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An erotic, drama-laced journey into the lives of two best friends who will stop at nothing to have the man of their dreams—even when the cost of betrayal has a price tag neither of them are quite ready to pay.


Thirty-two-year-old Denise Jackson has everything a woman could ask for: a lovely home in the posh Dallas suburbs, a fancy car, a loving husband, and a beautiful nine-year-old daughter, Deandra. While seemingly having it all, Denise still feels incomplete. Her nine years of marriage to Jeff have been nothing more for her than a marriage of convenience to raise Deandra in a stable two-parent home. She pretends to be happily married, but allows her husband and best friend to carry on an affair, giving Denise time to get better acquainted with her multimillionaire client, Greg Adams. But when Denise’s husband discovers he isn’t Deandra’s father after all, her carefully built lies come tumbling down.


Twisted Seduction lures readers into an orchestrated web of raw emotion, deceit, infidelity, and sex that makes for an exhilarating read.
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    N’Tyse currently juggles her writing career as a mom, wife, and full-time personal banker, while also pursuing her bachelor’s degree in creative/film writing and business entertainment. She is the author of Stud Princess Notorious Vendettas. N’Tyse is currently hard at work on her next project. Visit the author at www.ntyse.com or email her at  ntyse.amillionthoughts@yahoo.com.







[image: image]


MEET THE AUTHORS, WATCH VIDEOS AND MORE AT
SimonandSchuster.com
THE SOURCE FOR READING GROUPS


COVER DESIGN BY MARION DESIGNS • COVER PHOTO BY KEITH SAUNDERS







Dear Reader:


It is once again my pleasure to introduce and welcome a new member of the Strebor Books family.


I recognized N’Tyse’s writing talent when I selected her short story, “Caramel Latte,” for my anthology, Missionary No More. Now N’Tyse returns with a fascinating novel of secrets and seduction.


Discover what happens when two best friends—Denise and Nadine—own a financial firm, bonding them in a business relationship while one has an eye on the other’s husband. Denise decides to allow this secretive affair to continue for three years because she also has a roving eye—on one of her firm’s wealthy clients.


Follow the twists and turns of love, infidelity and drama in this intriguing tale based in Texas. N’Tyse cleverly delivers all that her name stands for: Never Tell Your Secrets.


    Thanks for supporting the authors in the Strebor family and for the continuous love and support that you have shown me over the past decade. I love and appreciate each and every one of you. To find me on the web, you may also go to Facebook / Zane Strebor.


Blessings,
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Publisher


Strebor Books International


www.simonandschuster.com/streborbooks




[image: image]




[image: image]


Strebor Books
P.O. Box 6505
Largo, MD 20792
http://www.streborbooks.com
www.SimonandSchuster.com


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.


© 2012 by N’Tyse


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means whatsoever. For information address Strebor Books, P.O. Box 6505, Largo, MD 20792.


ISBN 978-1-59309-395-2 (print)


ISBN 978-1-4516-4864-5 (eBook)


LCCN 2011938323


First Strebor Books trade paperback edition April 2012


Cover design: www.mariondesigns.com


Cover photograph: © Keith Saunders/Marion Designs


The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event.
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Three years earlier


 


It was so dark and windy that night. Nadine planned on leaving right after choir rehearsal and heading straight home because she had an early morning briefing with Denise, her business partner and best friend, and the rest of their staff. They were going to discuss a strategy to save the $6 million dollar portfolio they were in danger of losing to the bank.


The car alarm to Nadine’s Inuit white Audi made a chirping sound when she pressed the keyless entry remote to deactivate it. Just as she got ready to open her door, Jeff Jackson, Denise’s husband, appeared out of nowhere with his arm graciously extended in Nadine’s direction.


“Here, let me get that for you,” Jeff offered, stepping in front of Nadine before she could reach for the door handle. “Woman, you know better than to come out here all by yourself while it’s this dark,” he playfully chastised.


Nadine worked up a yawn. “Isn’t this sacred ground?”


Jeff let out a loose chuckle. “Yeah, but I can tell you right now that doesn’t mean anything to a base-head.” Jeff was born and raised in the hood and wasn’t afraid to face the facts. It was a cruel world and the church they attended just so happened to be located in one of the worst parts of it.


Nadine smiled at Jeff’s sincere concern for her safety. She leaned over to place her purse on the passenger seat. The fruity air freshener that hung from the neck of her rearview mirror had the entire car smelling like a watermelon patch. The scent was so strong, Nadine instantly regretted choosing it over the jasmine floral deodorizer she normally bought. She slowly turned back around to face a tower of smooth and handsome dark chocolate. Jeff was well dressed as always, wearing a black, two-button, single-breasted suit jacket; underneath it a white French-fly dress shirt. Blue denim instead of dress pants. Nadine never thought a pair of jeans could look so damn good on a man. She struggled to keep her gaze from settling on Jeff’s lower half, allowing her eyes to take in his large white patent leather Jordans; at least a size twelve in her estimation. Not only did Jeff have a natural swagger, he had a sense of style, too. Old school flava with New Age spunk and looks that could conjure the panties right off a woman.


Nadine’s eyes hungrily examined him from head to toe. Something was missing and then it hit her at once; his glasses. With the bit of light from her car, she was able to look straight into his mesmerizing chestnut-brown eyes.


“Where’s Denise?” she inquired finally. “I thought she’d be here tonight.” She pushed her hair behind her ears. It never failed. Every time she found herself in Jeff’s presence, she grew nervous. Out of the six years she’d known him, that butterfly feeling still swarmed around the pit of her stomach, holding her accountable for all of her woulda-coulda-shouldas.


Jeff folded his arms. “I don’t know where my wife is. She said she needed to take care of some things at the office and then she’d be heading over afterwards, but”—Jeff scoffed as he looked around the empty parking lot—“I guess we can see she never got around to it. So she has me running her errands.” He raised a stack of Christmas programs bound together with a thick rubber band. But even if Denise hadn’t asked him to drop off the programs, he probably would have volunteered, knowing that Nadine would be here. He relished every chance to see her. He just wished that one day he could work up the nerve to tell Nadine how he’d truly felt about her all these years.


Nadine’s furrowed eyebrows showed her suspicion because Denise hadn’t mentioned missing rehearsal when they spoke two hours prior. Or maybe Denise had and Nadine was just too tired to remember. But had Nadine known in advance, she would have considered skipping rehearsal herself. She could barely stay awake. She glanced down at her watch, blinked sleepily.


Jeff tried not to stare at Nadine, but failed terribly. His disobedient eyes scanned her 5’8” frame. He was checking all of her out and with God as his witness, Nadine was still the finest woman he’d ever laid eyes on. “So where you heading off to?” he asked, examining her from a new angle.


Nadine’s reply was uneven. “I’m headed home. It’s so late.” She stifled a yawn. “Excuse me. Not only is it past my bedtime, but your wife and I have an early meeting tomorrow with a client that wants us to analyze his accounts. Can you believe that after all the time we spent winning him over, he continues to make us jump through hoops and over hurdles to maintain just a piece of his portfolio?” She shook her head, allowing the frustration that had been lurking all day to show its ugly face. “All the money we made for him and now he’s ready to bail out on us. Some people are so damn ungrateful—!” Nadine caught herself, raised her right hand to the sky, bit down on her tongue as a faint smile appeared. “Lord, forgive me. That was so unladylike.”


Jeff shook his head, smiled. “Don’t worry about it. You must have forgotten that I’m married to a woman that cusses like a sailor. Besides, if something is on your mind, let it off.”


Nadine inhaled as much of the polluted night air as she could take in at once. “It’s just”—she raised her hands and then dismissed the thought altogether once she felt herself getting worked up again—“Never mind.”


Jeff stood directly in front of Nadine, taking in her radiant smile, sexy aura, and the beautiful personality that had first attracted him to her way back when. He often wondered what would have happened between them if he’d confessed to her early on that she was a longing desire he kept tucked in the nest of his heart. He imagined what it would have been like marrying Nadine instead of Denise. He envisioned Deandra, his daughter, having Nadine’s brown, narrow eyes, round nose, and smooth butterscotch skin so enticing it was only a fraction away from appearing edible. And since the day they’d first met, he often fantasized about making love to Nadine whenever he was intimate with Denise. He imagined making memories between her legs as she counted backwards from ten, a digit for every inch of his blessings. He fantasized about stroking Nadine so deep that in the middle of her climax she’d call out his name in a cursing fit because he was fucking her so damn good. Then before she could even cross that finish line, he’d deepen his thrust, harden his stroke, grab her by the waist and force her warm erotic passion to surrender to his own as they rode the waves of ecstasy together. Jeff couldn’t get Nadine out of his head and the only thing he felt guilty about was the realization he didn’t want to. She supplied him with peace and didn’t even know it.


“Oh! Have I lost my mind?” Nadine blurted, breaking Jeff’s concentration with a smile that exposed straight white teeth shaped by childhood braces. “How could I stand here and not congratulate you on the new promotion? I hear you’re running things now, Mr. General Manager.” She straightened her posture. “So when I’m out of a job tomorrow,” she said, pointing a perfectly manicured finger at herself and then at Jeff, “I’ll be running over to your job. Sell a few cars, sweep some floors, hang balloons or something.” She laughed. While Nadine was only joking, the weight of her last comment forced her to lean back against her driver door. It was as though she just set off an explosive the way the words ricocheted from her mouth, leaving a terrible aftertaste. The uncomfortable thought of working for anyone other than the extremely wealthy clients who bankrolled her lifestyle was depressing, not to mention a hard pill to swallow. She could never go back to the clock-punching days that barely financed a third of her wardrobe. She could barely eat off of those checks, she remembered painfully. If it hadn’t been for the aunt that raised her and put her through school, she didn’t know how she would have managed.


Before allowing the threat of losing their most prized client take hold of her, Nadine switched her mindset back to the present. She sucked in her lips. Now what were we just talking about? she thought. Finally remembering, she said, “So I guess everybody’s hustling nowadays to maintain what they have. This recession has really hit us in the financial industry.”


Listen to her. Jeff laughed inside at how she carefully pronounced every word. Even when Nadine tried to fit in and speak the lingo, the slang, it just didn’t sound right coming out of her mouth. But her attempts were always flattering. “Yeah, everybody’s gotta have a back-up plan to stay on top of all this madness,” he replied. “But speaking of hustling, Denise and I just got into an argument about that the other day. She thinks I’m working too much overtime, but hell, that was in my job description. She was unhappy with me just selling cars. Now that I’m managing the dealership, she’s still unhappy.”


Nadine’s face showed her concern. Denise normally shared everything with Nadine about her marriage, but surprisingly she hadn’t mentioned anything to Nadine about this. As far as Nadine knew, Denise was ecstatic about her husband being promoted to general manager; at least proud enough to share the news with the entire staff one day in a board meeting.


“Well, you guys will work it out,” Nadine assured him with a questionable sincerity in her voice. She allowed herself a brief pause, then continued. “Seriously, how long have I known you two to go through these periods of being mad over nothing?” She answered for him, her neck moving with each word. “Too long. It must be a marriage thing,” she said, shrugging her shoulders, at a loss for a better explanation. Before the sentence left her mouth though, Nadine knew she was lying to Jeff. She tried coaching herself on the next best thing to say until she saw the look of unhappiness swell in his eyes. What had she gotten herself into now? Jeff and Denise’s marriage wasn’t any business of hers, she kept telling herself, and it would only complicate things if she stood there and allowed him to express himself in a way that made Denise look like a foolish woman undeserving of a good man. Because that would open up doors. Doors she knew should remain closed.


The wind sent another invasive chill and, instantly, Nadine’s nipples hardened into bullets as thick as her pinky. The swell of her breasts made the silver, buttoned-down blouse she wore dislodge itself from the waist of her pencil skirt. That should have been her cue to leave but instead she reached in her car, started the engine, and permitted the heat to circulate between them.


Jeff stared into thin air, then back at Nadine. “I just don’t know sometimes.” He tilted his head. “It’s like whatever I do, it’s just not good enough anymore,” he exclaimed honestly. He couldn’t figure out where he’d gone wrong in their relationship but it was apparent that Denise was so wrapped up in herself and everything else that he didn’t even exist in her world. That was why it was so easy for him to put in fifty to eighty hours a week and not feel missed at home. When Denise did decide to throw the shit up in his face, it was right before they became intimate. But Jeff was no fool. He knew that it was just another lame ass excuse to keep him from bothering her for sex. So before the night was up, they would be screaming and shouting, then to the couch he would go to finish himself off alone. There was nothing about their marriage that felt special anymore; nothing that gave him a reason to come home every night or a reason to remain faithful. Everything leading up to the point he was at now had been a living hell. And while the pussy coupons women threw his way should have been the quick fix he needed, they did absolutely nothing for him. His only true interest was in one woman—Nadine Collins.


Nadine couldn’t help but wonder where all Jeff’s complaining was coming from. It was all so sudden, and not that she minded being a listening ear, tonight was just not a good night for it. She had no choice but to refuse to listen to his gripes about Denise, because she was already yawning and struggling to keep her eyes open, and also struggling to keep them from drifting down to the fly of his jeans. That may have actually been the bigger struggle. Oh how she wished just for one second that she had X-ray vision. She moved closer to him.


“Jeff, honey, I want you to try to relax,” Nadine said in her calmest voice. She began rubbing his shoulders. He was tense, almost as tense as the muscles in her pussy. She focused on those stubborn knots, massaging her fingers deeply in and out of every groove. Before she knew it, she had gotten herself wet. She looked around the parking lot, which thankfully was now empty except for Jeff’s black BMW parked in the far corner under a leaning thirty-foot elm tree. She didn’t want to risk someone coming out of the church and seeing the two of them alone.


Jeff tried to loosen up under Nadine’s irresistible touch. He didn’t want her to feel sorry for him, or maybe he did. He wasn’t sure what he wanted Nadine to feel. As long as he had her attention, he was content. “Nothing I do is good enough anymore,” he went on to say. “All Denise does is nag. It’s like she creates reasons to be pissed at me. And do you know how long it’s been since we had sex? Y’all are girls so I know y’all talk about it.” If Nadine didn’t know, he was about to enlighten her. “Three months! She tell you that?” Jeff held up three stiff fingers. “Not one, not two, but three!”


Nadine stood wide-eyed and fully awake now. She had no idea all of this was happening, and right under her nose because Jeff was absolutely right; she talked to Denise about almost everything. No subject was off limits. At least that’s how it used to be.


“Please, help me understand how a woman just loses the desire to be with her man,” Jeff said. “Her husband.” He stared at Nadine’s face, studying her facial response like an open book test. “I mean, come on. Help a brother out. What is she thinking? Is she seeing somebody? You can tell me.” He scratched at the coal black waves in his Caesar haircut. “I’m just not getting this shit right now.”


Nadine didn’t know what to do or say but she could both empathize and sympathize because she wasn’t getting any loving either. She’d been celibate for what felt like a decade. Celibate after her last fling had given her crabs, had her rushing to the hospital like a damn fool for believing his two-timing ass when he told her he wasn’t seeing anyone else. Since then she vowed to refrain from sex until the timing was right. She’d been so engulfed in work lately she hadn’t had the time or patience to date. Besides, in her book, most men were dogs and she refused to waste the time and energy searching for Mr. Right when she had Mr. Right Quick tucked away safely in her bedside nightstand.


“Jeff, I think you really need to talk to your wife about all this. I mean”—Nadine’s eyes widened as she flipped both her hands over—“don’t you think Denise is the one that needs to hear everything that you’re telling me?” She hoped she wasn’t being hypocritical by saying so.


“Nadine, Denise and I have had the talk a thousand times. It’s come to the point where it’s pointless with her. She ain’t hearing me.” He sounded like a man out on his last limb. Speaking with no certainty, hope, or faith for a future with Denise as husband and wife. He could feel the wrinkles in his forehead beginning to form naturally like they’ve done throughout the course of his marriage. He often wondered if they were permanent lines of love, hate, and unhappiness that would one day interfere with the man whom he had set out to be.


“Maybe I’m just asking for too much. I bet that’s it. Where is the woman that doesn’t mind if her man is the main breadwinner, the head of the household, the father to their children, and her lover when it’s time to be?” Jeff shook his head and took a deep breath. “I guess it’s silly of me to think such a woman exists. Hell, I shouldn’t have to be in competition with my wife!”


Jeff’s titanium wedding band shone like a knight’s armor even in the darkest hour. This symbolic piece of jewelry made its statement so loud and clear that Nadine had to avert her eyes. She forced back a silent jealousy that nearly washed up the day’s dinner; now a little apprehensive about carrying on the rest of their conversation. Her ears drew themselves to the sound the leaves made as they rustled across the pavement. Maybe the leaves’ efforts to escape from their original habitat was Nadine’s second cue to get the hell up out of here herself. But while there were so many reasons she needed to turn around and leave, there was only one that kept her standing on her feet with her heated pussy inviting itself into their conversation.


“Jeff, I really wish I could stay and talk about this with you, but, I don’t think I’m the most suitable person to give you relationship advice. I don’t even have a man myself.” She smiled, hoping the gesture would save her from continuing the chat. She didn’t feel it was appropriate to discuss Denise’s bedroom drama with Jeff. Something about it didn’t sit well, but she couldn’t deny that being in Jeff’s company felt so damn good. His conversation made her moist. Tempted her in ways she didn’t realize she could be tempted. Mind-fucked her thoughts so deeply she was on the verge of having a mental climax, if that were even possible.


Nadine snatched her mind out of the gutter. They were just talking. No harm in just talking, she told herself. She begged for the right words to come but they were somewhere resting in the cracks of her mental palace. They’d locked themselves up and ingested the keys. “What I mean is,” she continued, “or I can only assume, that men and women go through periods where they stop. . .” She was silenced before she could complete her sentence. Jeff leaned in, halting her with a kiss so passionate and so intense. She lifted her hands in the air, trying with little success to avoid touching his body. Fearful that once in his embrace she wouldn’t be able to let go. She began pulling away. “Jeff!” She quickly wiped her mouth, looking behind Jeff for a moving soul. From what she could see the coast was still clear.
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Jeff backed away slowly, shocked by his own actions more than anything. He took a look around. They were on God’s property. He felt guilty a hundred times over. Swore he heard the flames of Hell whistling his name. “Nadine, I’m so sorry,” he tried apologizing. “I shouldn’t—” He shook his head in disgust before stopping altogether, trying to find at least an ounce of composure while leaving his apology incomplete. “Please, Nadine, Denise doesn’t have to know what happened here tonight.”


That quickly Nadine had almost forgotten who Denise was. She pulled her long stream of extensions to the right side of her face. A pregnant pause juggled the words that went unsaid. “I won’t say anything,” she rattled out. “We just can’t ever let it happen again.” Nadine sucked in her lip, sampling the sweetness Jeff had left on her mouth to savor long after he was gone. A part of her couldn’t resist the excitement she felt. She pulled nervously at her blouse, wishing she could rip the damn thing clean off and reveal the buttercups in Victoria’s Secret made to look like full moons on a dark and chilly December night. But instead, she fanned herself as if the breeze blowing over her shoulders wasn’t cool enough. Every thought was without purpose at that moment because all that she was capable of really considering was how she wanted to feel Jeff again.


“Well, I guess I better get my ass on home,” Jeff stated through the sudden awkwardness that engulfed them. “I’ve caused enough trouble for one night.” He was too embarrassed to look at Nadine’s face now. He could only guess all the things she must have been thinking of him.


Nadine moved forward, slowly, closer to Jeff’s hard body. She refused to let him leave her this way. In this predicament. Fuck her disagreeing good-girl conscience. She placed her lips on his again and, using her hands, gradually began making a long overdue love connection. Her fingers crawled underneath Jeff’s shirt, up his solid six-pack, and over the fine black hairs spread across his chest. She inhaled his masculinity, falling in love with the scent of a man she’d only dreamed of being this close to. Her hands moved upward, allowing her fingers to snake his neck, his goatee, and the trim of his mustache.


Jeff stood there motionless, refusing to stop her. He wanted what Nadine wanted, probably more so than she.


Even in her four-inch Casadei pumps, Nadine’s head only reached Jeff’s shoulders. She fastidiously unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, and blindly reached in through the opening. She let out a stricken gasp as her fingers traveled up and down the trunk of his dick. His pubic hairs prickled her skin as he grew in the palm of her hand. Each and every artery her fingers rolled over had a heartbeat of its own.


“Oh my God,” Nadine said, panting, reacting to how well endowed he was. She stroked him to a silent satisfaction, feeling his dick stretch all of its ten full inches. This was torture, but that didn’t stop her at all. She wanted Jeff so damn bad that her taste buds were sweating.


Jeff dropped the church programs he’d been holding in his hand. They landed at his feet. He tangled his fingers in Nadine’s hair, drowning himself in the soft floral scent that oozed from her pores. Two tiny steps backwards and he was up against her car, fighting a losing battle. He gave into the temptation as she handled him below. A stronger breeze blew right over them and violated his manhood the second his pants hit the ground. He watched Nadine’s beautiful face gradually disappear until the only visual that remained of her was the top of her head. He nearly lost it when her mouth began to caress his dick, leaving him overwhelmed with newborn fantasies. “Not here. Not like this,” he murmured, unable to contain himself.


Nadine used the head of his penis to trace all the features on her face, starting with her nose, her shapely thin cocoa-painted lips, and her slight doubled chin. Excitement leaked from his tip and if there were any doubts, they’d faded away. He was enjoying this as much as Nadine was. She examined his manhood one final time, thinking of the favoritism the Creator showed when He made Jeff. She eased out her tongue, curved it a little, then allowed the syrupy glaze that coated the head of his shaft to lube her throat.


“Aww shit,” Jeff cried out. He couldn’t watch, not even for a second. So as his dick fell into the warm oven of Nadine’s mouth, he fought to not let go and make himself out to be an embarrassment. It’d been so long. So long since he’d felt a feeling as great as the one he was experiencing at that moment. He was unstable and almost at the brink of sending his children down the back of her throat when she stopped suddenly. He opened his eyes, fearing that something was wrong.


Nadine swallowed the appetizing marinade that coated the inside of her mouth. Jeff’s hands were already traveling over her body, befriending her small breasts every chance they got. With her lips still wrapped around his head, she bottled as much of him as she could fit into her mouth, moaning with anticipation. Just when Jeff thought Nadine was done, she picked up her pace, sending him back on a thrill ride down her esophagus.


The way Nadine deep-throated him, Jeff worried he’d rip out her tonsils. He let her have her way with him. This was her ball, her court. He was only a visitor, thankful enough for the playtime. “You’re taking me there,” he warned her. “I can’t. . .control what happens.” He had to talk his nut down to keep from exploding.


Nadine allowed Jeff to slide from between her lips as she stood readily to her feet. His mouth moved up her slim neck, planting tight kisses along the way. She was so tasty not even his wife could substitute for a taste as fulfilling.


“Fuck me. Here. Now,” Nadine whined in his ear. She was so caught up in the moment that she refused to be taken lightly. She was hot, her pussy was begging for his yardage, and she needed comfort. She wanted to be sure he knew just that. She held him tightly as his head moved between her shirt, his teeth yanking off the nickel-sized buttons on her $200 blouse along the way. “Oh yes!” she squealed in delight. She held on like a horseback rider, propping one leg on the driver’s seat as he tickled her nipples with his tongue. His head started to move further below and suddenly she felt a cold chill sneak up her spine. Jeff was sliding up her skirt, leaving the responsibility of keeping her warm completely to the heater as he tasted the flesh between her pasty thighs. Before she knew it, before she could get a hold of herself, his tongue was sliding up against the thin lace outlining her thong. “Oh Jeff!” she moaned.


Jeff lifted Nadine from her feet and maneuvered her body into the car. He eased her across the beige leather seats, sending everything on the passenger side flying to the floor. With the tail of her skirt hiked way above her stomach, Nadine’s underwear was the only thing keeping him from going after what he longed for. Being the determined man that he was when it came down to moments like this, he slid those cock-blockers to the side. Her freshly waxed middle greeted him as her glistening lips encouraged his dick to reconsider its position, but Jeff’s tongue argued for the first sampling.
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