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Chapter One

Deeply immersed in one of my wild sexual fantasies, I didn't hear Jada when she called my name the first, the second, or probably the third time. Only when she snapped her fingers in front of my face and practically shouted did I hear her. "Hey… Mr. Jones. You're working late."

My last weekend as a bachelor would begin as soon as I finished this damn project. Most likely, it wouldn't be as sexually charged as my fantasy; I'm sure I'd chicken out. I usually do; usually, that is.

This was my last weekend as Jennifer, and it began as soon as I wrapped this project up, and I'll never finish the damn thing if I don't actually work on it and quit fantasizing about getting used like a whore. That fantasy is just that – a dream that'll never happen. Being treated like a whore was one of the wilder fantasies and even the more restrained secret desires I had I only acted on twice. Both times, someone pushed me into doing them, and I don't expect to meet anyone that will force me into becoming a hooker for the weekend. Nope, this weekend was going to be retrained, and I swore I'd just get dolled up, have a few drinks with my crossdresser friends, head back to the hotel suite I rented, and jack off to porn.

Jada, a tall, solidly built black woman, emptied the trash can next to my desk. Then asked. "Doing anything special this weekend, Mr. Jones?"

I blushed, and my mind flooded with self-loathing – why did it feel so good to dress in women's clothes? Naomi, my fiancee, soon-to-wife, simply would disapprove of what I planned to do this weekend  –  this weekend would be my last time as Jennifer.

I looked at the time on my laptop for the hundredth time. It was late, almost seven. God, I was looking forward to getting out of here. But I had to finish this damn project before leaving for the weekend.

After I made the magical transformation into Jennifer, I was off to meet my crossdresser girlfriends at a local gay bar. After a few drinks and gossip about girly stuff, I'll retire for the evening to my fancy hotel room in a five-star hotel downtown and use my sex toy collection for the last time. Then on my way home, I hand the collection to a homeless dude for a laugh.

I stuttered as my lie left my lips. "I'm going out with some friends - my bachelor's party. I'm getting married next Saturday."

Jada smiled. "Oh, cool, married, huh? She's a lucky lady, I'm sure. Bachelor party, huh?"

I wasn't having a bachelor party, in a sense. Or what most men would consider a bachelor party. Don't know many men that planned to put on silky panties, pantyhose, lingerie, and a tight little black dress for their bachelor party. But, I imagine most guys didn't look as good as I did in women's clothes.

I looked better in women's clothes than in men's clothes, I thought anyway. I was petite, only five feet four, and had a slender feminine figure, and my legs were long, lovely, and silky smooth. Though my hips were thin, my ass was mouth-watering as far as I was concerned. I had an elegant jawline, plump and sensual lips, and a heart-shaped face, so after applying my makeup, I was all woman.

The week after my marriage, I would move into my fiancee's mansion. So, this was the last time I was going to crossdress. Monday, I purged my girl clothes.

I had two CD friends, two of whom I would meet tonight. Both laughed at me and said. "You'll dress again, Jennifer. You won't be able to control it."

To them, I'd said. "I know what you're thinking, but no way. My fiancee is rich and owns a vast mansion, and I love her." I really did. "So, when I move out, I'm purging Jennifer's stuff, that's it."

Jada stopped cleaning, smiled at me, and said. "Try me."

I really didn't want to chat. I wanted to finish this project, get all dolled up, and head to the bar.

I loved crossdressing; somehow, it relieved the tension and helped me relax. I'd fantasized about having sex, really wild and crazy sex. As a matter of fact, when Jada busted me, I was fantasizing about being a street walker, getting humiliated, and having to fuck and suck guys all night long.

I'm not sure why I have these fantasies; my future wife is gorgeous, rich, and a wonderful human being, and my best friend. That's why I'm purging my girly stuff; if she ever caught me crossdressing, it would destroy her, and I can't do that to her, and I do love her.

"You'd be bored, Jada. Hey, I'd love to chat, but I have maybe half an hour, and then I'm done. I'm already late for my own bachelor party." 

If anyone found out about the wild kinky sex I fantasized about when dressed, God, I'd hate to think about the humiliation coming my way. They were just fantasies, though; I'd never act on them. Well, once or twice I slipped, but I'm not doing anything like that again, especially with a beautiful woman like Naomi waiting for me.

After this weekend, no more fantasizing about being busted dressed up and being forced into degrading and humiliating sexual acts – I'm only going to fantasize about Naomi. And I'm done watching porn, especially porn about a dominant woman or man who forces me to overcome my fears… about cock, humiliating sexual encounters, and... why I fantasize about public sex. I don't know.

There was no way I was letting anyone who knew me as  Jordan; see me dressed as Jennifer and destroy my career or my life. I had many  friends and a fiancee who had no idea about my Jennifer and her secret life. 

I held up my hands and said. "Nothing wild, like strippers and stuff. Just boring stuff, us software developers aren't known for our wild crazy Friday nights." 

"Sure, you enjoy your evening, Mr. Jones."

◆◆◆

Jada turned, grabbed the handles of her janitor's cart, and left. I watched the sway of her well-rounded hips as she trotted down the hall. She had a gorgeous muscular ass, and damn the girl was tall. Six two in her gym shoes. I'd heard she beefed her body up while serving time in prison. Something about running a prostitution ring, and supposedly she was a first-rate hacker. Not sure why they hired her here, being we write programs for some well-established business. I'd also heard she was trying to start a private eye business. Guess got to hand it to her for trying.

It took me an hour to finish my project. I'd been done hours ago if I wasn't thinking about how good my silk panties snuggled my cock. So, I made a junior developer mistake and forgot one comma in the second line of code, preventing the entire thing from running.

As I sent the code off to my project manager, I wondered if marriage was a good idea? Was I really going to purge all of my special things? Naomi was a good woman, fun and rich as hell, and I'd be a fool not to marry her. No, I vowed. "I will not dress anymore."

I turned off my laptop and thought wouldn't it be great to end my life as Jennifer getting fucked by a guy, sucking a cock, or even more than one. I shook those thoughts out of my mind; I'm not gay, or was I? If I wasn't gay, why had I sucked cock before? I certainly liked women, but then again, I enjoyed a thick throbbing cock rammed down my throat. For sure, though, I loved Naomi.

I closed the laptop and grabbed my girly things and dirty toys hidden in the gym bag. My dresses were tucked between my suits in my dry cleaner bag. 

This wasn't the first time I planned to head out and worked late. So, I hacked into the security system for the gym and shower area on the first floor. I could go in, shower, shave and dress, then slip out the backdoor into the garage. No one could enter once I did my little override thing.


Chapter Two

After entering the gym, I opened my laptop and overrode the locking system. No one would be able to enter until I released it. Then, I showered, shaved, and began my preparation. There was a monitor on the wall in the changing area. I pulled up one of my favorite porn videos.

After my shower, I stood in front of the mirror. I applied lotion on my feminine jaw and ensured I was smooth. Then down my graceful neck, further down over my silky soft arms, stomach, and legs. My cock stiffened.  

Then I began transforming into Jennifer, doing my eyes, my face, and then my lips, as the crossdresser in the amateur porn video sucked on a cock in an alley. My cock ached with arousal. With my face done, I cinched my corset, tucked things up nicely, and slipped on a pair of seamed black hose.

"Well, well, well, what do we have here?"

Startled, I turned. Jada was standing behind me with hands on her provocative hips. She smiled, relaxed, and ran her hand through her short, cropped hair.

Covering myself, I demanded. "You need to leave, or I'll report you. Since you're a convicted felon, I guarantee you'll lose this job, and they'll put you back in jail, where you belong. So, turn around, leave, and don't dare say anything."

Jada pulled a laptop from a backpack, opened it, typed furiously, and pointed to the monitor. I turned and watched myself as I dressed. She fast-forwarded the video, and with my lingerie and makeup on, I pulled two plastic dildoes out of my gym bag. One I stuck on the wall, and the other I edged into my ass.

"Turn it off. What have you been doing? Taping me? If you even think about showing that… that to anyone else, I will make sure you lose your job."

Jada laughed. "And you lose yours, and you lose that pretty little rich bitch you're planning on marrying next weekend. No, Mr. Jones, I hold all the cards here. Another tidbit of information is that your pretty little future wife hired me to ensure you had nothing to hide before she married you."

Jada laughed. "I can see that you do, there, Mr. Jones. Yep, now this is something you don't want your wife to know."

My mind raced, and I retreated into one of my fantasies. I dropped to my hands and knees and crawled to Jada, and knelt down before the amazon woman. "I'll do whatever you ask."

Jada flinched back away from me and said. "Get up, bitch. Before we do that, you owe me a tribute. Then maybe we do the other. But, first, the tribute. This is about money. FYI, I have hours of tape, and to keep this between us, you'll pay me five thousand dollars. Your cheap ass wife paid me two grand, so I figure if you want me to send off a squeaky clean report, you'll pay up."

I stood and said. "I don't have that kind of cash."

"Get it from your wife or future wife."

I shook my head. "She'd never give me the money, and I don't have that kind of cash."

Jada smiled. A smile as if that was the answer she wanted and expected. "Then, you're going to have to work it off. Prove your worth to me. Do you want me, slut? Do you want to serve me?"

This was what I dreamed of, serving a woman. I wondered what I'd have to do to prove my worth. Wait a minute, did I really want this? I was getting married in a week; I loved Naomi and… As I ran through all the reasons, I shouldn't do this. I said, "Yes, I want to serve you."


Chapter Three

The next thing I knew, I was in Jada's Cadillac, driving, rap music thumping all the way to what was a well know area for streetwalkers. Jada stopped her Cadillac, rap music still beating, and put the cadi to park. I checked out the corner; three girls were strutting suggestively on the street. A car pulled to a stop; one of the girls approached it, leaned in the window, and climbed inside.

It shouldn't have, but my dick swelled. God, I wanted to be that girl; I wanted to be a slut, a whore. Somehow being humiliated by men was appealing. Why? I don't know, but my cock was thickening.

"Okay, Jennifer, here's where you get out." Jada handed me a key on a ratty key chain. "Your room's over there." Jada pointed to a run-down motel with drug addicts, dealers, and other nefarious characters hanging around.

"You'll find everything in there you need. I expect five hundred dollars by Sunday. Your first payment, then we'll worry about the rest later. Now get out."

I grabbed my gym bag, which had my wallet, ID, car keys, and smartphone, planning to call an Uber as soon as I got out. Maybe sucking just one cock, wouldn't hurt, but there was no way I was working this corner all weekend.

"Leave it, whore. You don't need any of that shit. Hit the streets, and shake that money maker. Remember, you owe me five bills by Sunday night. Oh, and if you think you're going to ditch me, don't. I'll be driving by frequently and checking up. Though I suspect you'll enjoy your new job once you get those pretty lips around a cock."

I got out. 

Jada took off down the street, her music blaring. I bit my lip and glanced at the crowd of guys across the street at the motel. A group of black thugs hanging out drinking and smoking hooted and hollered at me.

I smiled, and weightlessness overtook me as I swayed my hips to my corner. I should have been afraid, but I was fearless. I was going to do what Jada wanted, earn and please her.

What about Naomi? How could I explain this to her? I had to do it. It would tear her apart to know what I did in secret. So I justified my actions in that by doing it, I was proving my love to her. I loved her so much that I was willing to do what it took, including degrading myself in the worse possible way.

I took my position on the corner, and it was ten minutes before an older man in horn-rimmed glasses pushing two hundred fifty pounds or more stopped and called to me. I had a slight heaviness in my stomach as I stepped toward the rusted clunker and stuck my head into the window.

He said, "You one of Jada's special girls?"

My mind raced for an answer; I turned and looked at the other girl on the corner. Two had gotten into a car; the other smiled and winked at me. Were there other girls like me? Had to be. I said. "Yes… honey."

His gaze explored what he could see of my body and maintained deep, prolonged eye contact. "The usual fee?"

I wasn't sure what the usual fee was, but I said. "Yes"

"Get in."

I opened the car door, which creaked with age, and sat. In silence, my John drove to a deserted alley and parked. He turned off the car and pointed behind a dumpster. "Get out, get on your knees, and wait for me."

I should have been scared or repulsed by what was happening. But I wasn't. My pulse accelerated, sending blood rushing into my cock. I knelt behind the stinky dumpster. Surrounding me on the ground were several used condoms filled with dried cum; music blared from a nearby strip club, and it smelled of spilled liquor, traces of pot, and body odor. Why I felt the urge to pull my cock out and masturbate, I can't imagine.

My John arrived, wasted no time, fumbled with his zipper, and pulled out a growing erection. I hesitated momentarily, wanting to reach under my skirt and play with my own cock. But wondered if he expected a girl like me. My John said. "Well, get at it, sissy."

That answered it. My client knew what I was. I grabbed his veiny, pulsating cock and stroked. His meaty hands moved up my jawline, cramming his thumb into my mouth. My cock ached.

"Well, bitch. What are you waiting for? Wrap that pretty little mouth around my cock. Hope you can handle it."

At first, I was worried that it would be too small on a man this size. But, as he talked dirty to me, it aroused him, and his semi-soft cock swelled into a raging erection. It was hard to tell since part of his cock was still buried in his pants, but it had to be at least seven inches, and it was thick. Thick as hell. I worried that I might not be able to swallow it.

I stroked his cock, his fat, hairy cock swelling more. Around me, noxious odors of the alley should have repulsed me. Somehow though, the humiliation of the experience aroused me even more.

My John glanced around, unbuckled his pants, slid them down to his knees, and pulled out his fat, monster cock. My mouth watered, my cock throbbed, and a drop of precum dripped into my now sticky panties.

He grabbed me behind the head, like I was nothing more than his property, held it close to his cock, and said. "Well, whore, what are you waiting for. How about giving the monster a taste."

Then he pulled up his shaft, that he'd named monster, and smacked my face with the underside of it.

"Stick your tongue out, slut."

I complied. He rubbed his sweaty dick against my tongue. Holding my head like he owned me, he crouched slightly and forced it in.

"Good fucking, whore. God almighty, that's nice."

He latched tighter onto the back of my head with supremacy as his cock invaded my mouth. Driving deeper and with more authority, ignoring my gags. When his mushroom head touched the back of my throat, I gagged, and he pulled his cock out.

He grabbed my chin, lifted my head, and said. "You want your money, slut? Then you better take this cock, and like it."

I felt humiliated and should have been repulsed by his actions. He treated me like a whore, or a piece of meat, but I was aroused. Even wanting more.

My eyes watering, and drool running down my cheeks, I said. "Please, I'll do better."

"Good, slut." He grabbed me by the back of the head, rammed his cock back into my mouth, and pushed until his head hit the back of my throat again. His girth pressed down against my face as I swallowed it whole.

"Don't gag and look at me." He said, holding his cock deep in my throat and holding the back of my head. I looked up, but I saw a jiggling mound of hairy fat. God, what a demeaning experience, I thought as my eyes watered and drool dribbled down my chin. I managed to control my gag reflex – like a good whore would. I would obey. I was proving my love to Naomi and proving my worth to Jada. But more than anything, I wanted to be good at sucking cock.

As another drop of precum dripped into my panties, he held his cock pressed against the back of my throat. It seemed like hours but was probably more like a minute.

"That's what I like, girl. Good girl. Damn, you're gorgeous, those eyes. Now, do not gag."

He drew back his hips, then thrust forward again. He repeated this process, ravaging my mouth and throat. I struggled to maintain my balance. I had to focus on keeping from gagging from the intensity of his movements. In and out, he pushed.

His breathing became labored, and sweat trickled down his enormous belly onto my face. He was close; I was glad in a sense but disappointed; I wanted this to go on all night. On the other hand, I wanted him to cum quickly, so I could return to my corner and do this again.

He pulled his cock out, looked down at me, pointed, and said. "Put your hands against the wall."

◆◆◆

The brick wall felt like worn leather; my breath rushed in and out as another rush of warmth and tingling surged out of my cock through my entire body. I wanted him to destroy my ass.

All thoughts of Naomi disappeared. My only desire now was to please him, whoever he was, and obtain my own sexual release.

I waited for what felt like an hour before he yanked my pantyhose and panties down. He kicked my legs apart at the ankles one at a time. Then he reached between my legs, grabbed my rockhard cock, and yanked roughly down on it. He stroked it, for a couple of minutes, in silence. I was moaning and panting, and I could feel I was on the edge of cumming when he pulled his hand free. He wasn't gentle when he grabbed my hips, pulling them back into his throbbing shaft.

He pushed aggressively, and as his mushroom head entered my hole, I tried to pull away. "Get back here, whore. I tell Jada you didn't please me, she'll not be happy, and I'm not paying you, either. So take it like the cheap whore you are."

I should have felt repulsed, but as he said those humiliating and degrading words, my cock dribbled a healthy stream of precum. God, I was close to shooting my load. I wondered if that was acceptable and would it please him.

"Yes, sir. I am yours to use, as you please." I said, not knowing where those words came from.

I took a deep breath with an acute sense of purpose; I was going to loosen my man pussy up and take his cock like a good whore.

He pushed into my ass like I was nothing but a piece of meat. Spots flashed before my eyes, and my legs shivered as he entered my tight hole. As he pushed harder, the pain was more significant than the pleasure of it. I relived the evening's events until the pain became more pleasant. Then my mind snapped back to the present as he pumped in and out of my ass. Pulling at my hips, his belly hanging against my back. Faster and faster, destroying my ass as I wished.

◆◆◆

A metal door squeaked open to my right, and I heard the faint sound of a lighter flicking. Then the smell of cigarette smoke. Then a guy yelled. "Hey, dude, what the fuck? Damn, you're tearing that ass up."

My John said without stopping his pumping and grinding. "I paid for this bitch. Go back inside."

I heard litter, glass, and other debris crunching as the guy did not wait for permission and walked toward us. My John continued to ravage my ass. To my right, a belt buckle unbuckled, a zipper slid down, and the guy was beside me, his cock out and jacking off. "Damn, that's a nice mouth that girl got on her. Come on, dude, let me get some head, or I call the cops. Bet she can suck the cum right out of me. Damn, look at that cock. Can I touch it?"

The John laughed, "Do you want to jack her off or get some head?"

I got my answer when the mystery dude crouched down and started jacking my cock off as the John fucked my ass. I couldn't take it. I shot a load of cum, all over the gritty alley pavement.

Then the mystery dude stood, turned my head, and shoved his cock in my face. "Suck it whore, or you'll be spending the night in jail."

I parted my lips, and the mystery dude shoved his cock into my mouth. I struggled to maintain my balance as the mystery dude fucked my face, and the John continued to fuck my ass. Mystery dude took less than thirty seconds before he came on my face. Then without a word, he wiped his dripping cock on my lips, zipped up, returned to the door, and disappeared inside.

I was glad when the John's whole body quivered. Then he pulled my hips towards his belly, burying his cock into my ass, and exploded.

I squeezed my cheeks in, draining every drop of cum out of his satisfied cock. He held my hips in place until his shaft was soft, released me, turned me around and looked down at his cock.

He pointed, "Clean it up, slut."

I complied, knelt before him, and licked off every ounce of cum, my ass juices, and spit. Then he pulled his pants up and buckled them. Then he pulled out his wallet, laughed, and handed me a twenty-dollar bill. "Next time, get paid first. Stupid fucking whore."

When he called me a stupid fucking whore, that should have been motivation to end the evening and leave this life behind. But, I found my still exposed cock getting hard again. I wanted more of this treatment.

I pulled my panties and hose back up, tucked my cock and the twenty-dollar bill in them. I mentally figured how many cocks I'd have to suck to get to five hundred dollars. Damn, this was going to be a long weekend. But, I was determined not to do it for the money's sake. I wanted to please Jada and, without her knowing, prove how much I loved Naomi.

I started towards the Johns car. Before I got there, he put his car in reverse and backed up toward the main street. I yelled, "Hey, fucker!"

He hit the main street, turned, and drove away - leaving me lost in the hood. 


Keeping Up With Phoebe Pearl

Join Phoebe Pearl’s mailing list

Thank you for choosing one of my books to read. I love to write, especially erotica, so I’m in the process of writing another. If you weren’t aware of it, you could read all my books if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited. I’m a subscriber and love it! If you aren’t subscribed, I recommend it.

I’ve started a newsletter to let all my readers know when I’m releasing a new title, offering a discount, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE! Signing up only takes a few minutes. I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with a single click.

Click Here to sign up for Phoebe Pearl’s Mailing List Now

Want to get in touch with me

Email me at:





About The Author

Phoebe Pearl

[image: ]

Phoebe Pearl, a transgender woman, has loved writing since her adolescence. She’s written two unpublished novels and hundreds of unpublished short stories. Most of the short stories are erotic fantasies she’s shared with friends, lovers, or whoever expressed interest in reading. 

After building up a four-inch stack of rejection letters, she researched self-publishing. Then, at the urging of a friend, Pheobe decided to self-publish her erotic short fiction stories, which reflect her decadent sexual fantasies and desires.  

Phoebe lives in Indianapolis, Indiana, with her two cats: Karma and Sparkles. 



Books By This Author

Sissy Training - Lesson One : Femdom Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing, Humiliation

Todd has tried to keep his sissy crossdressing fantasies and desires secret. Though he works for a legitimate brokerage, his only client is a criminal. Todd launders money for a criminal enterprise that runs illegal gambling houses and whorehouses. If his boss, a self-described lady's man, or the criminal overlord found out about Todd's secret, it wouldn't be good. Not only would he lose his job, but the substantial gambling debt he'd accumulated would be immediately due. Fat Tony, the owner of the illegal establishments, might even decide to end Todd's life.
When Todd's boss dies and leaves the brokerage to a daughter - a transgender Domme Todd's dreams come true. He's forced into sissy training and servitude and becomes Tiffany.
This book is lesson one in what will be a series of lessons for Todd or Tiffany.

Alpha Male To Sissy: A Story Of Forced Crossdressing, Femdom and Transgender Romance 

Robert Johnson is an alpha male. A hard-working, successful business and corporate attorney. His client list comprises some of the world's wealthiest and most famous business clients. He works hard and plays hard, especially with women. His wife knows full well that he cheats on her. So do most of his clients, and as far as they are concerned, it's okay. It's part of being an alpha male.
His clients ignore his infidelities because he saves them millions. Betty ignores them because she was raised to believe the man is the final word in the house and that divorce is a sin.

Robert has a secret that would change the mind of his conservative clients and his religious-minded wife. When you peel away the exterior alpha male persona Robert plays, deep down, Robert is a sissy. He loves being used, dressed as a girl, and dominated. Robert can no longer control his urges and fantasies, turning to high-priced dominatrixes.
Betty finds a pair of frilly pink panties in the glove compartment of Robert's Mercedes and confronts him about it. Robert doesn't deny the panties were there but blames Betty for the infidelity. She's not good enough in bed. Betty is hurt. But, what Robert didn't tell her was that the panties were his. They were part of what he wore with Mistress Audrey when they played.
Betty is angered and hurt. So Robert plans a family getaway at the beach. However, when the sitter Betty hires is a transgender woman, Robert gets the surprise of his life. Betty turns the tables on him, turning him into her sissy.

A Sissy's Diary: A Story of Forced Feminization

When Asher gets caught in Joyce’s bedroom, one of his renters wearing her lingerie, he’s sure his life is over, and if and when his father finds out, he’ll be written out of the will. He didn’t expect her to force him to play along with her feminization fantasy and turn him into her perfect sissy cuckold.

Asher, fearful of losing his inheritance at first, reluctantly agrees. But, soon, his secret desire to be a sissy crossdresser, which he has controlled and hid from everyone, takes hold, and he submits to Joyce’s every erotic desire. Then, Asher becomes Ashley, begins his sissy transformation, and becomes Joyce's. Will his new role as Joyce’s sissy ruin his inheritance? Will his secret sissy desires cost him everything?

Explore a world of crossdressing, first-time, feminization, and discipline in Book 1 of A SISSY's DIARY Series – from erotica author Phoebe Pearl.

The Story Of A Sissy - First Time Crossdressing: Sissy Slut Passed Around 

John's secret sissy crossdresser life is just that secret! He dresses at home secretly, watches porn and masturbates. What he wants, what he craves, is to have fun with a group of horny guys. John loves being Nympha. He loves being girly, but he's never done anything sexual dressed as Nympha. So, from other crossdressers, he heard that a hotel called The Long Shaft is a great place to pursue his kinky and nasty fantasies. So, that's what he does, he rents a room and dresses, but it takes him ten Saturday nights to step out of his hotel room.
When Nympha garners the courage to go out in public for the first time, she gets more than she bargains for. She meets a man, they have a drink, and on the way back to his room, things get wild. Things get even wilder when three football players catch the two finishing their act of public sex.
The night doesn't end there when Nympha is passed around by four football players and the Daddy type she'd met previously.

OEBPS/image_rsrcTR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcTP.jpg





