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Chapter 1
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As they stepped into the sophisticated living room of the apartment, Raku and Rainer couldn't help but be struck by the luxurious surroundings. Even though they had seen pictures online, nothing could have prepared them for the grandeur that unfolded before their eyes. Large glass windows provided a stunning view of the bustling streets outside, where the lively activity of the city starkly contrasted with the calm and elegance of the interior.

The apartment had recently been renovated by the landlord. Every detail seemed meticulously planned and perfectly coordinated. Raku was immediately captivated by the contemporary design as they entered. She let her gaze wander over the stylish furniture and the artfully arranged decorations that gave the room an inviting warmth. Rainer, slightly overwhelmed by the opulence around him, could hardly wait to unpack their belongings in this new sanctuary. With excited glances, they shared the thought of finally settling down after being forced to seek alternative housing due to rising costs.

"It's perfect," Raku enthused, running her hands over the gleaming countertop of the kitchen island. "We can recreate our favorite dishes here!" Her excitement echoed through the spacious room with a slight Japanese accent. The kitchen setup, with its modern appliances and elegant surfaces, seemed ready for their culinary creations to come to life. Rainer felt even more convinced that moving into this splendid apartment had been the best decision. He pulled Raku close and kissed her gently, sharing the joy of a fresh start together. In that moment, everything felt perfect, and the future promised to be as bright as the light streaming through the large windows.

Tom appeared behind them and grinned, aware of how much the couple admired the apartment. They had contacted him about the listing yesterday. Initially, he had planned to rent the apartment to a single woman, but Raku had piqued his interest. Undoubtedly, she was an attractive woman. With a full bust and a slim waist, she lacked no feminine charm. Whenever she smiled, a calmness radiated from her entire being. Like many Japanese people, she had black hair, but hers was longer than most. It flowed gracefully over her shoulders down to her lower back and shimmered silkily in the sunlight.

Rainer, on the other hand, appeared unremarkable. His hair was medium-length and brown, his eyes hazel, and his frame was lean. How had this weakling managed to marry such a beauty? This thought crossed Tom's mind multiple times as he led Raku and Rainer through the freshly renovated rooms. It couldn't be his masculinity, which was barely noticeable compared to Tom's own.

Rainer was of below-average height – clearly different from what one would expect for someone like Raku to be with. There must have been factors other than appearance that contributed to their union. Perhaps love transcended mere genetics or cultural preferences... Yet, Tom's curiosity remained deeply rooted in his psyche. He wondered why these two were together, despite everything suggesting otherwise.

Although the pairing was unusual, he couldn't deny the warmth that emanated from Raku whenever she interacted with her husband. Something special was happening with this peculiar couple; he could sense it. Maybe one day he would understand their bond firsthand... For now, he had to ensure that this beautiful woman succumbed to his charm, just as he hoped. He desired her, just as he had desired various previous tenants. The only obstacle was this weakling. But that, he would overcome.

Through his numerous past affairs, Tom was convinced he had the necessary skills to handle this situation. He was confident that his charm and effortlessly displayed intelligence could captivate women. Essentially, he intended to use the tried-and-true method that had often brought him success. This way, he hoped to lure Raku into his web of seduction and ultimately guide her down the desired path.

To ensure everything went according to plan, Tom had installed a covert surveillance system in their shared living space. The cameras were cleverly hidden in the apartment, invisible to prying eyes, yet capable of recording every moment they spent together. With these cameras, Tom believed he could maintain control over the unfolding events while simultaneously gathering evidence of Raku's consent.

The last three tenants in his apartment had fallen victim to him in similar ways. Sometimes he played the strict landlord, other times the missing father figure or the lonely single man. None of these women realized they were just pawns in his game. The Japanese woman would be no exception; he just needed to figure out which role to assume to influence and control her.

Over time, she might even grow tired of her weak husband. The mere thought sent a wave of excitement through his veins. But for now, Tom decided to take it slow and remain composed during their initial encounters. At the end of the tour, he showed them the large shared terrace. However, Rainer was not entirely satisfied. He was bothered by the lack of privacy, as one could easily move from one apartment to another on the terrace. Tom, therefore, suggested putting up a partition.

This solution pleased Rainer and provided the family with a measure of privacy. Shortly after, they signed the lease and received the keys to their new home. To ensure their future happiness, they immediately started decorating and setting up their nest the following weekend. Their friends gathered for dinners, and laughter filled the air. Life was good for the young couple, as they were unaware of the web they were slowly entangling themselves in. The joy of their new home and shared plans seemed to dispel any shadows lurking in the corners of their lives.


Chapter 2
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Raku stood nude before the mirror, taking her time to apply her makeup that accentuated her delicate facial features. The scent of lavender and vanilla filled the air, creating an intimate atmosphere that enhanced her alluring presence. Each brushstroke was aimed at seducing and captivating those who gazed upon her beauty. As she looked at herself in the mirror, she felt both powerful and vulnerable - another aspect that drew her husband to her.

Tom watched intently from his computer in the neighbor's apartment as Raku carefully prepared herself. He noted every detail - from the way she applied mascara to emphasize her naturally large, almond-shaped eyes, to the manner in which she styled her thick, dark hair, allowing some strands to frame her face loosely. Fascinated, he followed her preparations closely, committing each step to memory.

The couple then prepared to leave the house. Rainer wore casual clothing suitable for relaxation. Raku dressed elegantly, with a form-fitting dress that accentuated her curves, and her subtle yet sensual heels completed the look. She walked beside her husband with confidence and pride as they departed their new home. Tom turned off his computer. Over the past few weeks, he had consistently played the role of the friendly neighbor and landlord, while closely observing every aspect of their daily life. He learned a great deal about their habits, routines, and desires. Occasionally, they enjoyed quiet evenings at home, reading books, listening to music, and engaging in romantic gestures. These observations benefited Tom, as they enabled him to adjust his approach accordingly. Through meticulous study, he understood how to best manipulate situations to achieve his goals.

This involved physically drawing closer to Raku, ensuring she felt mentally drawn to him, shaking the foundation of her seemingly stable marriage, and ultimately securing a role in the new dynamic of the three individuals. Tom had become the first point of contact for the Japanese woman whenever she needed assistance. The two had arranged to meet that afternoon. Tom was to carry some heavy ceramic planters for the terrace into their apartment. Her husband was too weak for this, and Raku was afraid he might break them. She therefore asked Tom to lend her a helping hand today. But Tom had time to quickly go to the gym and pump up his muscles. Raku typically arrived home after 3 PM. This suited Tom perfectly, as it provided ample opportunity for him to prepare.

* * *

After his workout, he returned to his apartment refreshed and full of energy. Upon arriving, he checked the function of his hidden surveillance cameras as usual and changed his clothes again. Tom chose a revealing look with a sporty pair of tight shorts that accentuated his large penis, along with athletic shoes. He wanted to offer Raku an unforgettable show. Finally, he selected a cologne that emphasized his masculinity.

Raku arrived shortly after 4 o'clock, excited and apologetic. She explained that traffic had delayed her. Tom showed understanding and apologized for his appearance. She had caught him just as he was finishing getting ready for their activity.

Of course, that was a falsehood, but it served its purpose as her gaze drifted over his athletic physique. When her eyes noticed his clearly visible shaft, which was outlined by the tight shorts, she couldn't help but bite her lower lip. It's not as if Raku had never seen a penis before. After all, she was married, but compared to her husband or past acquaintances from her youth, her landlord's member was enormous.

Her heart began to race. For a moment, Raku nearly forgot the reason for her visit, captivated by the sight of his pure masculinity. Then reality caught up with her. She recalled her errand - the heavy clay pots that neither she nor her husband could lift alone. It still felt strange to her to ask someone for help with such a simple task. Raku was not yet accustomed to this from her upbringing in Japan.

She led Tom to the patio and showed him where the various plant pots should be placed. Raku admired his strength and physical dexterity, grateful for his assistance. Tom knew how to handle the clay containers without overexerting his strength or damaging the fragile material. This impressed Raku even more. She couldn't help but notice how sweat trickled down his broad shoulders and torso, and how his impressively muscular arms flexed with each movement. Tom's firm grip on the container only reinforced the image of pure masculine power he exuded. It left Raku with conflicting emotions - aroused by his unabashedly masculine presence, but concerned about infidelity towards her loyal husband.

She convinced herself that these feelings were harmless, merely a spark ignited by Tom's appearance. But as Raku observed him effortlessly and efficiently moving the heavy clay containers, she grew envious of her feeble husband. It pained her to know that Rainer lacked the endurance for such tasks. In her early thirties, her landlord was only a few years older, and as a Japanese woman, she had to admit he was attractive. Tom was a tall man with an athletic build, fair skin, blond hair, bluish-green eyes, and a short, well-groomed beard. Occasionally, he also wore glasses, which lent his appearance a certain intellectual charm, Raku found.

Tom noticed the object of his desire observing him intently. Though he tried to maintain his composure, he couldn't suppress a satisfied grin. The man sensed that Raku felt drawn to him, despite her guilt and fear of betraying her husband, but that would soon change. He would see to that. However, the plan would require time.

After the clay pots were placed on the terrace, Raku invited him for tea, which Tom politely declined. "I'd like to quickly shower to cool off, and your husband should be home soon; we wouldn't want him to draw the wrong conclusions about my outfit," he said with a mischievous wink. The young Japanese woman glanced shyly at her landlord's crotch and nodded with flushed cheeks. "Thank you, I don't know what I'd do without you," she replied in her alluring accent.

* * *

As Tom sat alone before his computer later that evening, he observed as Raku and Rainer prepared to engage in intimate relations. The day's experience had so aroused the young Japanese wife that she now needed to let off steam. Raku undressed Rainer with gentle hands as soon as he entered the room. She let her fingers glide over his slender frame. Tom thought he detected a faint hint of mild disappointment on her face. Was the young Japanese woman perhaps comparing her husband's physique to his? She may have seemed slightly disillusioned as a result.

The two disappeared from view, and Tom switched to the bedroom cameras. Shortly thereafter, they reappeared on screen, kissing. Raku ran her hands down his chest and abdomen until she paused at his hips. With careful movements, she pulled down his undergarments and exposed his erect member. When he saw the husband's small stub, Tom could not suppress a brief chuckle. The thing was smaller than his own index finger. Raku released Rainer and began to seductively undress herself. As she slowly peeled herself from her tight dress, the air around her was thick with sexual anticipation.

Raku wrapped her legs around her husband, but the same dissatisfied expression crept back onto her face. Tom knew exactly what was wrong: Raku was disappointed by the sexual encounter. This time, it was clearly visible. Perhaps she expected more from her husband than he could actually deliver. Nonetheless, Tom continued to observe silently behind his screen. Raku clearly offered her husband a staged performance. But Tom saw through it.

He had no doubt that she yearned for something deeper and more fulfilling. This realization aroused him even further. Tom planned to turn that longing into temptation - one that he knew he could fully satisfy. In less than two minutes, it was all over. Rainer prematurely reached his climax, leaving both partners unsatisfied. Although Raku pretended to enjoy the encounter, her inner turmoil was evident to attentive observers. Her facial features spoke volumes and revealed her feelings about the disappointing performance. Instead of expressing her dissatisfaction, however, Raku put on a brave facade and acted as if everything was fine.

Tom observed the scene with a keen gaze, savoring the feeling of holding the key to Raku's innermost desires.

From his neighbor's apartment, Tom closely followed Raku as she carefully prepared herself. She applied mascara to accentuate her naturally large, almond-shaped eyes. She combed through her thick, dark hair, leaving a few strands loose to frame her face. He took in every nuance, fascinated by her preparations and committing each detail to memory.

Soon, the couple readied themselves to leave the house. Rainer wore casual clothes suitable for relaxation, while Raku dressed elegantly. She wore a form-fitting dress that highlighted her curves and subtle, yet sensual heels. Confident and proud, she walked by her husband's side as they exited their new abode. Tom then turned off his computer.

* * *

In recent weeks, he had taken on the role of a friendly neighbor and landlord, all the while observing every dispute in their daily lives. He learned a great deal about their habits, routines, and desires. Sometimes, they spent quiet evenings at home, reading books, listening to music, and occasionally indulging in romantic gestures. Tom meticulously analyzed their behaviors and adjusted his approach accordingly. By studying them thoroughly, he learned how to manipulate situations to achieve his goals.

She knew it was a lie, but it still served its purpose. Her eyes roamed over his body, and when she noticed his clearly visible bulge, she couldn't help but bite her lower lip. It wasn't as if Raku had never seen a penis before, but compared to her husband or friends from her youth, her landlord's was enormous.

Her heart beat a bit faster. For a moment, Raku almost forgot why she was here, getting lost in the admiration of his raw masculinity. But then reality caught up with her. She remembered why she was here – the heavy clay pots that neither she nor her husband could lift alone. It still seemed strange to her to ask someone for help with something so simple. Raku wasn't used to this sort of thing in Japan.

She showed Tom where to place the various plant pots on the terrace. The task went smoothly. Raku admired Tom's physical prowess and was grateful for his help. Tom moved the clay pots effortlessly, without straining his strength or damaging the fragile material, which only enhanced her impression of him. She couldn't help but notice the sweat running down his broad shoulders and chest, and his impressively defined arms that flexed with each movement. Tom's firm grip on the pot reinforced the image of masculine strength he embodied. Raku felt torn, aroused by his masculine presence but also worried about being unfaithful to her husband.

Tom noticed that the woman he desired was watching him intently. Despite his efforts to remain composed, he couldn't help but flash a satisfied grin. Raku felt drawn to him, despite her guilt and fear of betraying her husband, but he knew he had to be patient. He declined Raku's invitation for tea and thanked her instead.

Once all the clay pots were on the terrace, Raku invited him in for tea, which Tom politely declined. "I need to take a quick shower to cool off, and your husband should be home soon; we don't want him drawing any wrong conclusions because of my attire," he said with a playful wink. The young Japanese woman cast a shy glance at her landlord's crotch and nodded, her cheeks flushed. "Thank you, I don't know what I would do without you," she replied with her enticing accent.

The air was thick with sexual tension as she wrapped her legs around her husband. Yet, dissatisfaction crept back onto her face. Tom knew what was happening: Raku felt let down by the sex. This time, it was painfully obvious. Perhaps she expected a better performance from her spouse. Nonetheless, Tom continued to observe silently behind his screen as Raku feigned her enjoyment. Tom recognized her deeper needs and knew he could fulfill them. He planned to tempt her desire and satisfy her completely. Unfortunately, it all ended in less than two minutes. Rainer reached his climax prematurely, leaving both partners unsatisfied.

Although Raku pretended to enjoy the encounter, her inner turmoil was clear to the attentive observers. Her facial expressions spoke volumes, revealing her feelings about the disappointing performance. Instead of voicing her displeasure, Raku put on a brave face and acted as if everything was fine.

Meanwhile, Tom watched closely and relished in the knowledge that he held the key to Raku's deepest desires.


Chapter 3
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It was Friday evening when Tom rang the doorbell of his tenant's home. The couple had invited him for dinner, and he had gratefully accepted. Tonight, they would savor authentic Japanese cuisine, prepared by none other than Raku herself! It promised to be an evening filled with delectable dishes and stimulating conversations. Rainer opened the door and warmly welcomed Tom. "Finally!" Rainer exclaimed excitedly. "Please come in." Rainer led Tom straight to the kitchen.

The smell of fresh fish and the spicy aroma of wasabi greeted Tom as soon as he entered the room. He joyfully greeted Raku and thanked her in advance for the dinner. However, the Japanese wife needed a bit more time, so the two men moved on to the living room. There, they briefly discussed Rainer's work as a software engineer while enjoying a quick beer before the meal. The young husband spoke enthusiastically about his job. His description of his daily routine made it clear that he enjoys his work in the IT field and performs it with passion.

Before Rainer could proudly display his collection of programming books, his wife brought out dinner, and the two men decided to continue their conversation later. Raku entered the room carrying several plates loaded with assorted sushi rolls, tempura vegetables, rice, miso soup, and side dishes like pickled radish. The atmosphere at the table was cheerful and lively. The small age gap among the three made it easy for them to find common topics to discuss. Appropriately, alcohol was served, and laughter filled the room.

They chatted about travel plans, future projects, family backgrounds, sports interests, musical tastes, favorite movies, and literature. Rainer and Tom exchanged jokes and stories from their university days, further relaxing the mood. Raku listened attentively, occasionally adding her own experiences while offering more dishes and ensuring there were always enough drinks on the table. Her grace and hospitality added a special touch to the evening.

As the evening progressed, the conversation shifted to lighter topics like entertainment and fashion trends. Despite the seemingly trivial nature of these discussions, a growing sense of camaraderie developed among the trio, aided by the generous consumption of alcohol. By this time, they had made themselves comfortable on the sofas in front of the TV. The volume was low, allowing for easy conversation, but they occasionally caught snippets of news and commercials.

Between sips of their alcoholic beverages and shared laughter, the group gradually became engrossed in the TV movie. Each person contributed to the friendly atmosphere, highlighted by brief but humorous remarks. However, there were subtle signs that the night was winding down. Both Rainer and Raku felt drowsy from the alcohol. Tom, clearly more resilient to drink, watched as the pair snuggled up to each other and soon fell asleep. When Tom checked his watch, it was nearly midnight. He briefly considered waking them to say goodbye but decided against it. Instead, Tom opted to use the restroom one last time before heading back to his apartment.

As he finished up, a slight movement caught his eye. Focusing on it, he saw someone watching him with interest. It was Raku, leaning against the bathroom doorway, dreamily chewing on her lower lip. Her eyes met Tom's, and she gave a shy smile before stepping into the bathroom and quickly closing the door behind her. The younger woman seemed intent on getting rid of any potential witnesses.

Without a word, she knelt before him. Slowly, she reached for his bulging pants and began to carefully pull them down, pausing midway to gaze at him with an intense, hungry look. Tom didn't give her any instructions—he simply let her continue, fully aware of where this was headed. Moments later, his semi-erect member sprang free. "Wow... it's even bigger than I imagined," she murmured in awe.

With deft movements, she grasped his base and began to gently stroke him. Reaching the tip, her fingers brushed over the edge, eliciting a groan from Tom. Raku could no longer hold back and pressed her lips to the head of his large member, starting her exploration. Her tongue danced over the tip and tickled the underside of the glans, causing Tom to moan involuntarily. Her flawless technique demonstrated that she knew how to satisfy a man. So, she had some experience, Tom thought. The Japanese woman moistened his entire shaft. Then, she began to slowly slide him deeper into her eager mouth.

Tom slid deeper and deeper into her. Raku's throat expanded and contracted rhythmically as she expertly worked on him. Sensual sounds escaped her parted lips as she continued her seductive suction. But she wasn't finished with him yet, determined to take his full length.

As she rose up on her tiptoes, Raku managed to slide additional inches into her eager mouth. With each millimeter of progress, she felt his shaft stretching her delicate throat. The urge to gag briefly threatened, but Raku refused to be defeated.

Instead, she determinedly tensed the muscles of her esophagus to accommodate more of Tom's erect member within her heated cavity. Her throat expanded and contracted rhythmically as she continued to stimulate him. Finally, she had taken his entire length, and the tip of her nose gently brushed against his pubic area. There she paused momentarily. Her hand rested lightly on his hip, giving him a soothing pat. Then she released his shaft, withdrawing it thoroughly. Trembling with desire, she gazed deeply into his eyes. Tom saw raw sexual hunger and unbridled lust burning in those dark pools. His heart raced wildly as their eyes met.

Raku's slender fingers grasped Tom's hips, and before he knew it, she had impaled herself on him once more. This time, however, she did not withdraw, but instead maintained eye contact with him throughout the encounter. Again and again, she engulfed his shaft completely, providing Tom with the deepest throat experience of his life.

Meanwhile, his strong hands firmly gripped her shoulders as he thrust rhythmically into her mouth. He loved everything about her, from her warm wetness to her willingness to please him. Each deep thrust caused Raku to gag slightly, but she never pulled back. Tom admired her courage and determination - qualities that were rather rare in women these days. It aroused him immensely. This newfound connection between them had transformed Raku into a sexually charged being. Unconsciously, Raku pressed against Tom's pelvis and took control of the pace, intensifying their erotic interplay. Their chemistry was undeniable. The fact that she had initiated this encounter spoke volumes. It meant that Raku wanted the same thing - she desired him. "Fuck, I'm about to come!" Tom informed the Japanese woman.

Raku purred and tightened her grip around his waist. It was clear she had no intention of letting his impressive manhood leave her mouth. Tom admired her dedication as he gently ran his fingers through her thick hair. She responded by opening her mouth even wider to fully accommodate his penetration. Barely suppressing a loud groan, he climaxed into Raku's throat and oral cavity. Though she had prepared for it, it was still a challenge for her to swallow his entire load. Nevertheless, Raku displayed incredible stamina as she tried to savor every last drop. Afterwards, the two remained motionless in silence for a few moments.

Overwhelmed by the intensity of what had just transpired, Raku broke the silence first. "Thank you," she murmured softly, sounding genuinely grateful. Tom nodded and replied, "No problem." Now there was no doubt - Raku wanted him.


Chapter 4
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The next day, Tom ran into his tenant in the parking lot on his way to the gym. Rainer apologized profusely for falling asleep while Tom was still there. The blond, athletic man waved it off casually. He mentioned that the evening had been perfectly satisfactory and that he had enjoyed Raku's company and hospitality. Rainer felt relieved. The two men chatted briefly before parting ways. The young man went shopping, while his landlord lifted weights.

In the following days, Tom limited himself to observing the couple through the installed cameras. Raku seemed to blossom after their encounter in the bathroom. She bounced around the apartment and laughed more often than usual. Additionally, the young Japanese woman dressed more revealingly. Light, airy summer dresses replaced blouses and skirts. Her husband didn't seem to notice at all. What an idiot.

Then Wednesday arrived. That was typically the day of the week when Raku was home around noon. Tom seemingly ran into her on her way back from the gym. "Raku, what a surprise." He greeted the young woman warmly and, without asking, wrapped his right arm around her waist. Startled by the sudden closeness, she involuntarily flinched.

"Hello ..." she stammered, visibly thrown off balance by his unexpected advance. Tom grinned playfully and teased her. "How's it going?" he asked casually, steering her toward his apartment. Taken aback, Raku followed him, casting furtive glances at him while he brazenly squeezed her buttocks. The young Japanese woman was wearing a thong.

When they entered his apartment, Tom closed the door behind them. The blinds were drawn. The dim light from outside illuminated the room. Raku hesitated for a moment, uncertain if this was a good idea. But curiosity got the better of her, and she stepped closer to Tom. They stood face to face, both feeling each other's breath and heartbeat. The atmosphere was charged with sexual tension. Tom led her into his living room. It was modernly furnished with light gray furniture and charcoal-colored carpets.

Raku watched as Tom removed his clothing piece by piece, letting her gaze travel over his broad shoulders, muscular arms, slim waist, and strong legs. It was clear that she was aroused. "What are you waiting for, slut?!" Raku looked at Tom with a mix of concern and excitement. Nervously, she bit her lower lip, contemplating whether she wanted to go this far. Tom could see the struggle within her, the desire for satisfaction and the fear of infidelity. Whatever!

Tom grabbed her roughly, one hand on her ample breasts, while the fingers of the other hand disappeared into her eager pussy. Raku sighed with pleasure and reveled in the sensation. He kissed her passionately, thrusting his tongue aggressively into her mouth. She welcomed his intrusion, meeting his ardor with equal wildness. Their tongues wrestled; they shared their saliva. Their bodies writhed in a dance of desperate longing.

In response, Raku arched her back to press herself more firmly against Tom, seeking friction everywhere. He readily complied, increasing the rhythm of his caresses. Passion coursed through them both like an electric current.

Tom's dominant nature became evident as he took control of the situation. He pressed Raku, torso-first, onto the sofa. Her body trembled with anticipation. Raku surrendered entirely to his touch. Tom's large, rough hands wandered over her lithe curves, still shrouded by the short summer dress. Each caress ignited another fire beneath her skin. Her head fell back as he trailed his lips across her neck and collarbone, leaving goosebumps in his wake. Tom dominantly pulled the young woman's panties aside. "Please..." she pleaded in a quivering voice. The athletic man slapped her backside. "Not... without protection..." Raku tried to convince him. "My husband -" she attempted to say.

Tom dismissed her objection gruffly, uninterested in her husband. He ignored her plea and thrust forcefully into her wet sex. Raku cried out as the penetration sent shockwaves through her body. "Please..." she tried again. But Tom continued to drive into her powerfully, riding out the waves of her passion. "Adulterous sluts deserve to be fucked without protection!" he growled in her ear, penetrating deeper. Raku whimpered in assent, knowing full well what he said, yet unable to resist his advances. His words filled her with equal parts shame and arousal. Tom's harsh language matched the brutality of his movements. With each thrust, he claimed possession of her, branding her as his own. Her body ached under his heedless grip, yet craved more. His overwhelming manner awakened something primal within her.

Raku felt a sense of freedom and surrender in his embrace. Like a moth drawn to the flame, she could not resist his demands. By setting aside any guilt or remorse, she allowed herself to lose herself in his raw masculinity. As Tom penetrated her deeper, Raku clenched her teeth to keep from crying out. Each movement drove her into a frenzy of desire. The ecstasy of relinquishing control over her body to another proved addictive. Despite her initial reservations, she began to savor the loss of control. In the face of his claims of possession, Raku embraced the role of the submissive lover. Tom held her face in his large hands and forced four of his fingers into her open mouth as he thrust into Raku forcefully from behind. The young Japanese woman moaned extensively. Never before had Raku been treated so by a man; never had she felt such a large penis inside her; never had she experienced such intense lust.

The sensations building within her triggered a powerful orgasm that shot through her body. Her inner muscles clenched rapidly, drawing him deeper into her flesh. In ecstatic convulsion, Raku cried out incoherently, a blend of pain and euphoria. But she did not want this moment to end. Instead, she wanted more; she needed more. "Fuck me...Fuck me..." she screamed in pure, unadulterated lust, lost in the heat of the moment. Her wild cries echoed through the apartment and reverberated off the cold walls. Never before had she experienced anything like this. Raku was reborn, awakened to new, unknown desires. Her husband could never provide her with what she was now experiencing.

Regardless of how often they had slept together, nothing could compare to this intense connection. This intimate act elicited emotions whose existence within her she had been unaware of. Overwhelmed by a wave of gratitude and affection, Raku instinctively stroked between her legs, caressing his rock-hard, swollen erection and boiling testicles. Tom let out a deep groan, expressing his appreciation for her efforts. "Fuck... you deceitful bitch, I knew you had it in you!" Tom exclaimed in a lust-heavy voice. She could scarcely believe the intensity of her reaction. All the years spent dutifully obeying the rules of society and concealing her true nature had vanished, swept away by this storm of passion.

Tom continued to take possession of his prize, becoming faster and harder with each passing second. His thrusts grew more irregular, signaling his impending orgasm. Tom rasped hoarsely into her ear, "You're such a cheeky little slut, aren't you?" And Raku responded with a moaning affirmation. "Then take it as you deserve!" Tom commanded resolutely, pressing himself against her once more, penetrating her womb, and exploding within her. Searing ejaculations, mixed with fluids, shot out of him and into her depths. Together, they rode the wave of climax, spurt after spurt being pumped into her innermost being.

Potent, thick white seed, not the watery drips of her husband. Hot liquid, the proof of the forbidden affair, filled her belly. Tom let out a deep, satisfied sigh, his entire body trembling. Then he slowly withdrew from Raku and removed his still-hard member from her. For a brief moment, silence reigned, broken only by their labored breathing. She stared blankly ahead, trying to process what had happened, overwhelmed by the realization that this should never have occurred. Tom should not have come in here! What if she became pregnant?

Would her husband discover her infidelity? Would he cast her out? Could she leave him? Countless questions raced through Raku's mind as reality caught up with her. She had no answers. All she knew was that this day marked the beginning of a secret life that would forever alter her existence. Sweaty, exhausted, and disoriented, she sat there with a glazed look. She shifted uneasily and unconsciously rubbed her abdomen. Her thoughts turned to her future, and she wondered where all of this would lead.


Chapter 5
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The sun had risen early, casting its warm rays through the window and bathing the room in golden light. The bed sheets lay crumpled beside the bed, as the young couple had gotten too warm during the night. Raku had been awake early, her thoughts revolving around her landlord. She still couldn't believe what had happened yesterday! Her body trembled as she recalled the vivid memories of her passionate encounter with Tom. She shouldn't have gone that far. She had cheated on her husband! Worse still, she had unprotected sex and enjoyed it. What kind of woman does such a thing?

"Cheating sluts deserve to be fucked without protection," Raku heard Tom's voice in her head. He was right! She deserved it! She needed it! She craved it! This thrill, this feeling of being desired. It was intoxicating. In that moment, she understood why people sought affairs. Why they risked everything for the forbidden fruit. But then, a sharp pang of guilt suddenly washed over her. She had betrayed her loyal husband, to whom she had always promised to love and protect.

Regret and desire churned in her stomach, slowly morphing into anger. In truth, it was her husband's fault. If he had fulfilled his marital duties, she wouldn't have found herself in this predicament. If her husband had satisfied her, met her needs, and not left her longings unanswered, Reku wouldn't have needed another man. The thought burned in her heart like acid, corroding her conscience. Rainer deserved nothing better! She loved him, but he didn't fulfill her sexual needs. He was her provider, but she needed a lover. Although Raku's husband worked hard, he no longer satisfied her physically.

Rainer's alarm clock rang, jolting her out of her thoughts. As he did every morning, her husband immediately swung out of bed and disappeared into the bathroom. As soon as he was gone, Raku sighed heavily. Her thoughts kept drifting back to the events of the previous day—she felt her skin burning under her nightgown. But it was no longer a sign of arousal. She was needy. Her sensual being demanded attention. While her husband showered, Raku decided to comfort herself by preparing breakfast. Naked, she wrapped herself in her silky robe and enjoyed the feel of the light fabric against her hardened nipples. She went to the kitchen and began making breakfast.

Her husband often praised her cooking, though Raku sometimes wondered if he truly appreciated her efforts or simply took them for granted due to her cultural background.

Ten minutes later, the young couple sat together at the breakfast table. Rainer appeared refreshed and ready to tackle another busy day. In contrast, Raku remained silent, absentmindedly stirring her coffee while her other hand caressed her clitoris. Her husband was so preoccupied with himself that he didn't even notice. Raku began discreetly adjusting her position by tucking her feet firmly underneath her and spreading her thighs slightly wider than usual.

Unaware of what was going on with his wife, Rainer enthusiastically talked about his latest project, which was starting today. He focused entirely on discussing the new tasks awaiting him. The longer Raku listened, the heavier her breasts felt, yearning for stimulation. After what seemed like an eternity to Raku, her husband bid farewell with a kiss on her forehead and soon headed off to work. The young Japanese woman gasped for air in relief. She knew how wrong her behavior was. Yet, she also wanted to forget reality and lose herself in pleasure once more. However, she was aware that doing so could destroy her family. Raku struggled to resist the temptation, but as her lustful desire flared up again.

With trembling legs, Raku stood up and stepped onto the balcony, inhaling the air and letting it brush over her skin. Then she walked across the communal terrace to her landlord's door and knocked on the glass. All was silent. This time, she knocked louder. Finally, she saw movement. As the door opened, Tom appeared, dressed only in his underwear and disheveled. Before he fully understood, Raku grasped his wrist with her gentle, slender fingers. "Come with me...!" she said in a confident tone that surprised even herself. She wasn't asking. She was commanding.

Raku hurriedly led her landlord into the bedroom, pushed him onto the bed, and eagerly opened her silk robe. Tom gazed at her intently, his piercing eyes traveling over every curve of her well-formed body. Unable to restrain his own desire any longer, he quickly removed his underwear, and his impressive white member greeted Raku eagerly. Both knew that few words were needed here. Their bodies communicated more than words ever could. Raku climbed onto Tom, riding him skillfully with practiced ease. She lowered herself onto his erection, moaning softly at the familiar pressure against her walls. With her hands, she reached down to guide him deeper into her wetness as she arched her back to take him further. This was exactly what she needed now.

Raku threw her head back and let out a deep moan as Tom's impressive length filled her completely. She rocked her hips rhythmically against him, taking him deep within her. Each thrust made her inner walls massage his swollen shaft, sending electrifying shockwaves throughout her entire body. It was almost surreal how intensely her body responded to him, even though she was fully aware of the consequences of this forbidden affair.

Any rational thought process vanished in the face of pure animal instinct. Yet amidst these ecstatic moments, the disquieting knowledge of her disloyal actions continued to reverberate in her consciousness. Overwhelmed by the intensity of their connection, Raku called out Tom's name, her entire body trembling from the sensations pulsing within her. He answered her cries by pulling her firmly against him, preventing her from slipping away, their sweat-dampened palms intertwined. Today, Raku was not the one simply surrendering to this man; today, she was the conqueror. Fully aware of the price she would ultimately have to pay. She moved her hips powerfully, her heavy breasts swaying lustfully in rhythm. She wrapped her thighs around Tom's waist, holding him deep within her embrace. Their lips collided in an urgent outpouring of passion, their tongues dancing wildly. Her husband could never give her what she craved. And Raku knew this. "Fuuuuccccc...kkkkkk... this feels so good!"

Raku let out a loud cry and threw her head back. The sensation of Tom's thick shaft stretching her walls brought her immense pleasure. Each powerful thrust propelled her in a spiral toward climax. Her cries grew sharper as she neared her orgasm. "Oh God, yes, yes..." Her nails dug into Tom's shoulders, leaving small crescent-shaped markings. "Give me your seed!"

Raku commanded with full demand and hunger in her voice. Tom obeyed without hesitation and released a stream of hot semen deep within her. This was too much for the unfaithful wife. All her senses exploded with lust. By clenching his swollen shaft tighter, she held him in position until finally her orgasm reached its peak and she trembled violently. With a hoarse throat, her scream echoed through the room and beyond. Unbridled ecstasy consumed her, transforming her world into pure bliss.

After regaining her composure, Raku snuggled close to Tom, allowing her weary limbs to rest on his warm body. Her body still hummed with energy, and she couldn't help but bask in the afterglow of their union. Where would all this lead? What kind of mess was she creating here? She felt like an addict. No matter how often she told herself it wasn't worth it, her insatiable desires kept pulling her back to Tom. Just one more hit...

For hours, they coupled like rabbits. Tom thrust harder, faster, and deeper into her, stirring up places in her body that made her writhe and cry out. In the kitchen, on the dining table, in the hallway. No matter how often he spilled his seed within her, Tom seemed ready for another round. He relished seeing her succumb to lust over and over again. In fact, her appetite matched his own perfectly.

The day edged into the afternoon as they finally parted ways. Rainer would be home soon, and neither of them wanted to get caught. So, they spent the rest of the day separately, and Tom returned to his apartment.


Chapter 6
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Raku's heart skipped a beat as the first wave of morning sickness hit her. Nausea struck suddenly, leaving her dizzy and weak. Clutching her stomach, she struggled to keep her balance as her world spun. She barely made it to the bathroom before she vomited.

The sound of splashing filled the small space as Raku retched violently. After several minutes, the nausea subsided enough for her to stand up. She looked at her reflection. A slight discoloration was visible on her usually pale skin – her cheeks were flushed with embarrassment and fear. Damn it! She quietly counted the days backward in her head and realized her period was overdue. Cold sweat broke out on her skin. Pregnant? That can't be, she thought, trying to convince herself, even though she knew she had repeatedly taken Tom's seed.

If Raku was truly pregnant, it meant her husband couldn't possibly be the father of her child. She hadn't allowed him to touch her for months. Raku urgently needed to get a pregnancy test.

In her panic, she recalled a pharmacy just around the corner from her apartment. She hastily put on some clothes and rushed out into the fresh air. Her steps faltered briefly as she passed by Tom's place – a reminder of the mess she had gotten herself into. Feeling faint, she slowed her pace and focused on reaching the pharmacy. Once there, she nervously asked the cashier for a pregnancy test. To be safe, she bought three.

Clutching the tests tightly to her chest, she felt the weight of responsibility pressing heavily on her shoulders. If her suspicion proved true, it would be catastrophic. She needed clarity.

Raku entered her bathroom and locked the door behind her. She couldn't afford any interruptions at this moment. Despite her trembling hands, she managed to carefully open the packaging and extract the test kits without damage. As she approached the toilet bowl, she hesitated for a moment – she hadn't envisioned it happening like this. She swallowed hard and forced herself to focus. This was crucial; there could be no doubts or mistakes. Raku took a deep breath, calmed herself, and urinated on the tests. She held her breath and waited for the results. Seconds stretched into minutes, and her anxiety grew.

Finally, the first result turned out positive. Shortly after, the other two followed suit. The dreadful word flashed before Raku's eyes: pregnant. Everything she had feared had become terrifyingly real. All signs pointed to her carrying another man's child. Tom. Her betrayal was complete, and there was no turning back. Tears welled up in her eyes.

What should she do? How could she explain this to her husband? Or worse, how could she face Tom, especially since he felt so strongly connected to her? Raku sank to the floor, clenching her fists tightly as anger surged within her. In her mind, she replayed all those heated, erotic encounters with Tom, desperately searching for reasons why this shouldn't have happened, but ultimately found none. Maybe I should tell my husband everything, she thought bitterly. No, that was impossible. Raku shook her head violently, unable to accept the reality. She buried her face in her hands, tears streaming down her cheeks. How could she have been so foolish? So careless? These questions echoed incessantly in her mind like a mantra she no longer wanted to hear.

What kind of person was she? She had cheated on someone she claimed to love above all else and had an affair with another man. Not only that, but she had also become pregnant by this man. What now? Would her husband forgive her? Could she live with herself if he didn’t?

The more Raku thought about it, the more she was overwhelmed by rage! Her husband was fundamentally to blame for everything! She would never have ended up in this situation if he hadn’t been such a weakling and more like Tom. Her husband deserved to be cheated on by someone else! He deserved that she was carrying the child of a superior man! The thought of taking revenge on her husband by carrying the child ignited something wild in Raku. All she had to do was get into bed with him tonight and let him release his weak sperm into her. It would be easy for her to make him believe the child was his. Rainer was much too naive to even suspect it wasn’t his. Raku wiped the tears from her face, and a wicked grin spread across her lips.

She planned to exploit this situation to make her husband pay for his lack of attention. But first, she had to prepare for her role. She knew this would require effort, planning, and manipulation.

That evening, Raku donned her finest lingerie and applied alluring makeup. With clear intentions, she sauntered into the bedroom where her husband lay. As soon as he saw her, Rainer's gaze involuntarily fell upon her cleavage. "Darling, what's this all about?" he asked, his voice trembling. Raku held his gaze and approached him slowly, guiding her hand to his arm. "What do you think?" Raku asked coyly, raising an eyebrow.

Slowly, she removed her top, leaning forward and seductively revealing her ample bosom. With a fluid motion, she unfastened the hooks of her bra. With deliberate slowness, she let it slide down and presented him with her perfect, natural breasts.

Rainier could not help but stare. His body reacted automatically, aroused by the sensual movements of his wife. His ridiculous penis stood erect. It seemed to grow harder with each second he watched her undress. Raku barely noticed the swollen outline through his pajama pants. Nothing compared to Tom's gigantic member. She would hardly feel him inside her; of that she was convinced. The thought brought a smile to her face. This night would be remarkable. Tonight, her useless husband would sire a child. Or at least, he would believe he had.

Her deft fingers removed her undergarments before she lay down beside Rainier on the bed. With skilled movements, she unfastened his clothing. Casting him one final glance, she climbed atop him. His small shaft slid into her without difficulty, as she had been regularly stretched in recent weeks. "Darling, what's come over you today?" Rainier whispered softly as Raku gently engulfed him. Instead of answering, she kissed him passionately, maintaining the pretense, though Raku had no genuine interest in satisfying her husband. Instead, she focused on gently rocking her hips, feigning pleasure as convincingly as possible.

Rainier occasionally groaned, swept up in her performance. However, his stamina was unimpressive. It seemed he would reach his climax very soon. And then it happened...


Chapter 7
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As Tom intently listened to Raku's confession, an erection formed beneath his boxers. It wasn't just the thrill of hearing news about the woman he desired – it was the chance to further humiliate her feeble husband.

Tom admired Raku's courage in telling him that he was the father of her child. Although the blonde man wasn't shocked, he had been working towards this from the very beginning. From the first moment of their affair, he had envisioned this outcome as the ultimate revenge on Rainer and as proof of his dominance over them both.

Yes, his seed would father his lover's future offspring, regardless of whether the husband would ever find out. That alone was already a victory. Tom grinned devilishly. The fact that Raku herself had decided to pass the child off as her husband's was the cherry on top. Rainer was so gullible that he immediately believed he was the father! Wasn't that delightful? Tom's sly heartbeat quickened with excitement. The entire scenario was unfolding even better than in his darkest fantasies. Despite his cruel nature, Tom reveled in finding himself in this sadistic game. He had spent many sleepless nights planning moments like these, weaving the perfect intrigue, and manipulating the people around him like chess pieces.

In that moment, he felt more alive than ever before. The notion that Rainer, in complete ignorance, believed he was the father while Tom pulled the strings behind the scenes filled him with a dark satisfaction. It was a sense of superiority that coursed through him, a triumph only he fully comprehended. And as he stood there listening to Raku's confession, he knew this was just the beginning. More plans were already taking shape in his mind, additional steps to solidify his power and extend his control.

* * *

Two weeks later, Rainer invited Tom out for a drink. There was something to celebrate. That fool. Naturally, Tom accepted the invitation, and the two men sat together on the terrace later that evening, where the young husband shared the good news with him. Rainer looked happy and proud as he announced the upcoming addition to their family.

Tom stifled a laugh at his tenant's ignorance; he had no idea it wouldn't be Rainer's blood flowing through the veins of their unborn child. Instead, he patted him on the back appreciatively. "Wow, you really put in the effort! The other day, I heard you both through the wall." Rainer's face turned red. "I'm sorry if we disturbed you." He placed an apologetic hand on Tom's shoulder. "But can you imagine that I'm going to be a father?!" he exclaimed proudly.

Tom laughed heartily, playing along with Rainer's cluelessness. "Don't worry about it," he said casually. "Enjoy being a father, but remember, this might not be the only one in the future!" His laughter grew louder as he thought about his own plans. A few months ago, he had taken in Raku and Rainer as tenants, precisely for this moment. Still, Tom wondered how far he could push the game.

He was immediately pulled from his thoughts when Raku joined the two men. "Here comes my beautiful pregnant wife!" Rainer announced loudly, pulling Raku into a protective embrace. His face beamed with happiness and joy—a pure paternal instinct kicking in. Unbeknownst to him, he owed his impending fatherhood to someone else. Tom could barely contain his excitement as he sipped his whiskey.

“Congratulations, Raku, on your pregnancy; your husband couldn't be happier!” Tom declared. The Japanese wife caressed her belly. “I hope the baby will be as handsome as his father!” she replied, giving Tom a tender look that went unnoticed by her husband.

They were playing a dangerous game. Secretly flirting was one thing; doing it right under Rainer's nose was another. The thrill made it irresistible. Just imagine the look on his face when he discovers the truth. Would he feel betrayed, angry, or perhaps grateful that he didn't end up with a child conceived under false pretenses? These questions occupied the blond man as he savored his glass of whiskey.

With a self-satisfied smile, Tom watched the interaction between the two individuals. Raku lovingly embraced her husband while maintaining eye contact. Her seductive gaze seemed to penetrate Rainer, conveying secrets, desires, and lies that he couldn't comprehend.


Chapter 8
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As the weeks passed, a slight baby bump became visible on Raku. It was thrilling to watch the Japanese housewife as her body gradually transformed. Her once firm skin around the waist became a bit looser, revealing the beginnings of a growing maternal curve. Conversely, her already ample breasts started to enlarge due to the new weight, becoming heavier and more alluring with each passing week. The changes captivated Tom and fueled his desire for her even more passionately. Every morning, he eagerly anticipated the sight of Raku's expanding belly. The Japanese wife felt the same way. She craved attention more than ever before.

Every touch of her changing body drove her wild. Their encounters were now marked by urgency and a primal need, fearing that the secret behind her growing form might be uncovered. Instead of quenching their thirst, each meeting left them with even more desire. They knew the risks; the threat of discovery hung heavily in the air. They worried less about the husband and more about the other household members. Living in close quarters meant frequent encounters with neighbors. Curious neighbors, suspicious acquaintances—everything posed a potential risk of exposure. Yet, this danger only made the whole situation more thrilling. Fortunately, there was still plenty of time to relish this excitement.

Rainer continued to work overtime, providing Tom and Raku with ample opportunities to indulge in their passions. This afternoon was no different. After hours of solitude, Raku grew increasingly restless. Her desire for physical satisfaction had reached its peak after she had spent time washing, hanging, and ironing clothes.

It was already past five, and Rainer was still not home. He was working late again to earn a bit more money. Raku bit her lower lip, considering whether she could go to Tom for a quick release. Just to get it out of her system. Just a brief satisfaction. But it was risky. Her husband could come home and find the house empty. What would she tell him if she returned? Could she come up with a convincing excuse for why she was out?

Perhaps she should leave a message. But that might raise too many questions. No, it was probably safer not to leave any note. What if her husband asked about it later? Should she send him a text? Or maybe give him a quick call? If only he could understand her need for sex. No matter what decision she made, it would always remain hidden. Taking a deep breath, she decides to take the risk. It was worth the chance to experience Tom's embrace today.

Raku made sure to lock the door before leaving the apartment. The Japanese woman looked around to see if anyone was in the hallway and quickly rang the neighbor's doorbell. Then she knocked twice so Tom would know it was her. Inside, the German quickly opened the door.

The man's gaze fell upon Raku, who wore a thin white summer dress. His eyes wandered downward, and he studied her protruding belly. With a grin, he let her enter. "You're running late today; your husband could be home soon," he teased her. His hands playfully caressed her curves, eliciting a moan from the expectant mother. "My husband can go hang," Raku responded passionately. She pulled him closer, her lips parted, ready for his kiss. Without hesitation, Tom sealed his mouth over hers. The familiarity of their connection sent waves through Raku's entire body. His firm, masculine hands held her tightly against him, their bodies pressed closely together.

Raku whispered hoarsely, her voice deep and rough with anticipation, "Take me like a bitch in heat in the living room." Tom was pleased to oblige her request. He grasped the wife's slender neck and firmly guided her towards the living room. His grip was gentle enough not to harm her delicate skin, yet forceful enough to assert his dominance over her completely. His fingers around her exposed neck sent shivers through her, reminding her who held the power in this relationship.

Slowly, Raku sank to her knees. Her body trembled as Tom removed his pants, revealing his erect phallus. She felt the heat radiating from him, and her breath caught in her throat. She wanted him, needed him. Raku gradually bent forward, spreading her legs and presenting her most intimate area to him.

The Japanese housewife stretched out without hesitation. She offered him her entire body, eager to fulfill both their needs. As Raku knelt on the floor, her heart raced with excitement. This was something entirely different from anything she had experienced with her husband. Here there were no inhibitions, nothing was taboo. Her alluring backside filled his hands, and Raku felt his shaft penetrate her most intimate area.

Her vagina was too tight for his impressive masculinity, but thanks to her arousal, her walls expanded remarkably with each thrust. Raku writhed with desire, every nerve fiber seeming to come alive under his touch. There was an undeniably thrilling aspect to submitting completely to this powerful, virile man again and again. Tom adored her vagina! It was soft and elastic like a Japanese rice cake. Tom pressed his palms into Raku's supple buttocks and thrust forcefully into her warmth. The wife lowered her head, her dark hair concealing her face.

Tom knew from experience that she enjoyed it. He did not need to see her pretty face. Her unbridled arousal was conveyed through the sounds that escaped her lips. Each groan and whimper confirmed the depth of satisfaction their encounters brought her. Tom himself savored these moments just as much. He was delighted to hear her express herself so freely, knowing how much she desired him, despite her marital status. Nevertheless, Tom did not take her as roughly as before the pregnancy. He did not want to harm Raku or the baby. The Japanese woman was to carry his child and not lose it just because they made love too violently. But it was difficult to resist her seductive body, begging for roughness and dominance.

After they had made love intensely for several minutes, Raku cried out in ecstasy as her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave. She writhed beneath Tom, her body tensing with each contraction. When it finally subsided, she collapsed in exhaustion, breathing heavily. Her damp hair clung to her forehead, and a light blush covered her pale skin. The lustful look in her eyes said it all. She knew Tom was not yet satisfied.

Raku led him to the sofa, her legs still trembling, and pressed him into the cushions with a passionate kiss. Slowly, she worked her way down his muscular body with her mouth. Raku left moist kisses along his abdominal muscles down to the beautiful penis that had given her a child.

Her tongue glided over the smooth skin of his member, and she explored every nook and cranny with fervent intensity. The sensation of his aroused state further heightened her own desire. With licking, sucking, and caressing, Raku demonstrated her skills as an adept lover, eliciting growls and sighs of appreciation from her partner. Her nimble fingers played teasingly with his testicles, while her tongue danced around the tip of his shaft. Tom closed his eyes to fully immerse himself in the sensations. He lay relaxed, allowing the sensory impressions to wash over him. Raku sucked him in with the intensity of a vacuum cleaner along his entire length. She knew precisely how to pleasure him. His hips began to move involuntarily. Her tongue and lips moved with precision over every inch of his penis, imbuing their interaction with an unexpected erotic note.

Sensing his control slipping, Tom roughly grasped Raku's hair and pulled her face deeper into his lap. His voice grew hoarse as he commanded, "Swallow it." Raku obediently nodded. Firmly held by his hand, she buried her face between his thighs. Tom granted her the privilege of tasting him as he released his load into her throat. She eagerly gulped down every drop, hoping for another flavor of him. After a few moments, Raku released Tom's now flaccid penis and licked her lips clean of the semen. "Thank you for the meal," she teased him playfully with a wink. Tom laughed, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "No problem, my dear," he said, affectionately brushing the hair behind her ear. "But you should go before your husband gets home," Tom gently suggested.

Raku nodded in agreement, quickly fixing her dress and hair before lightly striding back to her apartment. She was relieved to see that Rainer had not yet arrived. Good, that would spare her the need to make excuses for her outing. Barely had she seated herself on the sofa and turned on the television when she heard her husband at the front door. That had been a close call.

Rainer greeted his wife cheerfully, kissed her passionately, and then headed toward the bathroom. However, he was slightly puzzled by the salty taste on her lips.


Chapter 9
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In the dimly lit waiting room, Raku fidgeted restlessly in her seat. Her growing belly made sitting uncomfortably tight, especially since the space around her felt increasingly cramped. When she glanced at her reflection in the window pane beside her, she couldn't help but notice how much her appearance had changed. Even though it was getting harder to ignore the alterations in her body, they still felt surreal. She was pregnant with another man's child. She looked at her husband Rainer, who sat across from her, and he had no idea. What a pitiful man he was! Raku thought bitterly, sinking deeper into her chair. Rainer believed he was going to be a father – but that would never happen.

Her feelings toward her husband shifted rapidly during the pregnancy. She began to see him differently, unable to accept his innocence. They used to be so close, sharing dreams and goals. Now, bitterness seeped into her soul. Every time she looked at him, the expectant mother questioned what she had ever seen in him. How had she ended up with such a weak man? Raku couldn't comprehend why she had agreed to marry him. Their love life had always been lukewarm, nothing extraordinary or passionate to justify her commitment. And yet, despite all the warning signs, she had somehow fallen for him. Perhaps it was because Rainer had shown deep care for her during their studies and had repeatedly proven to be a loyal friend. She had been young and naive; now, he felt like a weight on her leg.

Tom was entirely different. Strong, confident, dominant. These traits drew Raku to him immensely. Every touch from him sent electric shocks through her body. She longed for his presence. To seduce him. From the bottom of her heart, Raku was glad that Tom was the biological father of her child. She couldn't imagine carrying the baby of such a weakling as her husband. Before Raku could dwell on her dark thoughts further, she was called into the examination room.

Shortly after, her doctor entered the room with a friendly smile. Mrs. Hansen had been recommended to her. Raku lay on her back on the table. The white cloth wrapped around her belly, highlighting the curve of her pregnant stomach. Dr. Hansen gently applied the gel for the ultrasound.

Raku briefly closed her eyes and absorbed every sensation. The gentle touch of fingers on her abdomen, followed by the cool contact of the probe, filled her with strange, new emotions. Pregnant women often claimed to experience heightened awareness of their bodies, a connection to their unborn children that went beyond mere flesh. For Raku, it went even further. She felt connected not only to her baby but also to the lover whose DNA had contributed to its creation. With the utmost care, the doctor placed the ultrasound probe on Raku's belly and moved it gently until the screen revealed the outline of a tiny human form in the darkness of her womb. The soft hum of the device created a soothing rhythm as it captured the first image of the fetus.

Dr. Hansen observed silently and adjusted the probe to ensure an optimal view. After a few minutes, the image became clearer, allowing everyone in the room to get a detailed look at the growing child inside Raku. The young woman's hands trembled slightly, both nervous and excited to see her unborn son. This was indeed the ultimate confirmation of her secret affair, a physical manifestation of her forbidden romance. The image on the screen showed an almost perfect view of the baby, curled up comfortably in its temporary home.

Dr. Hansen pointed out various features and explained that the child was developing well and should be born healthy and strong. Raku nodded, a mix of relief and joy on her face. Dr. Hansen continued to discuss typical growth patterns in unborn children and provided reassuring explanations about any concerns regarding the baby's size or shape. As the appointment progressed, Raku asked several questions about prenatal care, dietary restrictions, and potential complications. Dr. Hansen answered patiently and addressed each concern in detail. Finally, the doctor concluded the examination and suggested a follow-up appointment in six weeks.

As they left the clinic, Raku squinted in the bright sunlight, feeling a mix of relief and excitement, having finally seen her baby. Rainer walked beside her, blissfully unaware, simply happy. A son! The young husband could hardly wait to tell Tom. Over the past few months, they had become the best of friends. During his school years, he was constantly bullied by boys his size, but Tom was different. From the start, he had been kind and helpful, always there when they needed something.

Meanwhile, Raku sat quietly in the car, contemplating these revelations. It was impossible for Rainer to handle the truth. Their marriage, built on a lie, would surely collapse once he discovered the terrible reality of the child's origins.


Chapter 10
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It was a beautiful summer day when Tom, Raku, and Rainer drove together to a lake. The idea had come up two days earlier, and the blond man had proposed they simply take a trip. Rainer had gratefully agreed.

After about an hour, they reached their destination. The lake was stunning and featured a fantastic dock. The weather was perfect: blue skies, bright sunshine, and still comfortably warm temperatures.

After spreading out their blanket, they quickly changed, and Tom carried their items from the car to their spot. Rainer noticed that he and Tom were wearing identical swim trunks. However, there was a significant difference: while Rainer's swim trunks were modestly filled, Tom's seemed ready to burst at the seams. His genitalia were prominently outlined in the tight swim trunks. Seeing this, Rainer had to swallow hard and initially felt a bit intimidated.

Raku was a sight to behold; she wore her long black hair loose and was dressed in a black bikini. She proudly showcased her baby bump. Her pregnancy breasts filled the top stunningly. Tom would have loved to seduce the Japanese woman right away, but he had to restrain himself as long as Rainer was nearby. Surely, there would be a suitable opportunity later. Raku felt similarly; she would have preferred to spend the day alone with Tom. However, that would have been too conspicuous.

Carefully, she applied sunscreen to her baby bump, then to her arms and chest. These had become heavier and started to change in the past few weeks. There was no doubt she had reached the final trimester of her pregnancy.

Raku waited for Rainer to go into the water so she could ask him to apply sunscreen to her legs and back. Naïve as her husband was, he suggested that Tom could handle it instead; he preferred swimming. Their landlord was, of course, more than happy to oblige. With strong hands, he skillfully massaged the sunscreen into every inch of her slender legs. In the process, he provocatively grazed the insides of her thighs and brushed his fingers over her labia, eliciting a cautious moan from Raku.

Just as she was getting into it, he suddenly paused and suggested they continue with her back. "But..." protested Raku, yet Tom was insistent. "We're not alone here; other beachgoers are nearby." Her lover was right; they couldn't let themselves go in such a public setting. Tom spent the next few minutes applying sunscreen to Raku's back until her husband returned. With a gentle pat, he finished applying the sunscreen, leaving a lingering sensation where his fingers had been just moments before.

Surrounded by other swimmers, Tom noticed the glances being thrown their way. Some were a mix of envy and admiration; others seemed to wonder who among the three belonged to whom. Tom had to admit they did present an odd picture. Here was the stunning pregnant Asian woman, and there were the athletic giant and the skinny companion. Indeed, this trio looked quite intriguing.

They continued to spend time at the lake, swimming and chatting. Although Raku wished for more privacy to express herself physically with Tom, she understood the need for caution.

She knew how much Rainer valued the friendship of their intermediary, even though he had no clue about the true nature of their relationship. For the moment, it was important to maintain appearances. Tom recognized the longing in Raku's eyes. Although she kept her composure, he noticed she desperately needed it. Time to take action. “Who wants ice cream?” Tom suggested casually. The ruse worked perfectly, and Raku smiled gratefully. Shortly after, the two walked away while Rainer stayed behind to watch over their belongings.

Tom gazed at Raku knowingly. "Let's seize our opportunity," he whispered meaningfully. Fully comprehending his intent, Raku nodded eagerly. They hurried to the nearest wooden changing booth. Out of sight of curious eyes, Raku pulled down the bottom of her bikini, bent forward, and braced her hands against the wooden wall, spreading her legs. Tom trailed his finger along her skin, embraced her waist, and smiled tenderly.

Raku closed her eyes and savored the sensation of being touched by someone who truly desired her body. With a hint of arousal in her voice, she said, "Take me now..." Tom readily complied with her request. He pulled down his swim trunks, stroked his impressive manhood a few times, and then entered Raku's eager sex. She welcomed him enthusiastically, enveloping his hard shaft with her soft lips to muffle a moan.

In response, Tom gently threaded his fingers through her hair to gain a better grip, and his movements quickened as he found the rhythm. Their passionate exchange remained unnoticed amidst the boisterous laughter of the nearby picnicking families, which thrilled Raku with the knowledge that there were people around while her hungry sex was being filled. It was deliciously scandalous and perilous, bordering on exhibitionism. Raku relished having sex in such public places - it was wonderfully forbidden.

Raku savored each thrust, craving to feel Tom's possession deep within her. Meanwhile, her fingers dug into the wooden surface. Their pace gradually increased, fueled by the awareness that discovery could happen at any moment, sending waves of arousal through their bodies.

Here is the text rephrased:

Despite the peril and taboo nature of their encounter, an undeniable magic lingered between them. Tom rammed his shaft into Raku's now overheated sex with fervor. Her wet walls gripped his throbbing member tightly, like a velvet glove. Both their hearts raced with anticipation. This heightened Raku's arousal exponentially. Every part of her yearned for release - her aching nipples, her pulsing clitoris, and above all, her desperate sex. Sexual desire coursed through her veins, making her head spin and heart pound. Her orgasm drew nearer, ever closer. Together, they ascended to ecstasy. Raku's entire world narrowed to the sensual connection she shared with Tom, oblivious to all else around them. Their ardent embrace only amplified the growing need for fulfillment reverberating through her body.

Raku's arousal escalated with each powerful thrust from Tom. Her body burned with desire, on the cusp of climax. Every stroke hit her sensitive spot, further intensifying her lust. Despite her urgency, she held back, unwilling to lose control. The possibility of discovery only fueled her passion further. Her orgasm washed over her as she felt his hot seed fill her. God, she loved going bare, what a wanton woman she was.

After they both regained their composure, they hastily made their way to retrieve the ice. Five minutes later, they returned with their husband. As they handed him the ice, he thanked them, unaware of their secret tryst. He did not perceive the strong scent of fresh sex emanating from Raku and Tom. However, Rainer wondered why it had taken so long and why his wife appeared fatigued, attributing it to her pregnancy and the weather.


Chapter 11
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While Tom assembled the crib and installed the shelves, he noticed Raku watching him with an admiring gaze. The blonde man had spent the entire day working in the nursery. First, he had painted the walls blue, then he had carried Katon's furniture into the room. Tom himself had donated half of the table to Raku and her husband. He saw how much she appreciated it, especially since Rainer was a disappointment both in craftsmanship and in bed. The expectant mother could always rely on Tom. Perhaps it was also fate that the father of her child was ultimately the man of the house; he was the one building the nursery. Lately, Raku had often wondered how her life would have turned out if she had met Tom in Japan instead of Rainer. What would her life look like?

What kind of future would she have shared with the man before her? If Raku could travel back in time, would she make a different choice? This thought often occupied her mind. However, reality was different, and at least Raku was glad to have met him in this life.

Despite her marriage, Tom had given her the stability and security she had longed for. He proved to be reliable, supportive, understanding, and empathetic to her situation. She couldn't say the same about her husband. Her body cried out for relief, and the stronger the desire became, the more Raku knew she needed to act soon to fulfill her needs—needs her husband simply couldn't meet. During her time with Tom, she had become increasingly aware of her own sexuality. She was not the respectable wife she had always thought herself to be, but a sexually driven woman whose desires needed to be satisfied.

As the afternoon progressed, she began toying with the idea of seducing Tom once more. She leaned against the door frame of the nursery, her heavy breasts resting on her enormous pregnant belly. In the meantime, Raku had already received an approximate due date. According to the calendar, the expected date was September 18. They still had more than five weeks before the baby arrived. And now, after countless hours over the past eight months spent fantasizing about giving birth to her child out of wedlock, the time was almost here. Although Raku hadn't faced much deprivation during her pregnancy, she looked forward to the delivery. The only concern the Japanese woman had was what would happen with her and Tom after the birth. Raku had read that some men lose sexual interest in a woman after the first child is born. Would that happen to them? Would Tom lose his sexual interest in her?

Would their unique arrangement crumble under the pressure after the birth? These doubts gnawed at Raku, casting dark shadows over her joyful expectations. Yet deep down, she trusted that their bond—the love and desire that connected them—was stronger than that. Despite these concerns, Raku felt her longings surge within her—a fierce hunger that burned with intensity.

She would strive to remain attractive to him after the birth. Raku had resolved to exercise regularly in the future. Following the delivery, she planned to take even better care of herself than before. This included yoga, running, and swimming. She believed this would further strengthen her body, improve her appearance, and maintain her sexual allure. Additionally, she hoped that regular exercise might ease her anxieties about her relationship with Tom. Consistent workouts meant quality time with Tom and helped foster deeper connections beyond their physical intimacy.

She had also decided to get a small tattoo. Directly over her heart, prominently displayed in her décolletage. A spade tattoo with the initials T and R. Only her beloved and she would know the true meaning. Since their son was to be named Teiko and her husband's name began with R, no one would suspect it stood for Tom and Raku. It would represent a private connection between them, a secret language that spoke volumes without words.

She stood gloriously behind her lover, nestling into his neck. Her fingers slowly wandered across his broad shoulders. Her touch caused goosebumps on his skin and quickened his breath. In response, Tom gently caressed her smooth, bare legs. His strong hands glided over her soft thighs, eliciting waves of desire throughout her body. "Come with me..." Raku whispered softly. There was a tenderness in her gaze as she offered him her hand. Tom gazed deeply into her hazel eyes and took her proffered hand.

Raku led him into her bedroom. The expectant mother kissed him gently on the lips. Tom realized that she wanted something different from him today. It was not about hot, passionate sex; she wanted to make love with him for the first time. The blonde man caressed Riku's body tenderly and kissed her slender neck affectionately. The two took their time. They neither rushed nor put themselves under pressure, but let their sensual exploration unfold naturally. Slowly, they undressed and sank onto the large bed. Tom caressed every inch of Raku's body with care and devotion.

The blonde man tenderly caressed her ample breasts, savoring the warmth and firmness of her supple flesh. Her nipples were rock hard, and a drop of mother's milk formed at their tips. With gentle determination, Tom leaned down and licked the liquid with his tongue. Raku's heart skipped a beat, and she felt her body suffused with a blissful sensation she had never experienced before. The expectant mother carefully guided his face closer to her breasts, so he could fully savor them. As Raku felt the moist sensation of his mouth, she closed her eyes in delight. The more he suckled, the more mother's milk filled his mouth. An involuntary moan escaped her throat. Meanwhile, his strong hands roamed her body, eliciting further pleasurable sighs from the pregnant woman.

Gently, she guided Tom into the pillows and climbed atop him. Her moist slit brushed against his erection. Both trembled with arousal. Though they had lain together countless times, they felt nervous. This time, something was different. It was more intimate and familiar. Slowly and tenderly, Raku allowed Tom's erection to slide into her. The sensation was indescribable and simply right. The Japanese woman rode him in a slow, sensual tempo.

Her pregnant body swayed sensually, as individual droplets of milk dripped from her taut nipples. She moaned softly and passionately. Her hazelnut-brown eyes were filled with nothing but love.

With each thrust, she brought Tom closer to the edge of the abyss. Each time he penetrated her tight slit, she whispered his name and other loving things in pure satisfaction. Raku's eyes fluttered open, revealing the depth of her emotions as she reached her climax. She simply swept Tom away with her. She kissed him gently and lovingly as his hot seminal flood spread within her.

They made love for the first time truly, and a powerful bond formed between them. With tears on her cheeks, Raku embraced Tom and experienced the deepest sense of belonging she had ever known.


Chapter 12
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Raku clung to Tom's hand as she lay weakened on the delivery room table. With each painful contraction that surged through her body, she gripped his hand tighter. His rough palm was a stark contrast to her warm, soft skin. Every passing second took its toll on her body. Sweat dripped from her forehead, and thick strands of her black hair stuck to her face. Despite the throbbing agony coursing through her veins, she refused to succumb to fear.

Indeed, Raku drew from her reserves of courage, finding comfort and determination in the warm hand clasping hers. Each time another wave of intense pain hit, she pushed it aside and told herself she could do it. With gritted teeth, Raku endured the pain, drawing deeply from her reservoir of strength. This birth proved to be extremely challenging. Yet the knowledge that she was doing this both for the new life in her womb and for her beloved fortified her resolve. Every push and effort was a testament to her dedication and commitment.

Throughout the labor, the nurses attended to her with gentle care, encouragement, and professionalism. Their words lifted Raku's spirits and reminded her she was strong enough to endure the pain. Amidst the relentless waves of suffering that coursed through her body, Raku's gaze drifted to Tom. She felt his presence keenly. There was a silent exchange between them, an invisible bond that connected their hearts amid the chaos.

Earlier that morning, her water had broken, and Tom had swiftly taken her to the hospital. Meanwhile, her husband was at work, unaware of what was happening. Tom remained by her side throughout the entire procedure, offering her constant reassurance and comfort.

Whenever the doctor occasionally instructed Raku to push, Tom held her hand tightly, providing a sense of security. During the quieter moments, he whispered tender compliments in her ear, reminding her that she was brave and strong, capable of handling anything ahead. His constant presence filled her heart with gratitude and strengthened their bond. She was glad Rainer wasn't by her side. This moment belonged solely to her and the biological father of her child.

No one else mattered now. It was fitting that Raku experienced her most significant moment of vulnerability alone with the person whose seed had grown within her. Although childbirth was painful, she embraced the discomfort and welcomed it into her life.

The nurses guided her breathing and supported her through each wave of pain that coursed through her body. They were calm, steadfast companions who soothed her mind with gentle words and reassurances. As the intensity of the contractions increased, Raku surrendered fully to the process, accepting the pain as part of the natural cycle of creation. She focused solely on bringing new life into the world, allowing the primal force of nature to direct her will.

The doctor urged Raku to push once more. With all her remaining strength, she obeyed the command and felt the familiar burning sensation radiate through her lower abdomen, tears streaming down her cheeks. Then it was over. A boy was born! Raku sank back, exhausted but triumphant.

A newborn entered the world, a tiny cry filling the room with wonder. Tears flowed freely from Raku's eyes as she gazed down at her baby, marveling at the sight of her child cradled safely in the doctor's arms. As the atmosphere shifted from chaos to calm, relief washed over Raku's body, dissolving the last remnants of stress and pain.

With the weight of motherhood on her shoulders, Raku turned to Tom. Their eyes met, sharing a mutual sense of awe and amazement. In those eyes was an unspoken understanding of the profound responsibility that awaited them. Now, standing beside her, he seemed even more present, even more impressive. Yet instead of instilling fear, this only heightened his allure and deepened Raku's admiration for him. Tom appeared more masculine, powerful, and protective.

Twenty minutes later, Rainer arrived at the hospital, brimming with excitement. Upon entering the room where Raku was recuperating, he eagerly approached her bed. "Is everything alright?" he asked with concern. Raku offered a faint smile and nodded. When Rainer noticed how exhausted she looked, he understood the seriousness of the situation and refrained from asking too many questions. Instead, he took her hand, intertwining his fingers with hers. As he gazed at Raku's pale face, he noticed tears streaming down her cheeks. Confused, he asked, "Are you okay?" Raku sniffled, trying to hold back her tears. Slowly nodding, she managed to say, "Everything went well. We just welcomed our new family member." Her voice trembled slightly, revealing the depth of her emotions. Rainer appeared relieved and a bit astonished. He reached for the bundle wrapped in blankets nearby and carefully lifted his newborn son.

A mix of pride and concern coursed through Rainer as he looked at the delicate features of his firstborn. Holding Teiko close to his chest, he felt an overwhelming surge of happiness. He understood that his role in raising this child would be immense but uncertain. He didn't want to let anyone down—especially not himself or his wife, Raku.

Tom firmly placed his hand on Rainer's shoulder, offering his support. "Welcome to parenthood. May your marriage be blessed with many more children!" he said confidently...

The End?


Bonus Content

Breeding Bull and Hucows 3 - The Urge of Temptation

The sun rose on the horizon as a radiant orb of molten gold and cast its first warm rays over the green landscape. The morning mist, not unusual for this time of year, swirled around the sturdy trunks of the old oaks. The sunlight cut through the haze to illuminate the glorious abundance of nature. Joern strode across the farmyard, his massive form casting a striking silhouette against the horizon.

His enormous tail swayed with each step between his legs, and his full, heavy testicles slapped against his thighs with each step as the breeding bull, naked as he was, walked toward the farmhouse on the other side of the yard. Joern had just finished his morning round. He had greeted the staff responsible for the smooth running of the farm and was finally ready for breakfast.

When he entered the house, he found it dark and deserted. Joern still found it strange to live here all alone. Almost three months ago, his good friend and mentor, Thomas Soll, had unexpectedly passed away.

Joern had inherited the farm from him and had been taking care of the valuable Hucows ever since. Each day, he checked the place, observed the herd, and made sure they were healthy and happy.

Under Thomas Soll, the farm had become known for producing high-quality milk and other dairy products, and Joern had no intention of changing that. Nevertheless, the responsibility weighed heavily on his broad shoulders. Being a breeding bull was one thing, but being responsible for the staff, the Hucows, and everything else on the farm was quite another.

Running something so big and keeping it profitable was a strange feeling. Thomas had taught him a lot over the years, but Joern had never expected to become his own boss one day. To top it off, the government had contacted him and wanted to pay him a visit today. He felt uneasy, even though it was supposedly just a routine check to see if all the standards for keeping Hucows were being met.

There was really nothing to worry about, as Joern followed the rules and did everything the way he had been taught. Still, he couldn't shake the uneasy feeling in his stomach. It was the first inspection of the Hucow farm since the death of Thomas Soll.

Joern put on the coffee and then began frying bacon and eggs. The sizzling sound was comforting, filling the air with tempting aromas. Joern liked simple meals like this, especially when he was stressed.

With a full plate, he sat down at the kitchen table. He ate slowly, savoring every bite. The salty taste of the bacon mixed well with the flavor of the fried eggs. For a normal person, this portion would have been excessively large: six eggs and twelve slices of bacon, but for a breeding bull, it was just normal.

When Joern had finished breakfast, he went to his bedroom to put on a pair of loose jogging pants and a white muscle shirt. Although it was common for breeding bulls to walk around naked, he was now also a farm owner. Joern wanted to make a good impression on the inspectors. That's how Thomas Soll had always done it, and the breeding bull followed his example. It didn't matter that Joern hated wearing clothes since his transformation. Ultimately, he didn’t know how the inspectors would react if he stood before them naked.

Would they find it unprofessional, or would they respect a part of his lifestyle as a breeding bull? Joern wasn't sure. So, to be safe, he would simply not take any risks, no matter how much he wanted to spend the whole day naked.

Continue reading…
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Thank you for reading "Japanese Allure: Wife on the Loose". Whether you purchased this erotic novel or read it through KND Read, thank you for your support. Readers like you allow me to continue my hobby while raising my children alone. Because the book market is highly competitive, I would be delighted if you would give this book a good rating.
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