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Chapter 1

Mark Thompson's fingers skim the curve of my waist, his curiosity sharp as a paper cut. I turn to him, a slow smile stretching across my lips, and I savor the new hunger I see in his eyes. "You are perfect for the role," I say, letting the words hang between us, charged and deliberate. The classroom feels hot, electric, a world away from the drab hallways of the university.

"And Tom?" he asks, a playful lilt to his voice, knowing and eager.

"Tom is irrelevant," I reply, letting my blouse slip open, inch by inch, revealing intentions that leave no room for ambiguity. "This is my project, after all."

Mark laughs, and it echoes against the cinderblock walls as he lays me back on the desk, his body promising to take me—completely, thoroughly—exactly as I hope.

He stands over me, and I can tell he's ready to go further than ever before.

"Angela," he says, sounding impressed and amused. "Are you serious about this?"

"Absolutely," I answer, sitting on the edge of the desk, arching my back just a little to invite him. "You have the stamina and dedication I need for this project. I want to document the process, every detail. It'll be comprehensive." I lean forward, adding, "Tom will find out exactly what I have planned for him when I decide. Until then, he's completely in the dark."

His smile is a mix of excitement and disbelief. "You really want me to take over?"

I nod, savoring the freedom of a decision already made. "I need you to step into a role that he can't fulfill. Can you handle that, Mark?"

His eyes flash with certainty. "More than handle it," he says, drawing closer. "I'm all in."

I rise to meet him, slipping my skirt higher, the fabric whispering against my skin. "There's just one condition," I tell him, moving in so my breath mingles with his. "I want to record everything. Leave it for Tom to find. I think it'll be enlightening for him."

His laugh is rich, resonating in the empty room. "You're something else, Professor Carter," he says, pulling me flush against him. "Count me in."

He presses his lips to mine, urgent and claiming. My heart races with a heady mix of lust and victory as he sweeps me onto the desk, the hard surface cool against my back. I kick off my heels, feeling the roughness of his trousers as he thrusts between my legs, his desire undeniable and potent.

"Just one moment," I gasp, reaching for my phone, fingers trembling with anticipation. I hit record, knowing this moment will be impossible for Tom to ignore.

Mark pauses, glancing at the device with a devilish grin. "For posterity, huh?"

I nod, biting my lip. "Make it convincing."

His hands push my skirt up higher, bunching the fabric at my waist. "Don't worry," he murmurs, unbuttoning his shirt, revealing the muscular form beneath. "I'll give you plenty of evidence."

He tugs my blouse open, and buttons scatter across the floor like confetti, leaving me exposed skin against cool wood. I reach for his belt, and he lets me strip it away, shedding his pants as he stands over me. I watch him, hungry for more, as he positions himself, the tip of his cock teasing me, pushing against the edge of my control.

"Let's show Tom how it's done," he says, voice low and commanding. ”He needs to see what a real cock can do to a woman.”

His words ignite me, and I pull him in, wrapping my legs around his hips. The thrust is powerful, shocking, an electric jolt that makes me gasp and arch beneath him. My body adjusts to him, every inch a delicious challenge, a perfect fit.

He sets a relentless pace, and the room fills with the raw, rhythmic sound of flesh against flesh. "Angela," he groans, driving deeper with each thrust. "You really want him to see all of this?"

"Every. Single. Second," I answer, punctuating each word with a push of my hips, meeting him with equal force.

The phone camera records, capturing every moan, every whisper, every shameless moment as Mark fucks me with determination and enthusiasm. I'm lost in it, drunk on the power and abandon of having exactly what I want.

"He's going to freak," Mark pants, his breath hot against my neck, hands gripping my thighs with exquisite pressure, "when he knows you let me do this to you."

"That's the point," I say, feeling the beginning tremors of a climax that promises to be devastating and glorious. "He's a good little researcher. He'll find this soon enough."

Mark grins, increasing his pace, the friction overwhelming and perfect. I feel the tight coil of pleasure winding tighter, sharper, until it bursts, and I cry out, the sound echoing, mingling with the rapid click of the shutter as the phone captures my release.

"That's it," Mark encourages, still driving into me, the pressure and rhythm unyielding. "Give him something to study."

His words send me spiraling again, and I shudder against him, lost in the exquisite mix of pain and bliss as he continues, his stamina as impressive as his arrogance.

"I'm going to cum," he warns, urgency and triumph in his voice. "Inside you."

"Do it," I command, breathless, the words a delicious, reckless dare. "I want to feel it."

Mark thrusts hard one last time, burying himself completely as he unloads, spilling deep and hot inside me. I clench around him, savoring the sensation, feeling his release mingling with mine, seeping out to mark my skin.

He pulls back, and I lie there, chest heaving, skirt bunched, cum glistening down my thighs. "That's a wrap," I say, breathless and satisfied, reaching to stop the recording.

Mark looks at me, admiring the aftermath of our work. "Think he'll like it?"

"He doesn't have a choice," I reply, buttoning my blouse, unhurried and sure. "But he'll come around. They always do."

I slide off the desk, feeling the sticky, undeniable evidence of Mark's ownership slide down my legs. I leave it there, unabashed, as I gather my shoes and head for the door.

"Angela," Mark calls, a satisfied smirk on his lips. "Any time you need another session, just say the word."

"I will," I assure him, throwing a last, triumphant glance over my shoulder. "And next time, we'll push things even further."

With that, I walk out, cum dripping and head high, ready to leave Tom the surprise of a lifetime.

#

I watch Tom from across the table, taking in the way he cuts his chicken into precise little squares. I can almost see the thoughts marching in line behind his furrowed brow. His worry is palpable, hovering over our sleek, modern dining room like an unwelcome guest.

"You don't understand what you're risking," he says, finally looking up at me, his voice more accusation than question.

If he knew what I have already done and what my true plans were, would he still be sitting there, slicing up his dinner like that? "I understand exactly what I'm risking," I say, my tone easy, deliberate, "and it's worth it."

The clink of silverware on porcelain punctuates his silence. He's working so hard to keep it together, but I can see the cracks forming. He takes a deep breath, measuring his words like he measures everything. "Angela, this could ruin everything. Your reputation, our lives—"

If he only knew he was the real project, I thought.

I cut him off, not willing to let him spin his anxious little webs. "It's research, Tom. Just another study. You worry too much."

His brow furrows deeper, and I almost feel sorry for him. "It's not just another study," he insists, voice trembling on the edge of something I can't quite name—fear, maybe. "I don't think you understand the ethical implications of this work."

I tilt my head, giving him a look that I know will irritate him. It's the look I give undergraduates who ask stupid questions. "This isn't my first project," I say, knowing how infuriating my calm is to him. "I know exactly what I'm doing."

He pushes his plate away, uneaten food abandoned, his appetite lost to his fretting. "What if someone finds out?"

He doesn't know how close he's come to the truth. I lean back, enjoying the power I hold, enjoying how unaware he is of the afternoon's escapade with Mark. "Then they find out," I say with a casual shrug. "Tom, really, I wish you'd stop being so dramatic."

He runs a hand through his hair, eyes darting around the room like they might find an answer hidden in the shadows. "You don't know what you're risking," he repeats, almost to himself, trying to make me see, make me understand. It's almost sweet.

"It's worth the risk," I say with finality. I've already done more than he can imagine, and the thrill, the thought of him discovering just how far I've gone, sends a jolt of pleasure through me.

He looks at me, finally, directly. I see the conflict there, the hesitation. He wants to make me stop, make me come to my senses. He doesn't know I lost them long ago. "Angela," he says, and the way he says my name is a plea, desperate and raw. "Please. You can't be serious about this."

"Oh, I'm completely serious," I assure him, a small, knowing smile playing at the corners of my lips. "You just don't see the big picture yet."

He opens his mouth to protest, but I cut him off again, leaning forward this time, letting my blouse dip low, making it impossible for him to ignore the woman I've become. "I know you're worried, but you don't need to be. I've planned everything out."

He falls silent, watching me with a mix of defeat and longing. He's trying to find the woman he thought he married, the woman who wouldn't dream of taking these kinds of risks. But that woman has changed. That woman has moved on.

If he knew what I have already done, how I've let Mark claim me in every way, would he still be looking at me with those sad, brown eyes? Would he still be holding on so tight, trying to keep everything from falling apart?

He lowers his gaze, breaking the contact first, just like I knew he would. His voice is small now, resigned. "You're going to do this no matter what I say, aren't you?"

I rise from the table, my movements graceful and unconcerned, the picture of composure. "Yes, Tom," I say softly, dismissively. "I am."

He watches me leave, the unspoken tension like a third person at our table, heavy and undeniable. I know he's left with more questions than answers, more doubt than certainty. But that is how I want it. For now.

As I leave the room, I think about what he'll do when he discovers the evidence of my afternoon with Mark, how he'll react when the raw truth is there for him to see. The thought thrills me. I know he'll find out soon enough. He's a good little researcher.

He does not know what he's in for. But he's about to learn. They always do.

Just as I was about to argue further, the doorbell rang.

“That’s my assistant, Mark.” I said, as I wiped my face with my napkin. “Please take care of the dishes.” Leaning forward, I kissed Tom on the cheek.

Mark waited at the door for me, smiling. “So, are you ready for more research?”

Grinning, I pulled him through the door and to my office, already set up for what I had planned next.

I survey the office, the careful arrangement of recording equipment, the meticulous set-up that is anything but accidental. I have everything in place. The stage is set, and I’m ready to perform. I adjust the camera one last time, feeling the anticipation coil inside me, tight and thrilling.

Mark leans to brush against me. "Let's make this a study they'll never forget," he says, his voice rich with promise and provocation.

"That's exactly what I had in mind," I reply, pulling him toward me, feeling his body align perfectly with mine. As the first groans escape our lips, knowing Tom is just steps away, the walls between us thinner than the breathless gasps that fill the room.

The office hums with energy, a charged contrast to the sterile equipment that surrounds us. I step back, admiring the set-up, knowing it's ready to capture every explicit detail. The red light of the camera blinks steadily, a tantalizing promise of the evidence we'll leave behind.

Mark's athletic frame fills the doorway, and I can't help the smile that spreads across my face. "Looks like you're all set, Professor," he says, shrugging out of his jacket, a glint of mischief in his striking blue eyes.

"I've been looking forward to this," I admit, letting my blouse fall open, revealing the skin beneath, bare and eager.

He crosses the room, and his hands are on me, confident and claiming. "Let's get to work, then," he murmurs, lifting me onto the desk, the wood cool against my thighs.

I fumble with the buttons of his shirt, the urgency in my fingers matched by the hunger in my eyes. "This is going to blow his mind," I say, knowing Tom is hours away from discovering the raw, unfiltered truth.

Mark laughs, deep and knowing, his pants dropping to the floor. "And here I thought it was all for your research."

I pull him closer, feeling the hard, insistent press of his cock against me. "It's for both," I breathe, capturing his lips with mine as I hit the record button.

He lifts me, positioning me over him, my skirt riding up as I straddle his lap, the desk chair creaking beneath us. "Show me what you've got, Angela," he challenges, letting me take the lead, letting me set the pace.

The first thrust is an explosion, a meeting of flesh and want that rocks me to my core. I gasp, head thrown back, riding him with abandon, the camera capturing every reckless second.

"Fuck," Mark groans, his hands on my hips, guiding me, urging me. "You like knowing he'll see this, don't you?"

I bite my lip, the admission as thrilling as the act. "Yes," I pant, driving him deeper, feeling him stretch me, fill me. "He's going to watch you fuck me, Mark. Again and again."

His eyes darken, the challenge spurring him on, his cock driving into me with relentless strokes. I hold on to his shoulders, nails digging in, the sweet mix of pleasure and pain overwhelming and perfect.

"You want him to know you can't resist this," he taunts, pulling my blouse down to my waist, leaving me exposed.

"I want him to see what I really need," I counter, grinding against him, feeling every inch, every thrust, lost in the rawness of it.

The office fills with the sound of our bodies, urgent and wild, and I lose myself in the rhythm, the primal dance of flesh and lust. I rise and fall, feeling the pressure build, a tight coil of anticipation that threatens to undo me.

"Angela," Mark gasps, his grip bruising, delicious. "Fuck, Angela, you're—"

"Don't stop," I order, feeling the camera's unblinking gaze, knowing it records every breathless moment. "Let him hear what he can't have."

Mark grins, increasing his pace, and I feel my control slip, the first waves of release shattering through me. I scream, the sound raw and unrestrained, and I know it'll echo in Tom's mind as vividly as it does in mine.

The aftershocks hit me, one after another, but Mark doesn't slow. He doesn't give me time to recover, and the intensity leaves me gasping, clawing at him, wanting more.

"He's completely oblivious," Mark says, his voice rough and triumphant. "Doesn't even know you're doing this."

His words send another jolt of pleasure through me, and I cling to him, lost in the dizzying thrill of betrayal and conquest. "He'll find out," I say, "and he'll know I loved every second."

Mark pulls out suddenly, lifting me onto the desk, spreading me open beneath him. His hands are on my knees, pushing them wide, the camera's lens pointed between my thighs.

"Let's make sure," he says, voice ragged with need, thrusting into me again, harder this time, deeper.

I shudder, feeling him claim me with brutal, exquisite certainty. My moans fill the room, the crescendo building, a fevered pitch of desire and defiance.

"I'm close," Mark warns, pounding into me, his breath hot against my ear, his words a final, reckless confession.

"Cum inside me," I demand, my release imminent, the raw, undeniable culmination of everything I've set in motion. "I want him to see it."

Mark thrusts, a fierce, shattering movement that pushes me over the edge. I feel him pulse inside me, his hot release mixing with mine, spilling out, glistening on my skin.

We collapse together, the aftermath a tangled mess of limbs and heavy breaths. The camera continues to record, a silent, incriminating witness to our unrestrained indulgence.

Mark looks at me, admiration and disbelief in his eyes. "You really did it," he says, laughing softly. "You've got balls, Angela."

"Tom's the one who's going to need those," I reply, running a hand through my hair, unashamed of the cum that drips down my thighs, leaving a wet trail on the desk.

Mark rises, beginning to dress, his satisfaction clear. "Any idea when he'll find the surprise?"

I smirk, knowing it's only a matter of time. "He's a dedicated researcher. It won't take him long."

We don't hear the footsteps or the way Tom's breath catches just outside the door. He's there, just steps away, the sounds of our climax still echoing through the thin walls.

I slide off the desk, ignoring the sticky warmth that stains my skirt. Mark adjusts the camera, leaving it out in the open, impossible for Tom to miss.

I straighten my blouse, knowing how damning I look. "Same time next week?" Mark asks, zipping up his jeans.

I nod, confident and composed, relishing the chaos that awaits. "I'll Have Another session ready."

The slightest creak near the door alerted me to see the shadow of feet near the threshold opening. Tom, I thought with a smile.

"See you then," Mark says, and as we head for the door, the tension hangs thick and thrilling.


Chapter 2

"I'm surprised you have the nerve to watch this," I say, settling into the chair beside Tom.

The screen lights up with Mark's bare chest, glistening and defined. Tom shifts uncomfortably, eyes flicking from the video to me and back again.

"Where did you even get this?" I ask, though I know exactly where. I bite my lip, feigning shock and something like shame as I spread my legs and Mark fucks me hard, each thrust recorded in high definition. Tom's breathing gets heavier. "

Answer me," I say. My voice drops low and smooth. "Did you get it from my office? From the drawer by my desk?"

Tom's voice is almost a whimper as he fights to keep control. "How could you let him do that to you?" He flinches at the intensity on the screen, watching me with my mouth open and my eyes rolled back.

"How can you watch?" I tease, putting my hand on his crotch. He's so fucking hard.

Tom's hands shake as he presses pause, his eyes filled with a desperate mix of emotions. "I thought you—" His voice breaks, and he swallows hard, trying again. "I thought we were past this. Past him."

I laugh softly, running my fingers along his thigh. "Doesn't seem like it, baby. Not if you're digging through my things, hunting for videos like these."

His face flushes a deep red, anger and embarrassment battling on his cheeks. He starts the video again; the room filling with my moans, Mark's grunts, skin against skin. Tom is silent, but the way his jaw clenches tells me everything.

"Can't believe how much this bothers you," I say, almost as a whisper, leaning in close. "After last time." I nod toward the screen, where Mark's cock fills me over and over. "Seems like you liked it. Didn't you, Tom?"

His breath catches, his eyes glued to the way Mark makes me arch my back, my nails digging into his skin. "How could you—" he starts, then stops, too flustered to finish. I know he wants to say more. I know he's just pretending to be angry, using it to cover how fucking turned on he is.

I slide my hand up, feeling the heat from his cock through his pants. "Didn't you, Tom?" I ask again. This time, I'm not letting him get away without answering.

Tom's resolve crumbles in the face of my insistence. He leans back, letting out a shaky breath. "I don't know what you're trying to do to me," he says, his voice small, the fight gone.

"You know exactly what I'm trying to do," I reply, smiling as I unzip him, pulling his cock free. It's already hard and twitching, eager for my touch.

He watches me, his anger fading, replaced by a needy, helpless look. I slide to the floor in front of him, the video still playing in the background echoing through the room. My tongue flicks across the tip of his cock, teasing him like I've teased his emotions, drawing out every ounce of tension and desire.

"Tell me," I whisper, looking up at him as I stroke his length, my fingers slick with his pre-cum. "Tell me you liked it, Tom."

His head falls back, a deep groan escaping him. "I liked it," he admits, barely a breath, but enough. Enough for me.

"Good boy," I murmur, taking him into my mouth, sucking him slowly, feeling him give in. He gasps as I take him deeper, his fingers gripping the arms of the chair.

I keep my pace steady, letting him squirm and moan, the pressure building in him like the tension I've been building all along. "Mark's so much bigger, isn't he?" I say, my words vibrating against his cock.

Tom doesn't answer, but the way his hips buck tells me everything. I suck him harder, his release close, his body desperate for it.

"So much bigger," I say again, pulling back just enough to watch his face, his need consuming him.

"Please," he groans, lost in the sensation. "Please, Angela."

I give him what he wants, my mouth hot and wet around him. He comes with a shudder, spilling into me, each spurt a testament to how well I've played this. How well I've played him.

I pull away, licking my lips, my eyes never leaving his face. "See?" I say, as his cock softens in my hand. "Wasn't so hard to admit, was it?"

His ragged breath and flushed cheeks were clear. "How did you get that video?" he asks, his voice weak, almost broken.

I smile, sitting back beside him, my satisfaction undeniable. "Maybe you should check the drawer again. There might be more for you to find."

Tom's eyes widen, and I see it in him: the curiosity, the desire, the craving for exactly what I promised. I lean over and press play again, Mark's deep thrusts filling the room, knowing Tom won't be able to resist. Not now.

#

I set up the camera, making sure the angle is perfect. Mark's already stripping me, his lips on my neck. "You think he found our latest one yet?" he asks, lifting me onto the desk, spreading my legs.

"Not yet," I breathe, guiding his cock into me, gasping as he fills me. "I left it somewhere obvious this time."

Mark thrusts into me, harder than before, like he knows Tom will be watching. Like he knows I want him to. "Let's give him something to see," I whisper, pulling Mark's mouth to mine.

The sounds of our bodies, skin against skin, and my moans fill the room. Mark grips my hips, slamming into me with a force that makes my vision blur, my head fall back. "Fuck, Angela," he groans, and I feel his cock twitch inside me.

I dig my nails into his shoulders, wrapping my legs around his waist. "Harder," I gasp, knowing how it will look, knowing exactly what Tom will see. Mark obliges, the desk shaking beneath us, my cries growing louder, breathless and desperate.

I reach back, grabbing the edge, arching into him, my body slick with sweat. I make sure the camera catches everything, the angles perfect, the sight of Mark's cock stretching me almost too much to bear. "Yes, just like that," I moan, holding Mark tight. I know the moment Tom will rewind and watch over and over, unable to stop himself.

"Think he knows we're recording this for him?" Mark asks, his voice strained, pushing deeper.

"He will," I pant, meeting each thrust. "He fucking will."

When we both come, I'm smiling, my plan unfolding with exquisite precision.

Tom's going to find this video. I make sure of it, placing it where he's bound to look, where his curiosity and need will get the better of him. It won't take long. I know Tom too well for that.

He holds out for a day, maybe two. It's almost cute, the way he tries to ignore it, the way he fights his own desires. But he's in my web, caught and writhing, just like I want him.

The third night, I catch him. He clenches his fists, his cheeks flushed. The screen flickers with me and Mark, and Tom's breath comes in ragged bursts. His cock is hard in his pants, straining against the fabric, impossible to hide.

I could go in, say something, break his pretense of resistance. But I like this more, seeing him struggle, knowing he's too far gone to stop. I leave him to it, his arousal growing with every second, every image of Mark fucking me senseless.

On the screen, I'm on my knees, Mark's cock filling my mouth, my eyes looking straight at the camera. Straight at Tom. He flinches but can't look away, not when I take Mark's full length, not when I pull off and whisper to the lens.

"Does this make you hard, Tom?" my recorded voice says, a sultry taunt. "I bet it does. I bet you're so fucking hard right now."

Tom's hand moves to his crotch, rubbing himself through his pants. I know he's lost; I know I've won.

Each new video pushes him further. Mark and I fuck like animals, my moans getting louder, his thrusts getting rougher. Tom's anger melts into pure desire, his eyes glued to the screen, his breathing shallow and desperate.

We record on the couch, the bed, the floor, everywhere I know Tom will picture us when he lies awake at night. Each time, I leave the video where I know he'll find it, where I know he won't be able to resist.

"Think he's watching this one now?" Mark asks as he drives into me, pinning me against the wall.

"He is," I gasp, every word calculated, every cry a hook in Tom's helpless mind. "He fucking is."

Mark grins, pounding into me, both of us knowing how perfect this is, how perfect I am at getting exactly what I want.

The more Tom watches, the more he needs it. The more he needs me. He doesn't talk about the videos, doesn't confront me like last time. He just watches, each scene a delicious torment, each comparison a twist in his already tangled emotions.

"Is Mark better?" I imagine Tom asking himself, his heart pounding with jealousy and arousal. "Does she like it more with him?"

The answers are obvious. The answers make him ache.

"Mark's cock feels so fucking good," I say in one video, loud enough to haunt Tom's every thought. "He's so big. He's so much bigger."

Tom's face is a study in conflict. His brows knit, his jaw tight. But his body gives him away, and that's all that matters. The more I push, the deeper he falls, every hesitation stripped away, leaving only need.

The last video is my masterpiece. Tom watches it again and again, completely mine, completely aware that he's powerless to stop it. He's too fucking turned on to care.

#

Rumors spread fast. I'm not surprised when Richard calls me to his office, intent on a lecture. He polishes his desk, keeping it organized and precise, which amuses me.

"You've heard the rumors," I say, watching him from my chair, seeing how uncomfortable he is. "I suppose you're worried."

Richard speaks, his words careful, his tone rehearsed. He flinches as I stand, moving behind him. "What are you doing, Angela?" he asks, trying to keep control.

I lean forward, presenting my cleavage to him, and his eyes widen. “I bet you might like to experience these rumors?”

I pull his belt free, yanking him to the desk. "Don't pretend you don't want this," I say, my voice dripping with confidence. “If you don’t, just say the word and I’ll stop.”

The whispers are impossible to miss. My experimental methods, my boundary-pushing designs—everyone's talking, though none of them have the courage to confront me directly. Not even Richard. I know he hears the rumors; I know they make him sweat. That's why I'm not surprised when he calls me, his voice on the phone as strained as his ethics.

"You're quite the topic of discussion," Richard says, adjusting his glasses. His office is a study in order, a shrine to everything predictable and safe. I make it feel dangerous just by being here.

"Am I?" I reply, feigning innocence. "You don't say."

His eyes narrow, seeing the trap, unsure how to avoid it. "There are concerns," he says, the words slow and deliberate, like he's treading over a minefield. "About your research."

"And about your reputation," I add, watching him wince. I smile, enjoying the way it unsettles him. "Relax, Richard. It's just research."

"Research?" he echoes, trying to sound in control. He fails beautifully.

When I stand, his composure cracks, just a little. I see it, that flicker of panic, that hint of curiosity. I move behind him, my hand brushing his shoulder.

"What are you doing, Angela?" His voice is shaky, almost breathless, his earlier certainty unraveling.

I yank his belt free, hearing his sharp intake of breath. "What do you think I'm doing?" I whisper, pulling his arms back, binding his wrists with smooth leather.

His body tenses, every part of him rigid except for the part that matters. "This isn't—" he starts, but I'm already turning him, pushing him over the desk, pinning him there.

"This is exactly what it looks like," I say, my voice low and commanding. My hands run down his back, feeling him tremble beneath me. "I bet it's exactly what you want. Tell me to stop and I will."

Richard squirms, struggling with his dignity and the excitement I feel building in him. His protests are weak, a token effort to maintain some semblance of authority.

"We can't," he says, but he doesn't sound convinced. Not anymore.

I unbutton his pants, slipping them down, leaving him exposed. "We can," I reply. "We are. Tell me to stop and I will, but this will never happen again."

When I pull down my own pants and straddle him, I feel him shiver, his body caught between resistance and surrender. He gasps as he enters me.

"Angela," he groans, the last of his protests fading into a sound more honest, more desperate. I fuck him hard, my hips slamming against him, the sharp edge of the desk pressing into his thighs.

Each thrust makes him lose a little more control, his careful facade crumbling. "I knew you wanted this," I say, riding him relentlessly, feeling his muscles tense and flex beneath me.

His voice is a mix of shame and pleasure, a raw thing. "Oh, god." He moans as I grab his hair, pulling his head back, asserting my dominance.

Richard gasps raggedly now, his body moving with mine, all pretense gone. I push him harder, feeling him strain against the belt, his need consuming him, consuming everything.

He comes with a strangled cry, spilling into me and it drips down to the desk, his release soaking papers and careful academic plans. His breathing is uneven, his legs shaking, his composure utterly destroyed.

I squeeze my walls around his cock as he twitches, and he tries to catch his breath. I love how ruined he looks, how thoroughly I've turned him to my side, and with such little effort it took.

His voice is a whisper, hoarse and unsteady. "What if someone—"

"Don't worry," I interrupt, letting him slip out of me, untying him while he pants for air. "Rumors spread fast."

His eyes widen, the truth of his own vulnerability hitting him. I straighten my clothes, enjoying the view of him helpless and spent.

"If you're smart, Richard," I say, savoring every word, "you'll tell them to mind their own fucking business."

I walk out, closing the door on his stunned, breathless expression. The rumors will change tomorrow. I know exactly what they'll be.

#

The dinner table is silent, tension swirling like a living thing. Mark passes the salad, smiling at me, the same smile he gives when he's fucking me. "This looks great," he says, his hand brushing mine. I let it linger, let Tom see. He's too shocked to speak, too wound up to touch his food.

I pretend not to notice, my voice bright and easy. "It's so nice to relax together," I say, my eyes meeting Mark's, then Tom's. "Feels like I spend more time with you than my husband."

Tom flinches, his fork scraping the plate.

Mark laughs, the sound warm and easy. "Glad you invited me," he says, reaching for the water and pouring me a glass. I hold his gaze, knowing the effect it's having on Tom. I don't even need to look to see how stiff he's sitting, how tense he is.

"Anytime," I reply, my voice smooth, as if we were just friends, as if my husband wasn't watching this whole exchange. Tom's silence is delicious.

Mark leans back, perfectly at ease, while Tom looks like he's about to burst. "How's the department treating you, Tom?" Mark asks, casual, like nothing is out of place.

Tom clears his throat, his words measured, trying to keep it together. "Fine," he says. "Busy." His eyes flicker to me, then to his plate. He's trying so hard not to watch, not to see how close I'm sitting to Mark.

"Angela's been keeping me busy too," Mark says, giving me a playful grin.

I laugh, letting it ring out, feeling Tom flinch at the sound. "You know I love a hard worker," I tease, putting my hand on Mark's arm. I feel the tension spike, thickening the air. Tom grips his fork, knuckles white, the effort to stay composed almost too much for him.

We eat in near silence, the only sound the clink of cutlery and the thud of Tom's heart in his chest. I see how he struggles, his emotions in turmoil, his face flushed and his appetite gone.

"Don't be so quiet, Tom," I say finally, breaking the charged silence. "This is nice, isn't it? Just us three."

He opens his mouth, then closes it, unsure what to say, how to react. I see the storm in his eyes, the jealousy, the arousal, the anger, the need. All of it brewing, churning, making him a mess of feelings he can't sort out.

I lean in, my lips close to his ear, my breath warm against his skin. "You want to watch us, don't you?" I whisper, my words soft but cutting through the tension like a blade. "You can, you know."

Tom's breath catches, his eyes wide and dark. I pull back, smiling, leaving him stunned and shaking.

The rest of the meal is unbearably awkward for him, the weight of my invitation hanging over everything. Mark and I share private smiles, continuing our little charade, leaving Tom to stew in his own thoughts.

He barely says a word, his mind too busy, too chaotic to form coherent sentences. I can see him trying to make sense of it, trying to process what I've just offered him.

Dessert is served, and I act like nothing happened, keeping the conversation light, asking Mark about his weekend plans. Tom doesn't eat, doesn't talk, just sits there, a silent mess, his heart pounding loud enough for me to hear.

By the time Mark leaves, Tom looks like he's ready to explode. I kiss Mark on the cheek at the door, watching Tom's reaction, savoring every second.

When I come back, Tom's still at the table, staring into space. He doesn't ask about my whisper, doesn't mention the evening's tension. He just sits, lost in his own head.

"Bedtime?" I suggest, my voice casual, knowing he won't sleep a wink.

Tom lies awake, his body stiff beside me, his thoughts a tangled knot of curiosity and desire. I pretend to sleep, listening to him toss and turn, waiting for him to break.

His mind replays my words, looping them until he's dizzy with need. "You want to watch us, don't you?" I imagine him asking himself, over and over, getting harder with each repetition.

It's almost pathetic how easy this is, how perfectly he's falling into place. I stifle a smile, letting him stew, letting him twist, knowing it will only make him crave it more.

He's restless, a tangle of sheets and confusion, his morality fighting a losing battle against his wants. His hands run through his hair, over his face, searching for something solid to hold on to. There isn't anything. Not now. Not after this.

Eventually, he gives in, the surrender sweet and inevitable. "Angela," he whispers, almost to himself. "God."

I roll to my side, feeling the bed shift beneath his anxious movements. "Mmm?" I mumble, pretending to wake.

"Nothing," he says, a lie so obvious it might as well be a confession. I know the truth.

I smile into the pillow, content, letting him know I heard. He won't last. Not till morning. Not with my promise hanging over him. His entire body wound tight with anticipation.

It's not long before he breaks the silence, his voice hoarse and needy. "Angela?" he says again, more certain, more wanting.

"Yes, Tom?" I reply, turning to face him, seeing the hunger in his eyes. Seeing that I've already won.


Chapter 3

Our loud moans fill the study, mixed with the soft rustle of clothes.

“Oh, Mark. It feels so good with someone who can keep up.” I laugh, knowing Tom is watching from the shadows.

“Stretching me so much more than Tom ever could!”

Mark’s hands move confidently over my body, igniting sensations that send shivers down my spine. His touch is electric, deliberate, a stark contrast to Tom's timid caresses. I glance provocatively at the corner where I sense Tom's hidden gaze, feeling a thrill of power surge through me.

As Mark continues to explore me with skillful precision, I let out small gasps of pleasure, each one a tantalizing invitation for Tom to witness what he could never provide. The air crackles with tension, desire mixing with apprehension in a heady blend.

Mark’s gasps grow louder. His body moves faster as he holds my hips, burying his cock deeper inside me with every thrust.

“Did you hear me?” I call out to Tom, locking her eyes on mine. I smile wickedly, still moving in time with Mark. “Join us if you dare.”

Tom moves out from his hiding spot, and his face is flushed red, his pants tented with his erection. I smile as I thrust against Mark, who lets out a long, low moan. My eyes stay on Tom, sharp and taunting. The desk creaks beneath us as we move with confident, practiced rhythm.

I watch as Tom bites down on his knuckle, his breathing hard as his cock strains against his pants.

I push Mark onto his back, mounting him with a laugh. “You’re so easy to please. I can go on for hours,” I tease, looking straight at Tom.

Riding Mark with steady abandon, I blow my hair away from my face “Don’t you wish you could do that, Tom?” I could see my words hit him like a punch to the gut. “I bet it kills you to watch.”

Mark’s hands dig into my hips, pushing me down harder, deeper, filling me in ways Tom never could.

“You like watching another man fuck your wife?” I ask, my voice rising over Mark’s grunts and my gasps. Grabbing his face and forcing his eyes on mine. “Show me what you’ve got, Mark. Fuck me like you know Tom never could.”

Mark moves faster. I can see a wet spot growing at the tip of the point in Tom’s tented pants. Giggling, I ride Mark’s thrusts.

My breathless cries echo off the walls, my skin hot as I call out in time with our bodies. “Fuck, yes. Fuck me just like that!”

Mark’s moans turn frantic, each one stabbing me with heat.

Tom shakes and his forehead lines with sweat, his back pressed to the wall as he watches his wife ride him with wild abandon.

“Tom, did I break you already?” my words bring his eyes back to me, wide open and wet with need.

Pulling Mark’s face to my chest, I lock my eyes on Tom’s. “Look at me, Tom.”

Tom shakes, fighting an internal battle of whether to watch or look away as Mark’s body slams into mine, over and over.

I pout at him, feeling a pang of sadness at seeing his poor cock throbbing beneath his pants. He wants it so badly, poor boy.

“Just say the word, and you can be right here with us. Do you want that?” I lift, teasing.

Mark thrusts into me again, harder, groaning. My body shudders. “Do you?”

“Yes.” The word rips out of Tom. He stumbles forward, heat flooding his cheeks and chest as he joins us. I smile at him and rub my hand through his hair.

“Good boy.” My voice is smooth and seductive, a promise and a challenge.

I keep moving, riding Mark with wild abandon. “You’re just in time to see him fill me up. You’re going to watch, aren’t you?”

Tom nods, flushed and shaking as he hovers close. His hands reach for me, unsure and desperate.

“Get on the desk.” I command, looking at Tom.

Tom scrambles up, eager to please.

I give Mark a smoldering look, rising to free his cock. “Bet you can’t wait to see what he feels like.” My eyes flick to Tom’s. He is confused and not sure what to do next.

Mark’s hands grip my ass, holding me still as I kneel over Tom. My wetness, still dripping with Mark’s cum, brushes against Tom’s throbbing cock. “Can you feel him?” I breathe, grinding against him. Mark moans as his slick cock rubs against me. “Does it feel good, Tom? Tell me.”

Tom is at a loss for words as he grinds into me. Mark’s cock slides against Tom’s, wet and hot as I rock against us both.

“Look how much he loves this,” I laugh, voice sharp and teasing as I ride. I shift my hips, pressing the two men’s cocks together. I lose my breath as my pussy squeezes around them.

“So desperate. So needy. What do you think, Mark?” I say as I give a low moan, tightening around them as Mark thrusts. “Does it feel as good for you as it does for him?”

Tom can’t stop his hips, can’t stop the groans that slip out. My body moves in wild, confident arcs. Fucking Tom and Mark.

“I—oh fuck,” Tom gasps, caught up in the motion, in the heat.

I smile and move even faster, at a breathless, shameless pace. The room fills with the slick sound of our bodies, with my high-pitched cries and Mark’s moans and Tom’s desperate whimpers. “Fuck, yes. Yes. Just like that.” Tom’s voice breaks over the words, over my movements. Tom reaches for my breasts, and I relish the feel as I bury his face between them.

“Tell me what you want, Tom.” I ask, demanding. I clench around him, and I groan, everything building fast, wild, out of control. Mark’s hands move from my hips to Tom’s. “Tell me!”

“I want—” Tom’s voice cracks, ragged and raw.

I gasp and clench around their cocks.

“I want him to fuck you!” Tom moans, shivering. “I want to watch him cum inside you!”

I can’t help but cry out in pleasure as I pull off, moving to Mark, taking his cock in one stroke, bouncing on him as my fingers grip Tom’s hair. “You heard him, Mark,” she gasps, breathless and intense. “Give us both what we want. Fill me up. Cum inside me, now!”

He thrusts into me, fast and frantic. Tom watches, shaking and moaning. My body jerks against his, and Tom’s cock pulses with each desperate cry from my lips. Mark gives a final, shuddering groan as he holds me still, hips bucking wildly beneath me. My voice rises as his cock fills my pussy with his recent release.

Tom watches us as I squirm from the tremors of my orgasm washing over me. Falling back, I can feel Mark’s cock twitching violently inside me.

Catching my breath, I move between the two men again, taking Tom’s cock in my hand.

“What do you think, Tom?” My voice is soft, teasing, full of promise. “Did you like seeing him cum in me?”

Tom’s body trembles as I stroke him.

“I did. Oh, God. I did.”

Laughing, I gave Tom his reward for being a good boy.

#

The shadows in the study are still soft, still warm with memories of my cries, when I spot a folded note on the desk. I’m barely dressed, barely recovered from fucking Mark, and the words on the paper make my pulse quicken with new promise. Dr. Richard Taylor has “concerns” about the controversies surrounding my work. He wants a word. I smirk, picturing his well-groomed outrage. I leave immediately, an extra sway in my hips, my blouse teasingly unbuttoned.

The gleaming surfaces of Dr. Taylor’s office reflect the austere minimalism that is so much a part of him. Cool, sleek, and impersonal. His eyes narrow as I step in, still flushed and provocative from my last encounter. He doesn’t even greet me.

“We need to discuss the ethical implications of your work.” Dr. Taylor’s voice is low, an attempt at authority that only fuels my desires. He stands tense and alert, every bit the cautious academic.

“Ethics,” I murmur, letting the word hang in the air between us. “Perhaps it’s time to explore boundaries beyond ethics.” I let my blouse slide off my shoulders, and his eyes widen behind those wire-rimmed glasses. He takes a breath to protest. I don’t let him.

“I didn’t ask you here for—”

“Oh, I know what you want from me, Dr. Taylor.” I purr his name, moving close, too close, invading his rigid space with my heat. My hands make quick work of his shirt buttons, my lips teasing his ear. “Maybe you’re afraid to admit it, but I’m not.”

“Angela, this is highly inappropriate,” he says, trying to regain control, but his voice betrays him with a breathless edge. His back hits the desk as I press against him, my hands already at his belt, unfastening, unzipping, feeling him harden with my touch.

“But you want it,” I whisper, wrapping my legs around his waist, grinding my soaked panties against his cock. “Don’t you?” I rock against him, feel him shiver and strain against the thin fabric between us.

He stiffens—everywhere—before groaning in surrender. “Well, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t.”

His hard cock presses against me and his hands grip my ass as I guide him to the chair. I laugh, low and sultry, taking control with a swift, practiced motion. My skirt rides up, and I straddle him, feeling his cock grow even harder beneath me. I gasp, loud and shameless, as I sink onto him, my wetness wrapping tight around his length.

“Fuck, Angela.” His moan is half curse, half worship. His careful facade cracks as I ride him, the crisp sound of skin against skin filling the polished, sterile room. “Oh God, it’s—”

“Yes. Just like that,” I encourage, rocking with wild abandon, my voice echoing off the hard lines of the modern decor. My shirt falls to the floor, and his hands find my breasts, squeezing hard, desperate for more. “I knew you couldn’t resist this.” My taunts are breathy and triumphant, each one pushing him closer to the edge.

The rhythm is relentless, an erotic symphony of unrestrained desire. He breathes raggedly and unevenly. The legs of the chair scrape against the floor as we move, our bodies tangled, unbuttoned, raw. I take him deeper, faster, fucking him with an intensity that breaks through every shred of professional decorum. “Oh God, oh God,” he gasps, his voice the perfect mix of disbelief and ecstasy.

“You love it, don’t you?” I pant, fingers digging into his shoulders as I lose myself in the charged, brazen moment. His body jerks beneath mine, and I know he’s almost there. I pull him to me, his face between my breasts, my nails dragging over his scalp. “You love how shameless I am. Admit it!” I ride him even harder, relentless and triumphant.

“Fuck, yes! Yes, I love it!” He bucks against me, and I moan out, so loud and uninhibited that the sound reverberates against the pristine surfaces of his office. His hands squeeze my hips, holding me down as he thrusts up, everything wild and frantic. “I’m—oh God, Angela, I’m—”

“Cum for me, Richard. Cum inside me.” I command, feeling him break beneath me, the last burst of resistance giving way to total surrender. His moan is long and guttural, and I know I’ve got him. I know he’ll be begging for more.

His body pulses, spurting deep and hot inside me as he collapses back, completely undone. I linger, enjoying the power of the moment, savoring his ragged breathing and the feel of his softening cock still buried within me. His face is a study in conflict and bliss, exactly as I’d hoped.

“Guess we’ll have to save the ethics talk for another time,” I whisper, rising from his lap, letting his cum drip from me as I gather my clothes. He’s spent, speechless, exactly where I want him. I button my shirt with a smirk and leave him in the mess we’ve made sure of two things: I’ve got him hooked, and I’ll reel him in again.

I head back home with a satisfied sway in my step, already plotting the next encounter. Tom waits where I left him, pacing the quiet study-adjacent room, eyes wide with arousal and anticipation. He looks up as I enter, eager, needy, and just as ripe for another round.


Chapter 4

Our bodies tangle between soft, disarrayed cushions, each of my motions deliberate as I orchestrate our encounter. My short auburn hair falls across my eyes as I push Tom into place. “Right here,” I instruct, green eyes challenging his insecure stare. Mark’s body thrusts with calm confidence, every stroke powerful and precise, making me gasp as I watch Tom. The sounds of our skin slap in urgent rhythm, and I know Tom feels each moment stretch into his understanding of us. “Let me feel you both,” I command, pushing myself onto them. Tom groans, still finding himself in the heat. His brow furrowed as I tease him about his inadequacies, my words a sharp, knowing reminder of what he craves. He catches his breath, finally embracing his role as my good husband, desperate to fulfill my desires.

The first time was harder for him. Now I see the awareness in his eyes, the desperation and curiosity, a blend that pulls him deeper into me.

“You can do better than that,” I taunt, catching his slow movements with my hands. “Show me.”

Tom adjusts, still hesitant but driven. Mark and I find our rhythm, each thrust syncing with his gasps. The room fills with the sound of our fucking, sweat glistening on our bodies as Tom moves in closer, desperate for the intimacy we offer.

“Right there,” I repeat, holding him steady. His eyes are wide, taking it all in as Mark’s strength consumes me.

Tom was the project. A docile husband turned cuck.

Mark’s body is relentless, his confidence infectious as he thrusts with precision. “Like this?” he asks, the mischief in his voice matched by the power of his strokes. I respond with a moan, my nails digging into his back, pulling him harder into me. Each movement is a deliberate expression of his role, the bull in our experiment, challenging every convention Tom once held sacred.

I feel Tom’s hands, unsure and eager, brushing against me as he tries to join. The contrast between them electrifies the air, pushing us further.

“Are you ready for this, Tom?” I ask, my voice firm and knowing.

“Yes,” he breathes, straining to meet the moment.

Mark shifts, allowing me to push back against him, a move that forces Tom to find his place in our tangle. My focus stays on Tom as I catch his rhythm, pushing him to match ours, feeling the shift in his submission.

His face flushes with the effort, but I see the satisfaction, the spark of understanding. I am going to make you a good husband.

Tom finds his rhythm tentative but willing. I feel his desire in each touch, each thrust, as I drive him forward, with Mark's dominance fueling every second.

My hands pull him closer. “Right there,” I repeat, feeling his resistance melt away, the heat building between us. The sheets are damp with sweat, skin sliding against skin, everything heightened by Tom’s surrender.

The room fills with our moans, the slap of bodies, explicit words fueling our shared heat.

“Show me, Tom,” I urge, seeing the shift in his eyes, the awareness as I draw him deeper into our desire.

He gasps, brow furrowed with concentration, each thrust pushing him closer to his new role.

I want to laugh at the look on his face, at the surprise as he gives into the moment. I hold him there, teasing, my body arching back to meet Mark. His muscles ripple beneath me, a stark contrast to Tom’s tentative touches, driving the pleasure higher.

I feel it all building, the finality of our moment. “Let me feel you,” I gasp, drawing Tom’s focus to me as the climax hits us.

He tenses, eyes wide with awe and submission, his release loud and desperate. We finish together, one last forceful crescendo that leaves him breathless.

They collapse beside me, panting and spent, our bodies tangled in a heap of damp sheets. Tom clutches me, eyes filled with a mixture of triumph and bewilderment.

I pull him closer, kissing him with a taunt in my smile. “You’re finally getting it.”

His look is earnest, eager. “Really?”

“Yes, just like that,” I whisper, the satisfaction of the experiment heavy and complete around us.

Cum glistens on my body, remnants of Mark’s dominant release across my breasts and belly. Tom’s breath catches as he stares, eyes locked on the proof of our encounter.

“Clean me up, Tom,” I instruct, my voice sharp and inviting, pushing him to the next step of his transformation.

He hesitates only a moment, then I feel his tongue, warm and eager, against my skin. The scent of our shared passion fills the air, each touch deliberate and submissive as he tends to my pussy, where Mark’s cum mixes with mine. I push him further, feeling his desperation and newfound submission with every swipe and lick.

Mark’s cum spills from me as Tom reaches my pussy, his actions driven by a blend of humiliation and need. He finishes his task with trembling hands, and I pull him close, the satisfaction of his surrender heavy around us.

They told me it would never work. I told them they didn't know Tom.

He hesitates at first, his fingers hovering over my slick skin. The warmth of our bodies rises in the room, cum and sweat glistening like evidence of what Tom has learned.

“You want to be a good husband, don’t you?” I tease, pulling him back with a single look.

His nod is urgent, desperate. He falls between my legs, tentative tongue finally reaching me, starting at the top where Mark’s cum glistens, his hesitancy turning to determination.

“Just like that,” I breathe, feeling him grow more certain, more willing. He laps at my skin, the sticky residue of our shared release coating his mouth as he moves. Each touch is an act of submission, a final, undeniable climax to his transformation.

I know Tom will do anything to please me.

Angela Carter has the best research methods in the department.

The last phase is always the most rewarding.

He works with care, watching my reactions, eager to please and even more eager to prove himself. I catch the flush of humiliation across his face, quickly replaced by satisfaction as he finds his rhythm.

Mark lounges on the edge of the bed, a reminder of our experiment’s success, his confident presence a contrast to Tom’s newfound submission.

The scent of cum and sweat is heavy around us, driving Tom to quicken his pace. My words push him further, deeper, until I feel his breath hot and insistent against my pussy.

“Here too, Tom,” I say, my tone as firm as it is inviting.

His eyes meet mine, wide with arousal. I arch my back, letting him see the cum spill from me, where Mark’s ultimate release mixes with mine.

“Miss nothing,” I add, my fingers tangling in his hair, guiding him closer.

Tom doesn’t need another prompt. He dives in, the heat of his mouth enveloping me as he fulfills his role.

My research always yields satisfying results.

His actions are quick, deliberate. The taste of sex fills his senses, pushing him to the brink as he cleans me, every lick a testament to his surrender.

Mark watches from his perch, blue eyes bright and playful. “You’ve trained him well,” he says, his voice a mix of awe and respect.

“Yes, I have,” I respond, feeling Tom’s last act solidify his place in my dynamic. I push him deeper, harder, until he trembles with the intensity of it all.

Tom’s release strains against him as he finishes his task, and I pull him to me, wrapping him in the damp sheets, pressing a cum-sticky kiss to his eager lips.

“That’s how you’re a good husband, Tom,” I whisper, knowing he’s learned exactly what I want him to know.

His look is triumphant and dazed, as if the world has opened up around him. “Thank you, Angela,” he says, clinging to me, the evidence of his role shining in his eyes.

“You’re welcome,” I reply, settling back with him in the glow of the final, undeniable act of his transformation.

Tom was the project. A docile husband turned cuck.

Angela Carter always gets her results.
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Shared While He Watches

Teaching Him to Share Me

To be taken in the wide open with so many to witness makes me squirm with delight.

My nosy neighbor watches from her window as my landscaper stretches me in front of my husband, who is enjoying the fun as much as I am.

Now that the secret is out with my pesky neighbor, I'm going to show them exactly what they've been craving all along, and while I'm at it, I'll indulge in every bit of pleasure I desire. 

Surrendering to My Husband's Best Man

It’s my wedding day and I crave the best man…

My rock-solid fiancé is a superstar in almost every area, but there's one glaring exception. Where he falls short, his best man more than compensates, igniting a fire in me I can't ignore. I can’t go through with the wedding knowing it would be something I can’t have.

I'll toss aside my inhibitions, daring to bare my desires. My fiancé's best man will satisfy my cravings, while my soon-to-be husband revels in the thrill of watching his wife indulge.

I'm shooting for a sizzling marriage—one where my husband gets that his best man will be my best man between the sheets.


Training My Boss to Watch



My husband’s the CEO, but his intern’s the real MVP in the bedroom...

At our company, my husband calls the shots, oblivious to my simmering restlessness and the desires that truly ignite me.

Fortunately, the fresh intern has exactly what I desire, and I’m about to show to the boss who’s really in control now.

I’ll show my tired husband how to sit back and watch while I have my fun. The intern will be my lover, and my husband will witness every moment.
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