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Defiled

Escape
from the Tentacle Demons, part I

Kelly
pulled over to the side of the road, leaving the engine idling as
she fumbled with her map. Should she have taken a right at the last
crossroads? She turned the map clockwise, trying to orient herself.
She’d have to stop for gas anyway, so maybe she could ask for
directions at the same time.

Phone
reception had vanished miles ago, along with the last glimpse of
civilisation. Surrounded by acres of nothing, her little Corolla
shuddered under the force of the wind, grains of sand piling up at
the corners of the windscreen wipers.

Kelly
tossed the map onto the passenger’s seat. There was supposed to be
a town just off the next ramp, and it was sure to have a gas
station.

Driving
back onto the highway, she headed towards the exit and made the
turning. She drove a few more miles, before buildings started to
loom on the horizon. They looked ancient, like something out of an
old western. Paint peeled over cracked wooden slats, and some of
the windows were boarded up or smashed, hanging loosely on broken
hinges.

The streets
were eerily quiet. She still hadn’t seen a gas station, and the
warning light on the dashboard blinked angrily.

“Stop! Hey,
stop!”

Kelly
slammed on the brakes, and the car screeched to a halt. Her heart
thudded in her chest, her seatbelt digging painfully into her
shoulder until she eased back in her seat.

A woman ran
up to her, pounding her fists against Kelly’s door.

“Let me in!
You’ve gotta help me!”

The
stranger was clearly in trouble. She was completely naked and
grimy, her fingernails streaked with blood as if she’d been clawing
at something. Kelly flicked the central locking, and the woman
dashed inside.

“What are
you waiting for? Come on, drive! Drive!”

“I don’t
understand, where do you want me to—”

“Anywhere!
No, wait. Straight ahead, then right at the lights. My house is at
the end.”

Kelly did
as she was told, taking her eyes off the road to look at her
strange companion. “There’s a blanket on the back seat.”

The woman
turned and fumbled for it, wrapping it around herself.
“Thanks.”

Kelly
cleared her throat, trying not to look as though she was staring.
“You want me to call the police? Or maybe your family, or a
friend?”

The woman
looked at Kelly as though she was mad. “No police. No family. And
all my friends are—never mind. Here we are.”

Kelly
pulled up at the house. It was as dilapidated as the rest of the
town, a small one-storey shack surrounded by a fence that might
have once been white. “Do you want me to come inside with you?”

The woman’s
eyes flicked back and forth, as though she expected something to
leap out at them at any moment. “Yes. Come quickly.”

Still
holding the blanket, the woman led them through the back door. It
was unlocked, swinging open at the merest touch.

The house
was a picture of squalor, discarded food packagings littering the
floor. The ceiling sagged in one corner, showing signs of rain
damage.

Kelly
helped the woman onto a couch, its springs creaking as they sat
down. “Can I make you some tea?”

“No thanks,
but I'd love a smoke.”

Kelly
fished out a packet and handed one over. “I don’t even know your
name. I’m Kelly. What’s yours?”

The woman
giggled nervously. “It’s been so long since anyone’s asked me.”

“Everyone
must know everyone in a small town like this, right?”

“You could
say that.” The woman sighed. “I’m Brenda.”

“Nice to
meet you, Brenda.” Kelly passed her a lighter. “Are you sure you
don’t need me to call the police?”

Brenda lit
up and inhaled deeply, her shoulders slumping as she exhaled. “It’s
no use. I’ll never get away. Unless—” She looked up at Kelly, eyes
wide and pleading in her dirt-stained face. “You’re just passing
through, right? Take me with you when you leave!”

Kelly
hesitated. What was Brenda fleeing? An abusive boyfriend or
relative? It was none of Kelly’s business, but she couldn’t just
leave Brenda alone. “I’m heading south.”

“Perfect!
Promise me you’ll take me?”

Kelly bit
her lip. “Um, sure. I promise.”

Brenda
sagged against the sofa in relief. “You’re an angel. Hey, do you
think you could run me a bath? I feel awful.”

“No
problem. Is it this room at the end?”

“Yes,
that’s it. You need to tug the door a lot, it sticks.”

Brenda
wasn’t kidding. Kelly had to use her full weight against the door
to open it, almost wrenching her shoulder out in the process.

The
bathroom was surprisingly large, almost as big as the kitchen.
Water dripped from the faucet over the sink, leaving a brown stain
on the porcelain.

Kelly found
the plug for the bath. As she was about to stick it in, a cockroach
skidded out of the plug hole, scrambling against the high sides of
the tub. Kelly squealed, before crushing it and washing it down the
drain.

“Are you
all right?”

“I’m fine!”
Kelly said, as she set the water running. “As long as there aren’t
any more bugs,” she added to herself.

“You seem
like a really nice person, Kelly. I’m so glad you came along.”

Kelly
blushed, grateful that Brenda was still in the living room, and
couldn’t see her expression. She’d been having second thoughts
about her promise. After all, she didn’t really know Brenda, or
what had happened to her. What if she was some kind of crazy
person? It was a long way to the next town.

“I just
wish I could do more to help,” Kelly said.

The bath
was almost full. Kelly leaned over to turn off the taps, when the
bathroom door slammed shut.

“Hey!”
Kelly ran over to it, tugging the handle. It wouldn’t budge. “What
gives?”

“I’m really
sorry,” Brenda said, sounding like she was standing just on the
other side. “Like I said, you seem like a nice person. But you
don’t know what it’s like here! I need to do this.”

“Do what?
Brenda, let me out!”

The
bathroom light flickered, then died. The room would’ve been dark
save for the sliver of light creeping in from the hallway. Kelly
rattled the handle some more, and pounded her fists on the
door.

“Brenda?
Brenda, what are you doing? I’m your friend! I helped you!”

Nothing.
Kelly couldn’t even tell if Brenda was still in the house.

The bath
was still running, and Kelly went to shut it off before it flooded
the room. Maybe that would serve Brenda right.

As she
leaned over the tub, something grabbed Kelly around the waist,
pulling her into the water.

“Hey!” she
screamed, landing in the bath with a splash. The water felt thick
and slimy, almost like jelly. Kelly’s head went under, and she
surfaced with a splutter, spitting out salty fluid.

There was a
mirror directly opposite the bath. Tarnish crept along its edges,
and its surface was marred by huge crack, but it was still clear
enough to show Kelly that there was something creeping up around
her.

“What—what
are you?”

In the poor
light, it looked almost like mist, swirling in tendrils above the
water. It rose out of the bath, pouring like dark treacle over
Kelly’s wrists and ankles.

“Brenda?
Brenda, help!”

Kelly
kicked, flailing her arms and legs. It was like trying to punch a
tub full of eels.

“What are
you? What do you want from me?”

Thick fluid
soaked into Kelly’s clothes, chilling her skin. A tendril draped
over her neck, curling around her hairline.


Kelly…

“Help!”
Kelly screamed. Did it just speak? What kind of creature was
it?

You
don’t know how lucky you are, Kelly.

She gasped.
In the mirror, the shadows coalesced into a grinning face, with
double rows of teeth and burning coals for eyes. She screamed
again, struggling even harder, but the creature held her down as
though it was sucking her into the slime.

“What are
you? Is this some kind of joke?”

The face
moved so that it was behind her head, its teeth at the nape of her
neck. Your kind have given us many names over the years. Spirit,
fiend, djinn, demon…


“That—that’s impossible!”

The shadows
shifted again. Each tendril grew fatter, until Kelly was wrapped in
the embrace of a multi-tentacled creature, its limbs spilling out
of the bath as though it was some kind of giant octopus. She
screamed as two of the tentacles wrapped around her legs, dragging
her knees apart.

Brenda
did well in choosing you, the creature crooned to her. It’s
been so long since we’ve tasted fresh meat.

“Brenda—she
knew you were here? I’ll kill her! I’ll—”

Kelly broke
off in a scream as the demon used two of its tentacles to pull
apart her top, the fabric tearing easily at the seams.

Don’t be
so unkind. You agreed to help Brenda, after all.

“Not like
this!” She tried to cover herself with her arms, but the demon held
her hands securely on either side of the bath. Her bra and stomach
glistened with dark fluid, the liquid merging seamlessly with the
demon’s limbs.

The gunk on
her breasts coalesced into narrow tendrils. They slid under her bra
straps, deliberately lifting them away from her body and releasing
them with a snap.

“Ow!” Kelly
kicked her feet, splashing fluid over the side of the tub. Despite
her efforts, the level didn’t seem to get any lower. If anything,
the creature was growing, its dark shape filling the whole
bathroom.

Don’t
struggle, Kelly. We only want what’s best for you.


“Bullshit!”

The
tentacles on her stomach slid downwards until they found the clasp
to her jeans. Kelly whimpered as they fumbled with the brass
button, finally growing impatient and ripping it off. It skittered
along the floor, echoing each time it bounced.

The denim
was heavy and soaked through, but the creature managed to wrest it
off her hips despite her protestations. It fell onto the floor like
a sack of potatoes.

“What do
you want from me? What do you want?”

What do
you think?

More
tendrils slid behind Kelly, fumbling with the clasp of her bra. She
squealed as the snap broke, and the creature dragged it off her
arms.

Her skin
goosepimpled in the cold air. Kelly watched her nipples harden in
the mirror, and she blushed.

“This isn’t
right. You can’t do this!”

The
creature ran its tentacles over her breasts, kneading her flesh and
pinching her until she gasped.

How long
has it been since you took a lover, Kelly? A year? More? The body
remembers. It always does.

“This isn’t
love! This is—”

What,
rape? Don’t be foolish. You want this.

Kelly
screamed a wordless protest. More tentacles swarmed over her legs,
moving up from her ankles to her thighs. Her body arched out of the
bath, seeking freedom. The creature clung to her tightly, leaving
red marks across her wrists.

Brenda
was like you, once. It was so kind of you to take her place.

“I didn’t
mean to! I—” Kelly gasped as the creature pressed a tentacle
against her panties, rubbing the tip of its limb against her
crotch. “Stop that!”

Let me
tell you what’s going to happen to you, Kelly. I'm going to make
you climax. I'm going to fill your holes, one by one, until you beg
me for release.

“No…”

Yes. And
at your final moment, I’ll take a bit of your soul. Just a
fraction. You won’t miss it.

“No—no! You
can’t!”

Hush,
now.

The demon
plunged a tentacle into Kelly’s screaming mouth, forcing it all the
way down her throat. Her teeth clamped down on it as she gagged,
choking on the rubbery flesh. Her chest heaved, and she felt like
she was going to vomit.

Tentacles
stroked both of her cheeks, encouraging her to settle. She whined
around the intrusion in her mouth, eyes rolling to the ceiling as
if to beg for help, but there was no salvation forthcoming from the
cracked and mouldy plaster.

Look.
Look at how beautiful you are.

The demon
pillowed its tentacles under her head, raising her up so that she
could view all of herself in the mirror. Her hands clawed at the
sides of the bath, scrambling against the glossy porcelain. Her
knees were raised and parted, dark fluid covering her skin from her
neck down to her ankles. She shook her head as she watched the
demon stroking the underside of her thighs. One tentacle hooked
under the crotch of her panties, wriggling against her flesh.

“Mmgh!”
Kelly jerked her hips from side to side, trying to dislodge it. Her
skin burned in contrast to the cool, slippery tentacle.

Do you
want to know a secret, Kelly?

The demon’s
face swivelled so that it was in front of her. She stared into its
glowing eyes, wilting under the force of its gaze.

You’re
wet.

Well of
course she was wet, she’d been soaking in a vat of fluid! But as
the tentacle continued its explorations, she knew that wasn’t what
the demon meant.

More
tentacles rushed to her hips, easing her panties over her legs. She
kicked at the monster, making distressed noises around the
obstruction in her throat.

Look,
Kelly.

The demon
raised her hips so that she could get an unobstructed view. It
spread her labia, holding her open so that she could see herself in
the mirror. Kelly gagged, moaning at the sight of her slick
folds.

 

I love
human women. I love how you taste. I love how you smell.

The demon
slid its head downwards. A forked tongue emerged from its mouth,
flicking against Kelly’s sex.

“Mmph! Nngh
ughf!”

The demon
glanced up, staring at her from between her legs. Oh, I’m sorry.
Am I obstructing your view? How rude. It slid to the side, arms
elongating until their tips brushed her thighs. Is this
better?

Kelly shook
her head. Hot tears slid down her cheeks, leaving tracks through
the black slime on her face.

A narrow
tentacle probed at the rim of her anus, wriggling back and forth as
it sized her up. She watched on in horror as it pushed past her
outer ring, and her muscles clenched around it.

Yessss.
That’s very nice, Kelly.

She
shrieked her dismay, hands clenching into fists as the tentacle
pushed deeper inside. Her body arched, but even when she closed her
eyes she couldn’t blank out the image of the demon’s monstrous
tentacle.

Do you
like that? I knew you would. Filthy girl.

Kelly’s
breath came fast and sharp. She couldn’t believe the heat inside
her, the tightness of her body squeezing the relentless intruder.
Was this really happening, or was it a feverish hallucination?

At this
point, some girls like to pray. Are you the praying sort, Kelly?
Brenda was. You can see how much good it did her.

The
tentacle in her asshole wiggled back and forth, sending tremors up
her spine. Kelly choked around the one in her mouth, noises of
protest emerging from her throat.

Would
you like some light? There we go.

It took a
full minute for the fluorescent bulb to turn on, giving a
strobe-like effect while it flickered. Kelly screamed when she saw
the full detail of the creature surrounding her, its leering face
staring at her from the side of the bath. The tentacle impaling her
was not smooth like the others, but had concentric ridges striating
it. Dark liquid gleamed on her skin, the colours shifting on the
surface like oil in bright sunlight.

You
should beg, Kelly. Tell me to stop.


“Mmmph!”

Ahh.
You’re quite right. How silly of me.

The
tentacle in her mouth withdrew, leaving her spluttering. Kelly
pressed her lips together to prevent a second intrusion, but she
needn’t have bothered.

The
creature placed its mouth against her ear, as though kissing her.
Kelly shuddered in disgust, but couldn’t escape its touch.

You’d
like me to stop, wouldn’t you, Kelly? Go on, then. Beg.

Kelly
hesitated. In response, a new tentacle snaked in between her knees,
brushing against her clit.

“No!” Kelly
squealed, thrashing in her bonds. The creature let her kick and
scream for a full five minutes until she had exhausted herself. Her
head rolled back as she lay, panting, wondering what she’d done to
deserve this. The tentacle near her sex stroked her again, very
lightly, and she flinched.

“No,” she
repeated.

Come
now, Kelly. Surely you can do better than that.

The
tentacle in her ass pistoned in and out, squelching as it displaced
the fluid in the bath. Kelly thrashed from side to side, screaming
at the demon to leave her alone.

A tentacle
wrapped itself in her hair at the base of her skull, jerking her
head up so that she had to see herself. Every time she tried to
move, or close her eyes, a tentacle would pinch or slap her skin
with a wet smack, until she stopped and just watched.

It was
hypnotic. She told herself that she was just trying to get away,
but in the mirror’s reflection it almost looked as though she was
riding it, her hips undulating in concert with the demon’s
thrusts.

It stroked
her clit, tendrils breaking off from a single tentacle and touching
her with delicate protrusions. Kelly moaned, trying not to look,
but it wouldn’t let her turn aside.

Would
you like to play a game? I know you would.

The demon
fished her jeans off the floor, upturning the pockets and grabbing
Kelly’s packet of cigarettes and lighter. Amazingly, the box was
dry enough that the demon was able to light one up, setting it on
the sink where she could see its red glow.

I’ll
tell you what. If you can avoid orgasming before this burns out,
I’ll let you go. Does that sound fair?

“Um—”

Good!
Then let’s play.

Without
further preamble, more tentacles emerged from the morass at the
bottom of the tub, twisting together to form one thick, ropey mass.
It plunged into Kelly’s sex without warning, stretching her to the
point of pain.

She
screamed. “You’re hurting me!”

Hush,
Kelly. Remember the rules? If you come, I get a piece of you. Try
to focus.

She
whimpered, feeling the burn as the tentacle slowly slid out then
back into her. In the mirror, she watched her distended lips being
stretched, her own fluids leaking onto her thighs in
self-defence.

The
cigarette burned slowly, flakes of ash dropping down into the sink.
Kelly stared at it, willing it to go faster.

As if in
response to her thoughts, the tentacles flooded her body with
sensation, teasing and stroking her with light touches. She
squirmed, trying to get away from them, but only succeeded in
grinding her clit against the tendrils. Kelly whined in protest,
but the thing held her too tightly.

What’s
the matter, Kelly? You looked distressed. Let me help you.

The
tentacle inside her cunt shifted, as though it was trying to press
up towards her belly button. Kelly screamed as it hit her sensitive
spot, and the creature grinned.

Tell me
how it feels. Does it feel good?

“Yes—no!
No, you mustn’t—”

Mustn’t
what? Give you pleasure? Don’t deny yourself. It’s what you were
made for.

Kelly shook
her head. “No,” she sobbed, horrified by what she saw. Her fluids
mingled with the demon’s own, leaving a sticky mass clinging to the
underside of its tentacle as it worked its way in and out of her
cunt. Her ass looked stretched beyond belief, and she couldn’t
believe how much of its length she had taken. Hordes of smaller
tentacles clambered over her breasts, midriff and clit, each trying
to outdo the others in pleasuring her.

It’s
okay, Kelly. You want to come. It’s only natural.

She shook
her head, but couldn’t find the words to protest.

That’s
right. Give in. Let me take you. You’ve always been a giver, Kelly.
Give yourself to me.

Under the
onslaught, she began to break. She couldn’t hold back any more.
Every moment was torture, her whole body shaking with the effort of
resisting.

“No—no I
won’t—you can’t—no!” Kelly screamed and screamed, convulsing
helplessly in the creature’s embrace. It wouldn’t let her stop,
drawing the sound out of her until she felt as though it was some
other woman screaming, not her, not her voice.

From
between her lips a sliver of smoke emerged, spiralling up into the
air. The demon opened its mouth, stretching until its jaw was
almost as wide as its head. It breathed in, the smoke disappearing
forever.

The light
went out, leaving only the small red glow on top of the sink. Kelly
gasped for breath. Even when she closed her eyes, she could still
see the cigarette burning, mocking her.

That was
very nice, Kelly. Thank you.

In a rush,
it left her. Kelly fell back against the tub, her limbs heavy and
boneless in the tepid water.

She sat up.
In the mirror, she saw the shadows of her reflection: bedraggled,
hair lank and plastered against her face. She could barely
recognise herself, or her desperate, hollow expression. She almost
looked like—like Brenda.

She had to
get out.



 

Can Kelly
recover from her ordeal? Will she discover the truth behind
Brenda's horrific actions? Find out in Taken Alive: Escape from
the Tentacle Demons part 2, coming soon to your favourite
online retailer!
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for reading.
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“What—what
is that? What are you?”

It felt
almost like flesh, warm, smooth, like several pairs of arms
enfolding her. A limb wrapped itself under her breasts, gliding
over her moistened skin. Sarah shuddered. It was as thick as her
calf, warm and undeniably alive, but like no animal she had ever
heard of before.

She wished
she had a camera. No one would ever believe her without proof! Did
the government even know that this thing was down here?

The limb
sniffed at her hair, as though breathing her in. She was covered in
the gunk from the previous chamber. Maybe it was some kind of
pheromone.

As she
considered the possibilities, the limb tightened around her ribs,
making it hard to breathe. “Ow! Hey!” She balled her hands into
fists, pummeling at the thing, her blows bouncing off its rubbery
surface. “You’re hurting me!”

Suddenly it
stopped and withdrew completely. With nothing to resist, Sarah
tumbled backwards, placing out her hands to brace her fall. She
gulped in huge breaths, eyes scanning the darkness for the red glow
of a camera, or any light at all. “Tell me what’s going on! What
was that thing?”

She waited,
straining for any response. All she could hear were her own labored
breaths, and beneath that, the thudding beat of her pulse.

Light crept
into the room, so slowly that she was barely aware of the change.
Her skin gleamed with moisture, almost reflective. She climbed to
her feet, scanning the room for signs of the creature. Dark shapes
became apparent, sliding across the floor in a sinuous tangle. They
were coming towards her.

Sarah ran
back to the door. “Let me out! Someone let me out!”

A limb
snaked around her ankle, and she screamed. She slammed her heel
into the door, but it only squeezed tighter. Another limb slid up
beneath her hospital gown, caressing the backs of her thighs. The
limb—tentacle?—narrowed sharply into a point, but instead of being
smooth flesh the tip was concave and lined with tiny suckers.

“Oh God,”
she whispered. There were hundreds of them, of varying shapes and
sizes. She couldn’t see far enough into the darkness to tell
whether it was just one huge monstrous creature or several, the
base of each tentacle disappearing into the shadows. Some were
tipped with suckers and others looked as though they had tiny
teeth, glinting in the light. All of them were heading towards
her.

She opened
her mouth to scream, and one of the limbs forced its way into her
throat. She bit down, hard. Her teeth met with rubbery resistance,
not even managing to break the skin.

Meanwhile,
something loosened the straps to her hospital gown. She flailed and
kicked, bruising her heels as they hit the door. Tentacles latched
around her wrists and ankles, dragging her to the ground.

Her throat
closed around the intrusion in her mouth as she gagged on another
scream. A pair of suckers caressed her face, almost tenderly, and
she tossed her head in an effort to dislodge them. One clamped shut
over her nose and she struggled for breath, chest heaving. A stream
of liquid poured down her throat and she swallowed before she could
stop herself. It had a viscous, slimy texture, but tasted almost
sweet.

The
tentacles around her nose and mouth moved away, letting her
breathe. Sarah coughed. Her vision swam before her, spots of light
appearing at the peripheries. It was as though she were underwater
and gazing up towards the sun, everything appearing shaky and
distant.

She looked
down. The creature had succeeded in tearing off her gown, the
strips falling away from her. She tried to kick her legs but they
felt leaden and unresponsive. Some part of her mind screamed as
tentacles wrapped around her body and held her spreadeagled.

Two of the
suckers slid down towards her waist, and she giggled as they
tickled her. One curled around her breast, her ‘decontamination’
shower acting as a skin lubricant. It was almost tentative as it
brushed over her nipple. She flinched, the sensation sending a
tremor down her body. It did it again, and her nipple stiffened in
response. Taking that as its cue, the sucker latched onto her, with
the other one soon following suit.

Sarah
rolled back her head and gasped. It felt as though tiny tongues
were suckling at her breasts, rolling her nipples in their mouths,
gently tugging and teasing her. A tentacle returned to her throat
and she moaned around it, tasting sweetness on her tongue. The
bonds at her wrists gradually loosened. She ran her hands over the
limbs at her breasts, but didn’t try to dislodge them. She felt
lower, fingers brushing over her flat tummy, then stopped. Wait.
What was she doing?

If any
researchers were still watching her, they would’ve seen a naked
woman, glistening with fluid and writhing on the ground like a
wanton slut, touching herself as her mouth was filled and her
breasts fondled. Sarah flushed with shame. Her hand stopped at her
hip, but it was too late.

Limbs
snaked up her legs in spirals, forcing her knees further apart. She
thrashed, and the suckers over her nipples bit down, making her
squeal in pain, muffled by the gagging presence in her throat.

A tendril
slid teasingly between her legs, and she shuddered, glancing aside.
Another sucker latched onto her clit, making her squeal as it
stroked and nibbled, feeling almost like a real tongue. A warmth
suffused her, and she whimpered around the obstruction in her
mouth.

She felt
pressure at the lips of her cunt and glanced down. A tentacle
curled up as though it was looking at her from between her thighs.
Its tip glistened with moisture, and she stared in disbelief,
certain that some of that had to be proof of her own arousal. The
tentacle ducked back again, and she felt it touch her further down,
this time circling the tight ring of her ass.

“No,” she
tried to croak, certain of its intent. “It’s too big—”
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– Ravished
at Gunpoint, My Lesbian Submission 1 (lesbian BDSM romance)

– Dinner
and a Show (FFF BDSM lesbian)

– College
Lesbian Bondage (FF rough sex lesbian)

Find all
these stories and more at: http://asterzhen.wordpress.com/category/erotica/
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Disclaimer

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

This story
contains sexually explicit material, and is intended only for
persons over the age of 18. By downloading and opening this
document, you are stating that you are of legal age to access and
view this work of fiction. All of the characters involved in the
sexual situations in this story are intended to be 18 years of age
or older, whether they are explicitly described as such or not.

The
characters, situations and behaviours described in this ebook are
intended as fantasy only. The author does not condone risky sexual
behaviour, including, but not limited to avoidance of safe sex
practices, edge play, or non-consensual behaviour. Please use your
discretion and keep it safe, sane and consensual.
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