, his body does the “falling asleep shudder” and I shift to my side of the bed to give him some space. Feeling my absence, he rolls toward me in one last move of consciousness just as the words “I love you” fall out during an exhale.


Chapter Three

December 28

LIKE I SAID. Things got interesting. How am I supposed to explain my new Plan after that startling admission? Or was it even an admission? Not likely, seeing as how Carter is always the one bringing up our status and keeping it clear that he likes us just as we are. He was post-orgasm. Can’t be held to anything we say during those moments, right?

But still, whether he meant it or not, Carter’s not going to marry me, and that’s what my new Plan is all about. Being loved and being fucked well is nice, but friendship is what lasts and makes a marriage great, right? Sure, Carter and I are friends, but it’s easy to maintain a friendship based on booty calls and takeout. We’d never survive anything more than that.

We end up waking up around ten with growling stomachs and decide to have some dessert.

“The best thing about fucking you is you always have ice cream in your freezer,” says Carter as we stumble out to the kitchen.

See? Definitely not the words of a man who’s in love with me.

We each grab a bowl of our favorite flavors (I’m mint chocolate chip, Carter loves cookies n’ cream, which I make with homemade Oreo-type cookies) and climb back in bed to watch Netflix.

“Thanks for the Skittles,” I say during a commercial break.

“Oh, is that what we’re calling your orgasms now?”

“Ha! No, but we should,” I say as I lightly punch him in the arm.

“I know you hate the green apple ones,” he says, “so I pulled all of them out and replaced them with the lime ones from a different bag.”

Okay, that kinda seems like the act of someone who loves me.

*

I WAKE UP around five the next morning and quietly slip out of bed. As I’m pulling my running shorts on over my naked ass, I hear Carter stir.

“Just using me for my body and taking off?” he says with a playful smile.

“You know it,” I fire back. “Actually, thought I’d go for a run before breakfast. Care to join me?”

“What the hell.” He climbs out of bed. He has morning wood and I can’t help but stare for a minute. He catches me ogling and sways from side to side. “Want to work up a sweat right here instead?”

“If you can keep up with me on a five-mile run, I’ll suck your cock in a post-run shower for a while,” I say.

His eyebrows go up. I’m the faster runner, but I may have just given him the ultimate challenge.

“Deal. If you win, I’ll fix you breakfast, serve it in bed, and take care of you however you like for dessert.”

“You’re on.”

*

LIKE I SAID, I’m a fast runner, but it’s amazing what men will do when a blow job is on the table. I jokingly told Carter once that if he did all of my laundry, I’d blow him every night for a week. My clothes were pristinely folded, hung, and put away before I got home from work the next night.

Today is no exception. I don’t take it easy on him at all (breakfast in bed sounds pretty damn good), but he beats me back to the condo by about a hundred feet. Covered in sweat and panting hard, he can barely breathe as he winks at me and says, “Care to join me for a shower?”

“A deal’s a deal.” I shrug.

We drag ourselves up the stairs to the master bedroom and peel off our sweaty clothes. I hop in the shower first to get the water to a comfortable temperature (warm, but not scalding) and turn around to see Carter looking at me with those hungry eyes again.

He steps into the shower and joins me under the water, grabbing my body wash bottle along the way. After putting some in his hands, he begins washing my body with lingering stops at his favorite areas.

“I didn’t realize my boobs were so dirty.” I laugh at how long he spends washing them.

“Oh, yes, they’re filthy,” he says. “I’m just being thorough.”

After we’ve both washed our bodies and hair, I look down to see Carter’s dick has become fully erect. I ease my way down his body, kissing his neck, chest, and belly on the way. By the time I’m level with his cock, he’s let out a moan of anticipation. “Sweet,” I think to myself. “This won’t take long at all.”

Even though Carter lasts as long as I want him to when we fuck, I usually have no problem getting him off with my mouth. I hate to brag, but I have a really skilled tongue. It’s long and somewhere along the line, I must have picked up a few tricks because I’ve always gotten the same reaction. I’ve even gotten good enough at sensing when a man is about to come that I rarely end up with any in my mouth (because ew).

I start by circling the tip of his penis with my tongue with soft, playful strokes. He’s so hard I can’t imagine he’ll even need a minute, so I take him all the way into my mouth and add a little bit of pressure. I bring my right hand up around his shaft and begin stroking him with my hand as well as my mouth in a rhythm that starts out slow before I pick up the pace.

I feel Carter’s hands in my hair as the water from the shower drips over us both. He gently guides my head back and forth to show me what feels good and as he starts to go faster, I realize we’re just about done. I take him out of my mouth, look up, and smile at the face he makes when he’s climaxing. I use my hands to point him right between my breasts and let his warmth cover me until I’m all sticky.

Carter’s whole body shudders as I stand up and reach for my body wash.

“Looks like all that work I did to get you clean was for nothing,” he says.

“No worries,” I say as I wash myself off. “A deal’s a deal.”

Once we’re both clean and we’ve caught our breath, I linger in the bathroom while Carter heads to the kitchen. It’s Saturday and I have nothing planned, so I don’t need to get myself completely put together, but I go through a quick morning routine of moisturizer, throw some product in my hair, and decide to let it air dry before throwing on my favorite pair of jeans and a tank top with a built-in bra. Honestly, it’s not big enough to hold or support me, but I’ll throw on a T-shirt over it if we go anywhere.

We. Why am I thinking we’ll be going anywhere? I really need to tell Carter all about the new Plan and I can’t imagine he’ll want to hang out with me for too long after that. Besides, I need to get to work on finding my first month’s guy and having Carter as my wingman doesn’t seem like the best idea.

I head to the kitchen and find Carter making pancakes wearing nothing but boxer briefs and one of my frilly aprons. It’s adorable, and I find myself tilting my head and smiling at him when he turns around to catch my eye.

“So, what’s on the agenda today?” he says, giving me a wink. “Besides all the sex and pancakes of course.”

“Well, I actually have something I want to chat with you about,” I say. No time like the present, right?

“Funny, so do I,” he says in a quiet voice.

We sit down at the table together to eat the pancakes he’s made (to which he added strawberries and whipped cream, by the way. Seriously, why can’t this man be the one?), and I get the feeling I should let Carter tell me what he has to say first. With any luck, he wants to break off our arrangement and I won’t feel badly at all about sharing my news.

“I wanted to chat about our arrangement,” starts Carter, who suddenly can’t make eye contact with me.

I knew it. I’m a damn mind reader, it seems.

“Don’t worry, Carter, you don’t have to say it,” I interrupt.

“I don’t have to say what?” he replies, looking back up at me with an expectant expression.

“If you want out, you couldn’t have picked a better time.”

“Oh?” He looks a bit taken aback.

“Here’s the thing. I always thought I’d be married by now and I know it’s totally not what you want, and that’s okay. I have loved your company and friendship and I’m not going to kid myself any longer that you are ever going to want that with me. I’ve decided on new course of action and I think you’ll be kinda shocked to hear it, but I hope you’ll support me.”
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