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The Double Date

 


“Please do this for me, Jan!” pleaded Kim.
“There’s just no one else I can ask!”

“Kim, I told you, no,” I reiterated, for the
umpteenth time. “I have my reputation to worry about. Julius has a
terrible reputation. I don’t care a whit that he is the
quarterback. I’m engaged. I don’t date. I can’t imagine how you
could suggest such a thing!”

Kim was president of the women’s social club at
our college, and she had to set up dates for three members of the
football team, to escort club officers at the annual ball. She had
dates for two of the men, but not the third. Our college is located
in the South, and we don’t have many blacks attending. Julius was
one of them. Not that he wasn’t impressive. He had to be, despite
his color, or perhaps, because of it. Our college was a four-year
school, and most of the students came from the region. Years ago it
had been all-white, segregated. That time was long past, but there
still weren’t many blacks in the student body. There were more
black men than black women – they were heavily represented on the
sports teams.

Two of the three team members that Kim had to
find dates for were white. They were Dan and Roger. Right from the
very beginning, I told Kim that I wasn’t going to date anyone. My
fiancé, Mark, visited about one weekend a month, and I wasn’t
dating anyone since he had proposed, last November. Dan was going
to be the best man at our wedding, in June. Kim had suggested that
I date him, saying that since he was going to be in the wedding, no
one could possibly talk. I said that it would not be proper. So
Mary was going to date him. That left Julius. His date could not be
just anyone – since he was a star athlete, it had to be someone
people knew. Believe it or not, none of Kim’s friends of any social
standing would date him, for two reasons – he had a bad reputation,
and he was black. They knew that people would talk, and they were
simply not going to get into that position. That’s why Kim was
putting so much pressure on me.

Kim had lots of friends, but I was perhaps her
“best friend.” Kim lived in town, and I was spending the afternoon
at her house. We were in the living room.

“Jan, it is because of your impeccable
reputation that I am asking you to do this. Everyone knows who you
are. You are beyond reproach. You are head of two school clubs, and
work on the yearbook. Everyone knows that you are engaged, and will
simply be accompanying Julius. You, Mary and I will be together for
the entire evening. We’ll drop you off back at your dorm at the end
of the evening. There’s safety in numbers. It’s not just a double
date, it’s a triple date. I don’t know why you won’t even consider
it. Is it because Julius is black?

“Yes, that’s a factor, too.” I admitted, “You
know I live in Greenwood, and am a pastor’s daughter. The country
may have moved beyond segregation, but people in my town still
frown on interracial couples – even for a single, ‘political’ date.
I have to think of my reputation. I’m about to get married. I don’t
want to give anyone an excuse to talk.”

“Jan, I’m surprised at you!” Kim retorted. “You
give these speeches in which you talk about diversity and
inclusiveness. You are starting to sound very
hypocritical!”

“Look,” I protested, “it may sound
hypocritical, but even if I promote the college’s social programs,
I still have a right to run my own life the way I see
fit.”

“Jan, you don’t have a single strong reason for
not doing this for me. I ask very little of you. President Adams
asked me who the dates for these three would be, and I told him I
couldn’t find anyone suitable for Julius. He wasn’t too happy about
that. He said that this did not look good, and it would reflect ill
on the college if the star quarterback was the only one without a
date. If you do this, you will be doing a favor for him, not just
for me. Please do this for me!”

Kim was really pressuring me. She was right, I
did not do her many favors. She was busy, and I was busy. I tried
to put myself in her position. What if I were trying to find a date
for Julius, couldn’t find anyone, and had asked her? I would be
upset if she told me ‘no,’ even with the reasons I was using. She
was right. The event was highly public. The dates were simply
escorts. It had nothing to do with romance. Okay, I would do this
for her.

“Okay, Kim, I will do this for you, this one
time. It is against my better judgment, but I see that you are in a
real fix, and I did not know that the college president was
breathing down your neck.”

“Oh, Jan, that is wonderful! You have made my
day! My week! This is great. I will let Julius know.”

The big night arrived, and the ball went off
without a hitch. It was all very formal, very proper, very polite.
Kim was right, it was just a social function.

When the ball was over, Kim and I were in the
ladies’ powder room. As we were standing before the mirror, Kim
informed me that she had told the others that we were going to have
a nightcap at her house. I said, “Kim, you told me that you would
drop me off at my dorm, after the ball. Going to your house for a
nightcap wasn’t the program. Your folks aren’t even at home. This
is not what I agreed to. This is starting to look like a date, not
a formal ball.”

“Jan, I have already told the others! It’s just
a quick drink, to celebrate the end of a festive evening, for God’s
sake. You don’t seem to realize how hard I have worked on this
ball! If you don’t come, then Julius doesn’t have a date. That’s a
real problem. He’s black, and it looks like he’s getting
short-shrifted. Why can’t you see that?”

Damn Kim! She had made an unnecessary
commitment, put herself in a box, and now I was to get the blame if
things didn’t turn out all right.

“Oh, Kim, why did you have to set this up? It
was completely unnecessary. The original plan was just
fine.”

“What do you want me to do, cancel? What will I
say? That Jan doesn’t want to have drinks with seven other people,
when there’s a black man present? Oh my God, give me a fucking
break! Don’t do this to me!”

“Okay, Kim, I’ll do it, but you should have
consulted me before you set this up. You are presuming on our
friendship.”

“Oh, Jan, I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to put
you in an awkward position. I really do appreciate this.” This was
classic Kim. Pressure, pressure, pressure, to the point of seeming
to jeopardize the relationship, and then effusive gratitude when
you give in.

We headed for Kim’s house. Kim’s house was big.
Her folks were obviously well off. The living room was in fact an
entertainment center, with a bar along one wall. There were several
sofas, chairs and assorted tables. Along one wall was a staircase
leading to the second floor. Along the back wall was a balcony, in
front of several bedrooms and other rooms.

Kim asked people what they wanted to drink. She
offered cocktails and wine. Everyone asked for his favorite mixed
drink, and I asked for a white wine. We moved to two of the sofas,
which faced each other, with a coffee table between
them.

I was anxious for the evening to end, but it
was clear that Kim and the others were just getting started. One
round of drinks turned into two. I was sipping politely on my wine,
but it was clear that the others were downing stiff drinks. The men
had started slipping some off-color remarks, and the other two
ladies were flirting. Julius was obviously getting aroused, too. I
tried to be as friendly as I could, so that he would not be
offended. This is just what I wanted to avoid! After the second
round of drinks was finished, Kim suggested a third! This was quite
enough! “Kim, I really have to get back to the dorm!” I
interjected.

“Okay, Jan, just one more round, and then we’ll
leave. Okay?”

What could I say, Jan had the car. We were not
close to the school. “Okay, Kim, just one more.”

What a mistake that was! By the time we were
half through the third round, the two other men were falling all
over their dates. To his credit, Julius retained his decorum, with
little more than a few suggestive remarks, to “test the water.”
Then, to my amazement, Dan and Roger suggested that the four of
them go upstairs, to the bedrooms! I was nonplussed! I didn’t know
what to say! As they got up and headed for the stairs, I couldn’t
very well yell “Stop!”.

Julius was sitting on the sofa next to me. He
smiled. “What about us?” he asked. “Julius, I am engaged. I agreed
to serve as your consort for the ball, that is all. I did not agree
to an evening of drinks and God knows what else!”

Julius appeared to be understanding. I misread.
“So, the white guys get fixed up with dates who fuck, and the black
guy gets left out in the cold. Is that how it is?”

I was stunned! I couldn’t believe what I had
heard! I was getting out of there! I was leaving, if I had to walk
home. What to say to Julius? I did not want to offend him or insult
him – he really hadn’t done anything improper. The last thing the
college wanted was a racial incident. The President had cautioned
Kim about any sort of racial incident. I tried to choose my words
carefully. “Julius, you are very nice, and under other
circumstances I am sure that we could have a pleasant social
interaction. But I am not interested in having sex with you.” This
was my big mistake. I was engaging him in conversation, instead of
leaving.

“Jan,” he said, “from what Kim tells me, you
have a real problem with black men. Is this true?”

“Well, no,” I protested, “it’s not that at all.
I’m engaged! I don’t date anyone!” “Would you fuck me if you
weren’t engaged?” he asked.

“No!” I retorted, “How can you ask me such a
thing!”

“Just as I thought,” he exclaimed, “you have a
real hang-up with black men.” He reached for my arm, and pulled me
closer to him. Oh, God, this was a disaster! Stunned, I slapped him
hard across the face. That really set him off! He grabbed me and
pulled me next to him, kissing me hard on the lips. I pulled
back.

“Please don’t,” I pleaded. “I just want to
leave!” I couldn’t believe what was happening! “No, no,” I
whispered. He released me. I couldn’t think straight. He unbuckled
his pants, and pulled them down. His erect penis sprang into view.
God, it was big! He just stood there, motionless, watching me stare
spellbound at his fearsome penis. He was so strong, I couldn’t
possibly fight him. All I could do was talk my way out of this.
“Don’t do this!” I pleaded, “it’s not too late to stop. I will just
leave and say that nothing happened. You can’t possibly want to go
through with this. Think of what will happen to you.”

With his pants down, he focused his attention
on me. He pushed me back on the sofa. He raised my dress and
reached for my panties. I tried to push his hands back, but it was
hopeless. He was too big and strong. Before I knew it, he had my
panties off.

The man was going to rape me! All of my focus
was on him, and trying to stop him. Even though it was hopeless, I
tried to fight back. He spread my legs apart, and rammed his hard
penis into my vagina. It stopped!

“My God,” he exclaimed, “you’re a fucking
virgin!”

“Oh, please don’t, please don’t,” I said. “My
fiancé knows I’m a virgin, and my life will be ruined if he sees
I’m not.” With that, he drew back and rammed me mercilessly,
tearing through my hymen, plunging deep into my vagina. The pain of
the tearing hymen was sharp, but then, as he rammed deep into me,
it seemed to dull.

Till now, my complete focus had been on Julius
and trying to reason with him or fight him off. That had been
pointless, and he was now in me. At long last, it occurred to me to
call for help. “Help, help,” I screamed, “I’m being raped! Rape!
Rape!” Could anyone hear? The house was big, carpeted, and the
bedroom doors were closed.

 

Julius was on top of me, fucking me hard. When
I screamed rape, he raised up, and looked over his shoulder, toward
the balcony and the bedrooms. He moved back on me. “Listen, lady,”
Julius whispered. “If you convince them that this isn’t rape, then
I won’t come in you. If you call them, I will come in you now, and
you will be pregnant for sure. You are no longer a virgin – you
can’t change that. But you can avoid getting pregnant by me. Decide
now!”

He continued to pump me. Everything was
happening so fast! I didn’t have time to think! He was right! I was
already debauched – no longer a virgin. I had already been fucked.
Those issues were past. The only issues that matter lie in the
future. I had to avoid getting pregnant at all cost. I could
explain the torn hymen to Mark as a riding accident. I could never
explain a half-breed bastard child! “Okay,” I agreed. “Don’t come
in me!”

“Wrap your legs around mine,” Julius ordered.
“Wrap your arms around my back. Act like you are enjoying
this.”

At that moment, an upstairs bedroom door
opened. It was Dan.

“Jan,” he called from the bedroom door, “are
you all right? I thought I heard ‘rape.’”

Julius whispered in my ear. “Tell him you are
fucking me, that you’re doing a rape sexual fantasy with a black
man, and you want him to go away.”

Oh, God, what could I do?

“Do it!” demanded Julius.

“Dan,” I called out, “everything’s okay. I’m
fucking Julius, and doing a rape sexual fantasy with a black man.
Go away.” Lying on my back, I could easily see the balcony. Dan
moved from the bedroom door to the balcony and looked on. Julius
was fucking me hard. Dan continued to watch, spellbound.

“Jan,” what is going on? What on Earth are you
doing? You are engaged to Mark!”

Julius was pumping me hard, with his head next
to mine. He whispered, “Say ‘fuck me, you black stud, drive that
big black cock into me and fuck me good’!” I was silent. He
squeezed my arm hard. “Say it, or I’ll come in your hot cunt right
now,” he threatened.

“Fuck me, you black stud,” I urged, “drive that
big black cock into me and fuck me good!” I looked up at Dan. “Go
away, Dan! Leave us alone. Go fuck Kim!” Dan walked back to the
bedroom and closed the door.

It was now just Julius and me. I was in a very
vulnerable position. If I did not do exactly what he said, he
threatened to come in me. He raised up on his elbows. “Okay, white
lady,” I’m going to do you every which way I can! Take your clothes
off.” I did as he said. He disrobed also. We were both completely
naked. “First, I want you to suck me off!” He got off me, moved to
the side of the sofa. “Sit up!” he said. He moved in front of me,
grabbed my hair, and pulled my face hard toward him, ramming his
big, black, hard cock into my mouth. He pumped and pumped. “Hold my
cock with your hand, and jerk me off in your mouth. Look at me!” I
looked up at him. He was smiling contentedly. I saw the other
bedroom door open. Roger walked out of the bedroom and to the
balcony railing. He stood there, watching. Julius came. He rammed
his cock as hard as he could into my throat. I gagged and
swallowed. As he spasmed, I gulped and gulped. He took his cock out
of my mouth and rubbed it all over my face. Again, he directed,
“Look at me!” I glanced at Roger, who had been watching the whole
time. Julius glanced over his shoulder at Roger.

Upon seeing Roger, Julius directed, “Get up on
your knees and elbows, I want to fuck your pretty white ass!” I did
as he instructed. He moved around behind me. He rubbed his cock
over my pudenda, between my labia, over my clitoris, into the
entrance to my vagina. He moved in and out slightly, and then
plunged in deep. I was still sore from my torn hymen, but I hardly
noticed it. That was the least of my concerns.

“Listen, you white bitch,” he whispered. Roger
is watching. I want you to pretend to enjoy this. Be convincing!
You are already debauched and raped. I want an orgasm. If you
don’t, I’ll come in you.”

Julius pounded my ass, on and on and on. After
a while, this had a surprising effect. Independent of my
intellectual perception of the situation, my sexual organs were
responding to Julius’s brutal assault, and starting to arouse. I
couldn’t believe it! I was being raped, for God’s sake, and my cunt
was enjoying it! Julius went on and on, minute after minute. As he
did, my sexual tension rose to a breaking point. I was going to
orgasm, and there wasn’t a thing I could do about it! I climaxed!
This was all so new to me! I had never been fucked before! So this
is what it was all about! God, why had I waited! My whole body
jerked spasmodically. It was euphoric! God, it felt good. The fact
that Julius was raping me was totally irrelevant. I just wanted his
big cock to keep banging me. “Oh, fuck me, fuck me, you black stud!
Drive that big black motherfucker into my white ass. Oh, fuck me!
Fuck me!”

Julius rested for a minute, and then pulled
out. He had come in my mouth, but not in my cunt. Thank God for
small favors! Would he keep his promise?

“Come over to this table, and lie on your back,
with your legs dangling over the side.” As I got up, I saw that
Roger was still standing on the balcony, taking it all in. What
could I do? What did it matter? I did as Julius instructed. He
moved in front of me, standing on the floor. He spread my legs and
raised my knees into the air, letting my legs dangle outside his
arms. He moved toward me, took his cock in one hand, and rubbed it
all over my vulva. He slid it up and down between my wet, swollen
labia and over my swollen, tender clit. He moved to the entrance of
my vagina and rammed it deep into me. God, how he filled me up!
“Fuck me good, you white bitch! Enjoy this black cock in your cunt.
Come for me. I know you can, now. Do that again. I am really
enjoying fucking your white ass. You white ladies are all the same.
You pretend that we’re not good enough for you, and then you can’t
get enough of our big black cocks. Fuck me good, you cocksucking
white cunt!” Just as before, my cunt was taking control. God, this
was ecstatic. I reveled in his big cock moving in and out of me. I
could not believe the intense erotic pleasure. I just wanted him to
fuck me and fuck me. The rape was now totally irrelevant. The
vision of this big, strong black man ravishing my cunt was
overwhelming. I glanced over at Roger. He continued watching.
Before long, my sexual tension again reached a breaking point, and
I approached orgasm.

“Oh my God, fuck me, I’m going to come!” My
orgasm took control of my body, and by body spasmed in a series of
hard contractions. At the moment I climaxed, I could feel Julius
climaxing at the same time. He pounded me brutally. As he came in
me, he jerked spasmodically, thrusting hard into me, ejecting his
forbidden semen into my cunt and belly. He had lied to me. He had
no intention of not filling my cunt with his hot cum. He deceived
me. He disguised his rape. He totally corrupted me. He made me do
every sex act conceivable. He destroyed my reputation. And he made
me orgasm while he was doing all these things! I was completely out
of control. All I wanted at that moment was his big cock, ramming
me, pounding in me, filling me with sperm, “Oh my God, fuck me, you
black son of a bitch! Pound me with your black cock. Fill my cunt
with your hot cum,” I screamed. Whether Julius had impregnated me
or not was totally irrelevant. I was lost in the oblivion of
euphoric, erotic ecstasy. Our mutual orgasm lasted for minutes.
Eventually, the euphoria subsided. Julius remained standing, his
cock gradually softening in me.

From the balcony, Roger said, “Bravo!” and
clapped his hands several times.

Julius left me and walked to his clothes. I
continued to lie on the table. I watched him as he dressed. He
looked at me and said, “My car is parked outside. I’m leaving,” and
he left the house. As he departed the room, he said, “You fuck real
good, white lady.” I wanted to scream at him that he had raped me!
I wanted to scream that he had used me, deceived me, ruined my
reputation and ruined my life! I couldn’t say anything. I was
stunned, shocked.

I glanced up to the balcony. Roger had returned
to the bedroom. I moved to the sofa. I sat there, still naked, my
thoughts returning to reality. I had been raped, defrocked,
sodomized, and, no doubt, impregnated. The amazing thing was, it
almost seemed that none of it mattered. The discovery of sex, and
orgasm, was simply overwhelming – my first transcendental
experience. It had to happen someday – every woman moves from
virginity to maturity. It almost seemed that Julius had little to
do with it – any man could have done what he did! It was clear that
I had moved to a new stage of life. From trying to save myself from
Mark to wondering where my next orgasm would come from.

Inexplicably, I found myself wondering why Mark
had not done this, why he was not the one to lead me into my first
orgasm. Why did he wait? What was he waiting for? Why had he
assiduously refrained from touching me, when a perfect stranger did
so without a second thought? For an instant, I found myself hating
Mark for leaving the taking of my maidenhead to a perfect stranger,
instead of keeping that special event to himself. Why didn’t he
care enough to take me immediately, so that no one else could? God,
but he was a fool to let this happen!

Upstairs, Dan’s bedroom door opened. Dan walked
to the stairs and descended. He walked over to me. Suddenly, it
occurred to me that I was stark naked! I pulled my dress to the
front of me. I am sure that I looked a mess. I felt a mess. I was
totally fucked.

Dan spoke, “What’s going on, Jan? I thought
that you and Mark were going to get married. You said you hadn’t
dated since he proposed, but tonight I see you making mad
passionate love to a black guy you never met before tonight. What
the hell is going on?”

“Oh, Dan,” I started, suddenly on the verge of
tears, “Julius raped me!”

“What!” Roger exclaimed, “what are you talking
about? I heard the word “Rape” and came immediately to see what was
going on, and you told me you were engaging in a sexual fantasy
with a black man raping you. I heard you scream, ‘Fuck me.’ I saw
your legs wrapped around his, our arms encircling his back. Why are
you saying he raped you? He didn’t rape you at all! What are you
saying? Are you just trying to cover up? To pretend you were saving
yourself for Mark, when you all along you were fucking this black
guy, and when you got found out you cried ‘rape,’ to try to save
your engagement?”

I broke down in tears. “Oh, Dan, you don’t
believe me! It’s true! Julius told me that if I didn’t cooperate,
he would come in me. I had no choice. He raped me!”

“Jan,” Dan responded, “no one is going to
believe this story. I was right here, and, quite frankly, I don’t
believe it. You could have run away from Julius, run to any one of
us. You stayed there letting him fuck you, and then at some point
you decided to call ‘rape.’ And then when I came, you told me that
you were engaged in a fantasy. That’s not rape, that’s just a
change in mind, or even worse, a ploy to deceive Mark. From what I
saw, if you call ‘rape,’ you will go to jail, not
Julius.

I didn’t know what to say. Julius had spun his
web too well. Dan’s interpretation was the only reasonable one. And
Roger! Everything that Roger saw corroborated Dan’s picture! I just
sat there, demolished. I had no defense. I had helped Julius spin
his web, and I was totally ensnared in his deception.

“You know, Jan, I have always been very
attracted to you. I never told you this, because Mark is my best
friend, and I resisted you out of respect for him. But if you can
have casual sex with a complete black stranger, I am really
chagrined! I am humiliated. Totally deceived.” Dan placed his arm
on my shoulder, and took my hand in his. “Jan, I want you!” he
said, with emotion.

“Oh, God, Dan, what are you saying? I’ve just
been raped, maybe impregnated, and you are hitting on me? I don’t
believe it! I thought that you were Mark’s best friend! And now
you’re trying to fuck me, too. This is unbelievable!”

Dan placed his arms around me, drew my face to
his, and kissed me. “I’ve got to have you!” Dan was in a housecoat.
He opened it up and revealed his erect penis. He pushed me down on
the sofa, mounted me, and started fucking me!

“Oh, God, no, Dan, please don’t. Please don’t
rape me!”

“Rape you! Rape you! Who’s raping you? Don’t
flatter me, and don’t deceive yourself. You are just doing sexual
fantasy!” Dan fucked and fucked and fucked me. And just like
before, my cunt started to take control of my mind and
body.

“Oh, Dan,” I moaned, “fuck me, fuck me!” I
wrapped my legs around Dan’s, and my arms around his back. I kissed
him deeply. After many minutes of carnal pleasure, we climaxed. Dan
pounded and pounded my vulva, and then his cock pounded and pounded
in me, as he ejaculated, filling me once more with hot semen. I
loved every minute of it! God, how I liked to fuck! I could not
believe the near-instantaneous transition that had taken place,
from avoiding and resisting sex to reveling in it. “Oh, Dan, how I
love fucking you!”

Dan relaxed, and after a couple of minutes, sat
on the sofa. “What do we tell Mark?” he asked.

“Mark? We don’t tell Mark anything! Tonight
never happened!”

Just then, Kim called from the bedroom door.
“Dan, come back to bed.” Dan got up, crossed the room to the
stairs, ascended, entered the bedroom, and closed the door. Again,
I sat there alone, trying to grasp the implications of what had
happened on my life. The other bedroom door opened. It was Roger.
He came down the stairs and crossed the room to the sofa where I
was. He sat beside me, without saying a word. He pushed me back on
the sofa, mounted me, and started fucking me. Not a word was said.
There was no point to calling this rape, even though that’s what it
was. I was way past that. As before, my cunt soon responded to
Roger’s pounding on and in me. Aroused, I started banging him as
hard as he was banging me. We climaxed, in mutual orgasm. I felt
like a fucking slut, a complete whore.

It was clear that Kim was not going to drive me
home tonight. Where would I sleep? On the sofa? Why? In another
bedroom? Why? I decided to go to Kim’s bedroom. I did, opened the
door, moved to the bed, and slipped in, next to Dan. Kim awakened
from her light sleep, and looked over. In the dim light, she could
make me out.

“Jan?” she asked, “what the hell are you doing
here? Dan is my date!”

“Fuck you, Kim,” is all I said. Kim did not
respond.

In the morning, Dan and Roger left early. Kim,
Mary and I showered. I was first out of the shower, and was lying
on the bed, when Kim entered the room from the bathroom.

“Why Jan,” Kim remarked, “you are very
attractive!” She moved on my pussy and started sucking hard. She
slid her tongue up and down between my labia, sucked my clitoris,
and drove her tongue deep into my vagina. She inserted two fingers
and rubbed my G-spot. She drove me quickly to orgasm. Mary entered
the room. She had just showered, and was naked. She saw us fucking.
She got on the bed, moved to my face, straddled it, and started
face-fucking me. I did to her what Kim had just done to me. She
orgasmed. We all collapsed on the bed.

My, how one night can change things!

We rested for a short time. Mary left. Kim got
up and put her housecoat on. While I was dressing, Kim was brushing
her hair in front of the bathroom mirror. “Jan,” she said, “I have
a date with Bill Stanton on Saturday night, and he asked me to find
a date for his friend, Trevor.” She paused. I didn’t answer. “Are
you interested?”

I hesitated for a moment. “Is he black?” I
asked.

“Yes, he is,” she responded.

“That would be fine,” I replied. I paused for a
moment. “Will we come back here for drinks?” I asked.

“Yes, we will,” she answered.

“Good,” I replied.
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