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This book is dedicated to the memory of my father, Norm LeClair.


Not a day goes by that I don’t think of you.


You are my hero, and always will be.















Chapter One
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Cat O’Connor sat in a white club chair in a bubble-gum-pink dressing room, dreaming of her sister’s demise. Not her actual sister, of course, but the character her sister played in the daytime drama As the Sun Sets. The soap’s sliding numbers could use a boost, and what better way to boost them than by killing off leading lady Tessa Hart. At least in Cat’s mind it was the perfect solution. With her sister out of work, Cat would have the excuse she needed to move back to Colorado.


Wishful thinking on her part, she knew, and went back to adding up the numbers of the job-satisfaction quiz she’d just taken. It wasn’t like she needed a quiz to tell her that she was dissatisfied. But other than dreaming of Tessa Hart’s demise, she didn’t have anything else to occupy her time. Whoever thought the entertainment industry was exciting had never spent fourteen hours on the set of a daytime soap opera. Mind. Crushingly. Boring.


Okay, so sitting in an unmarked car on a stakeout had been kind of boring, too. But at least there’d been the potential for excitement. Nothing beat the thrill of taking some lowlife off the street. Of taking… She closed her eyes. She couldn’t go there. Couldn’t think of the hell the FBI had put her through and what she’d been forced to give up.


Refocusing on the magazine, she read the level that corresponded to her score. “Danger Zone! You are burned-out. Leave your job immediately before you destroy your mental and physical well-being.”


Cat tossed the magazine onto the glass table. It was true. She couldn’t wait for fate to intervene. Working for Chloe was sucking the life out of her. She felt like she was fifty instead of thirty-one. She pinched her stomach through the I Love Tessa Hart T-shirt that Chloe insisted Cat wear to work and jiggled the quarter inch of fat between her fingers. Her identical twin wasn’t driving Cat to drink—she was driving her to eat donuts. Cat had consumed more donuts in the year that she’d worked for Chloe than in her five years with the Denver PD.


She stood up and bounced on the balls of her feet, shaking out her hands. She’d do it today. As soon as Chloe returned from blocking out her scene, Cat would tell her. She’d been protecting Chloe since they came out of the womb five minutes apart. Something her sister would no doubt deny, but it was true. Pudgy with an overbite and a lazy eye, her nose always buried in a book, her head in the clouds, Chloe had needed Cat’s protection from grade school to high school. She didn’t need it now.


Cat tensed when the door opened and her sister swept into the dressing room wearing a ruffled peach dress and matching high heels, her long, wavy dark hair flowing down her back. Sinking gracefully onto the chair Cat had just vacated, Chloe brought the back of her hand to her forehead with a dramatic sigh.


Cat rehearsed her speech in her head, gave her hands another quick shake, then opened her mouth.


“Kit Kat, I need my pills. Get me my pills, please,” Chloe said before Cat got out a single syllable.


What Chloe needed was a good, swift kick in the derriere. But instead of acting on the thought, Cat retrieved the prescription bottle from her sister’s makeup table. Calm Chloe was easier to deal with than Dramatic Chloe. Her sister had no idea they were sugar pills. Their sister-in-law, Skye, had come up with the idea as a way to deal with Chloe’s attacks. Or as Cat privately referred to them, her Scarlett O’Hara act. Most of the time they worked.


Cat opened the bottle and shook two pills into her sister’s waiting palm. Chloe raised a perfectly plucked brow. “I need something to wash them down. Did you get my tea?”


Oh, she got her tea, all right. She’d scoured the streets of LA looking for her Anglophile sister’s special British brew. Battling gridlock traffic, it took Cat three hours to get back to the studio in Burbank.


She stifled a sarcastic retort and poured the freshly steeped tea, timed as always to be ready for Chloe’s return, into the Royal Doulton teacup.


Her pinkie raised oh-so-daintily in the air, Chloe took a sip, then pulled a face. “Kit Kat, this is not the brand I asked for.”


Silently counting to ten as she retrieved the yellow box from the shelf, Cat held it up. “This is what you told me to buy.”


And this was why she had to quit. Not only was she bored, Chloe was driving her insane. At times Cat wanted to strangle her. She wouldn’t, of course, but their relationship had suffered. Cat loved her sister, but lately she didn’t like her very much.


“Well, it’s not the one I want.” Chloe pursed her peach-glossed lips, then waved her hand. “Don’t worry about it. I have an hour before I have to be on the set. You have time to get me—”


“I’m not buying you more tea.” Cat rubbed her sweaty palms on her jeans. It was now or never. “I have something important to talk to you about.”


“Me too.” Chloe popped the pills in her mouth, then took a sip of tea.


“I quit.”


Chloe choked, motioning for Cat to pat her back. Gritting her teeth, Cat leaned over and did as her sister directed. Chloe’s rapid blinking caused her bottom and top false eyelashes to stick together. While tugging her lid from her eyeball, she squinted at Cat. “You’re quitting? But you love working for me.”


It wasn’t an act. Chloe saw what she wanted to see. And at the genuine confusion on her sister’s face, guilt wormed its way into Cat’s heart. Which Chloe erased with the next words out of her mouth. “Is it because I get all the attention?” She gave Cat a sympathetic smile. “Believe me, I remember what it’s like to feel invisible. But honestly, Kit Kat, where else would you make the kind of money I’m paying you for doing, well, nothing?”


There was so much Cat could say to that, but it wouldn’t do her any good. Better to leave with their relationship somewhat intact. “Since I don’t do anything, you shouldn’t need two weeks’ notice.” She headed for the door before her sister could insert her foot in her mouth again and Cat said something she’d regret.


“You’re leaving now?” Chloe asked, a hint of panic in her voice.


“I thought I’d go home and start packing. Book my flight. Don’t worry, I’ll be back in time to pick you up.” Just one more of her duties. Cat was Chloe’s chauffeur, as well as her bodyguard, manager, and gopher. A smile played on her lips as warm, giddy relief flooded her body. Not anymore she wasn’t. She’d bask in the freedom for a few days before facing the reality of looking for a job.


Chloe flapped both hands in front of her face. “Kit Kat, I don’t think the pills worked. I feel faint.”


Cat walked over and shoved her sister’s head between her legs. “Just breathe,” she said. “Not like that,” she added when Chloe started braying like a donkey. Dammit, she was not letting her suck her back in. Chloe was a hypochondriac. There was nothing wrong with her. Cat removed her hand from her sister’s head and crossed to the makeup table, opening a drawer to retrieve a brown paper bag. As soon as Chloe put it over her mouth and nose, her breathing evened out.


Lowering the bag, Chloe lifted beseeching green eyes. “Kit Kat, I know you have much more important things to take care of, but…” She swallowed convulsively and rubbed her chest. “I have a physical scene this afternoon. And after my spell, I worry about my heart. I’d hate to think how guilty you’d feel if I dropped dead, when you so easily could take my place.”


As Cat opened her mouth to say no, Chloe continued. “I don’t like to bring it up, but…” She brought it up all the time. Her sister was a delicate flower with the mind of a Venus flytrap. “… if you hadn’t been so greedy in the womb and sucked up all the oxygen, I wouldn’t have been born with a hole in my heart. So the least you can do is this one small favor for me.”


Chloe wasn’t exaggerating. Much. She had been born with a hole in her heart and spent the first months of her life in a NIC unit. Up until age four, she’d been in and out of the hospital before the hole closed on its own. When they were growing up, their parents had overprotected Chloe, treating her like an invalid. In Cat’s opinion, that had been more damaging than the hole had ever been.


Though she supposed she shouldn’t cast stones. Like her parents, Cat enabled her sister, too. And while intellectually she knew she was making matters worse, emotionally she couldn’t seem to help herself. Which is the reason why, an hour later, she awkwardly lowered herself into the stylist chair wearing a tight black pencil skirt and black bustier.


“Wipe the smirk off your face, Ty,” Cat said, adjusting the satin top.


“Moi, smirk? I think not, my darling Pussy.” Ty, in his uniform of skinny black pants and tight T-shirt, grinned at her in the mirror. “If you’re going to keep doing this, you should consider extensions.” He tugged on Cat’s wig, and it slipped to the side. In her senior year of high school, Cat had lopped off her long locks after another episode of trading places with her sister had gone horribly wrong.


Tutting, Ty reached across her for the bobby pins.


If any other man called her Pussy, Cat would probably slug them, but Ty meant it as an endearment. And she kind of liked that the nickname horrified her proper sister. Besides that, the hairstylist was one of Cat’s favorite people on the set of the daytime drama. She’d miss him when she left. But he was about the only thing she’d miss. She didn’t like Hollywood. Or Hollyweird, as she thought of it. “This is the last time.”


“That’s what you said two weeks ago.”


“I quit, Ty. I’m heading home on Monday.” She winced when he jabbed her scalp with a bobby pin.


“I nearly lost my lunch.” He patted her head. “Don’t scare me like that ever again.”


“I’m serious. I’m leaving.” Pressing his palms together, Ty rested his chin on the tips of his manicured fingers and looked at her mournfully through large, square, red-framed glasses. She sighed. She loved him, but he was as much a drama queen as her sister. “I’m going to miss you, too. But I’ll see you when you come to Christmas.”


A few months back, Chloe heard that the production team was looking for a location in the mountains to film their holiday segments and suggested their hometown. She put them in contact with Madison McBride, the town’s mayor, who offered free room and board to sweeten the pot. It didn’t take much sweetening once the production team got a look at Christmas.


Nestled in a valley at the foot of the Rocky Mountains, the small town was a nature lover’s dream. But it was the recently completed Santa’s Village that had sealed the deal.


Ty swept the back of his hand dramatically across his cheek. “Who is going to vet my dates and make sure I’m safe? And who is going to let me cry on their shoulder when I get my heart broken?” He wrapped his arms around her neck, meeting her eyes in the mirror. “You can’t leave me.”


Sam, one of the crew, walked by with George, the classically handsome man who played Chloe’s on-screen husband Byron Hart. Given that the two men were caught up in an animated conversation, Cat doubted they’d overheard her and Ty, but she had to be careful. “Chloe, remember?” she whispered, because no one could know she was taking her sister’s place. Cat wasn’t a member of the Screen Actors Guild. And no matter how ticked she was at her sister, she wouldn’t do anything to mess with her career.


Ty straightened, fluffing her hair. “You’re leaving because Chloe is such a biatch, aren’t you?”


She checked to be sure Sam and George were out of earshot before answering. “No, it’s time for me…” The set manager called Chloe’s name. “We’ll go out this weekend. I’ll bring Chloe along. If you give her a chance, I think you two could be friends.”


He flipped up his hand. “Just because I’m a fairy doesn’t mean I have a magic wand that will turn your sister into you.”


Cat sighed and pushed to her feet.


“Hang on.” Ty grabbed her arm and shoved two more bobby pins in her hair. “Be careful. Brunhilda attacks you in this scene, and after your sister pushed for the change that cut down her on-air time, she won’t hold back,” he said, referring to the redheaded actress Molly. She’d auditioned for the part of Tessa Hart and ended up with the lesser role of Tessa’s backstabbing sister, Paula.


Cat thanked him for the warning and headed for the set. Walking without tripping in the mile-high shoes was one thing, walking with the elegant grace of her sister another. Ten minutes at most, Cat reminded herself, and she’d be out of here for good. The thought lightened her step as she walked onto what served as the foyer of the Hart mansion.


Her heel shot out from under her on the polished black-and-white faux marble. Smothering a gasp, she clamped a hand on her head to keep her wig in place. Once she regained her balance, Cat made a show of checking her shoe.


“Tessa darling, are you all right?” the silver-haired Byron called down from the top of an ornate wooden staircase.


Cat frowned. Tessa darling? She shrugged. What did she know? Maybe he liked to get into character before taping. She acknowledged his concern with a small wave and took her mark, mentally going over the scene she’d practiced with Chloe earlier.


All she had to do was keep Molly from pulling off her wig. Piece of cake. Cat had a black belt and had aced her defensive-tactics training. But when the doorbell chimed and she opened the mansion’s door to the redhead, Cat had an aw-hell moment. She’d never fought in heels on a slippery floor. She contemplated kicking them off when Molly launched herself at her, which wasn’t supposed to happen until later in the scene. Ducking, Cat raised her arm to block the woman’s bloodred nails. Molly kept coming, pushing Cat off her mark. Why today of all days did the actress decide to improvise? They were supposed to have their come-to-Jesus moment at the front door, not in the middle of the foyer.


Lines, Cat reminded herself. Just say Chloe’s lines. “Paula, what’s wrong? What…” She trailed off, following the redhead’s gaze to the large crystal chandelier swaying drunkenly over Cat’s head.


Grabbing Molly by the arms, she spun them out of the way. A gust of air brushed against Cat’s back and the chandelier crashed to the floor.


Shouts went up from the cast and crew as they converged on them. The director in his yellow Hawaiian shirt pushed through the crowd. “Chloe, are you all right?”


“I’m good,” Cat assured him.


“So am I, Phil.” Molly glared at Cat before storming off the set.


The director’s gaze followed the other actress before he returned his attention to Cat. “Quick thinking, Chloe. Well done.” He patted her shoulder, then moved from her side, waving over the set and crew managers. “Would someone like to explain to me how the hell this happened?”


Exactly what Cat wanted to know. Glass crunched underfoot as she moved to crouch beside the chandelier. She examined the brushed silver chain links; the wire had been cut. Careful what you wish for, Cat thought, looking up at the beam. Her plan to leave her sister’s employ was now on hold.


*     *     *


Special Agent Grayson Alexander couldn’t remember the last time he’d taken a vacation. To his way of thinking, the bad guys didn’t take one, so why should he? But his last case had changed his mind. He was skirting the edge of burnout. It was the only explanation he could come up with for his epic screwup. He’d put not only the operation on the line, but his life.


Valeria Ramos had played him, and he hadn’t uncovered her deception until it was almost too late. A gorgeous brunette with a killer bod, she’d passed herself off as a victim, when in truth she’d been the head of the human trafficking ring. The memory of how badly his instincts had failed him grated. They’d never failed him in the past. Forget that he was damn good at his job; for a guy who’d grown up around actresses, he should have made Valeria from day one. So yeah, he needed a couple of weeks off to decompress and get his head back in the game.


He propped his bag and skis by the door of his Beachwood Canyon home, anxious to get out of the smog-filled city. The mountains were calling his name. He’d get his thrills and chills on the black diamond slopes instead of on the job. Whatever tension remained at the end of the day, he’d burn off with a ski bunny or two or three. It wasn’t as if he had someone to come home to. He’d learned the hard way that his job wasn’t conducive to long-term relationships. Or maybe it was just him.


As he opened the panel to activate the alarm, his cell rang. He thought about not answering until he saw who it was.


“Mr. Alexander, Linda Hanson from Shady Palms. Your grandmother has gone missing again.”


And he knew exactly where she’d turn up. He should have moved. He pressed a button, angling his security camera at the street. Sure enough, a yellow cab was pulling into his driveway. “She’s here, Linda. I’ll have her back to the home within the hour.” If he had to tie her up to get her there. He wondered what her story would be this time. Last month, she was sure the nurses were drugging her.


The woman on the other end of the line cleared her throat. “Mr. Alexander, I’m afraid that won’t be possible. The previous administrator was more willing than I am to look the other way. Dame Alexander is a disruptive influence. You’ll have to find another facility—”


Yeah right. Shady Palms was just one of many retirement homes his grandmother had terrorized in the past five years. And he should know, since the duty of taking care of GG fell on him. Not on his cousins or his father or his aunt and uncle—him. In a voice infused with as much charm and warmth as he could manage given his frustration, he said, “Linda, we’ll discuss this when I get there. I’m sure we can come to—”


“No we won’t, Mr. Alexander. Your charm and good looks are wasted on me. I’m too old to be swayed by a handsome face.”


He was wondering if his badge and an imaginary infraction might do the trick when a five-foot-nothing, immaculately groomed older woman with a white Angora cat tucked under her arm scowled up at the security camera.


“Grayson, I know you’re there. Let me in,” Dame Estelle Alexander demanded in an upper-crust British accent, lifting her cane to knock on the door.


“Linda, I’ll…” He blew out a noisy breath. She’d hung up. At the insistent rapping, he shoved the phone in the pocket of his black leather jacket and jerked open the door before Estelle bashed it in. “GG, you promised you weren’t going to run away again.”


She batted him out of the way with her cane, lifted her aristocratic nose, and sniffed. “I didn’t run away. I escaped. They’re trying to kill me.”


He wouldn’t be surprised if some of the staff at Shady Palms wanted to kill her. He’d felt the same on occasion, as he imagined her last four husbands did. His grandmother was a drama queen and a royal pain in the ass.


“Don’t keep the young man waiting, Grayson.” She directed a pretentious nod at the sixty-something man standing at the door with… four suitcases at his feet. Grayson briefly closed his eyes before digging his wallet from the back pocket of his jeans. The man gave him an I-feel-for-you-pal smile and handed him the cat’s pink princess bed.


“Thanks.” Grayson tucked the bed under his arm and hauled the luggage into the house. As he piled the bags by the door, he said, “GG, I’m heading out of town, so you’ll have to stay—” He straightened and looked over his shoulder. She was gone. Cursing under his breath, he strode to his bedroom. “Do not put that cat on my bed.” Did she listen to him? Of course not. She did exactly as she pleased and placed the long-haired animal on his black comforter. “GG, you know I’m allergic to—”


“It’s all in your head.” She waved a dismissive bejeweled hand, then turned to open his dresser drawers. “Where’s my luggage?”


“I’ll get it.” He stalked from the room, closing the door behind him. Her suitcases were staying right where they were. Leaning against the wood-paneled wall, he retrieved his cell from his jacket and called his cousin India. He’d had it. Someone other than him was taking care of GG. He needed this vacation. And it was about time one of them stepped up to the plate.


His call to India went straight to voice mail—with a message indicating that she was in New York. At the beep, he said, “Indy, how many times do I have to tell you not to let everyone know you’re out of town? It’s not safe. Call me as soon as you get this.” He paused; his cousin never returned her messages. “GG’s dying.”


He dialed his aunt and uncle and got their voice mail with a message informing him they were on safari in Africa. Of course they were. He left them the same message as he did for their daughter. He didn’t bother calling his father. He’d get no help from that end. The only time Grayson heard from the eighth Earl of Waverly was when he needed cash.


He called Indy’s brother, Jamie, relieved when an actual voice came over the line. “Hey, Jamie. I need—”


“Hey, Gray, my man. I was just picking up the phone to call you. I’ve got a job for you.”


He never should have told Jamie he was taking a few weeks off. His cousin provided security for the rich and famous. “No. I’m leaving for Bear Valley in twenty minutes, and GG’s here. You have to come and get her.”


“She run away from Heaven’s Gate again?”


She’d been in Heaven’s Gate two years earlier, but Grayson didn’t waste time correcting his cousin. “Yeah, and you’re up. I tried to get hold of your sister and parents, but they’re out of town.”


“I’d help you out, but Lacy and GG don’t get along.”


“Who’s Lacy? Never mind, just come and get your grandmother.”


“Seriously, bro, I can’t leave her with Lacy. I’m heading out of town on a job. Which is why I need your help. I just got a call from the executive producer of As the Sun Sets. He’s worried about the safety of their star Chloe O’Connor. They want to keep it under wraps, so I agreed to provide security and investigate the attempt on her life. It probably won’t take you—”


Grayson disconnected, thumbing through his contact list as he walked to the front door. There had to be a distant cousin on here somewhere. Jamie called again. Grayson didn’t answer.


Two seconds later, Jamie texted. I’m calling my marker. You owe me.


As much as Grayson hated to admit it, he did owe him. Jamie had heard a rumor about Valeria Ramos’s previous relationship with one of his former clients and passed it on to Grayson. The information had changed the focus of his investigation and saved his life. He walked to the bar in the corner of his sparsely furnished living room, grabbed a bottle of Johnnie Walker, and poured himself two fingers before calling his cousin back. “All right, I’ll do it. But as soon as I wrap up the case, you’re taking GG off my hands.”


Once Jamie reluctantly agreed, he gave Grayson a brief rundown on the cast and crew. Grayson relaxed for the first time since GG arrived on his doorstep. He’d wrap the case up in a couple of days at most, and his grandmother would no longer be his problem. He already had his primary suspect: Chloe’s sister and the beneficiary of her will, Cat O’Connor.















Chapter Two
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Grayson didn’t know what it said about him that he preferred his usual roles as pimps, gang members, drug traffickers, and hitmen to playing a British lord, but he didn’t have much say in the matter. Two hours after he’d agreed to take on security for Chloe O’Connor, his cousin informed him he was going in undercover.


The executive producer didn’t want to upset their star. From all accounts, the actress was a neurotic diva—no surprise there—who they worried would refuse to show up for work if she knew her life was in danger. And there was no doubt she was in danger. Grayson had a copy of the threatening letter her agent had found in Chloe’s dressing room two weeks earlier—the same day the railing gave way and she’d fallen down a couple of stairs on the set. Only the powers that be hadn’t taken the note seriously until yesterday’s incident with the chandelier.


And since the actress had a penchant for British royalty, Grayson was playing the part of Lord Harry Halstead, a wealthy aristocrat who dabbled in acting. Other than the executive producer and the agent, the director was the only one who knew Grayson’s true identity.


“We should keep this car,” his grandmother said as he parked the black Jaguar XJL in the studio’s lot. “I prefer it to your truck. James Bond drove one just like this in Skyfall. Did I tell you the director’s an old flame of mine?”


“Yes, GG, you did.” Four times. “And no, we aren’t keeping the car.” Though it would serve Jamie right if he did. His cousin had reluctantly lent Grayson his pride and joy, conceding it was a better fit for the part of a British aristocrat than Grayson’s truck. “I can’t afford—” Grayson sneezed. “… a Jag.”


“You could if you’d let me call my director friend. Did I tell you we had an affair five—No, maybe it was ten years ago. He’d give you a screen test if I asked. You’d make a much better James Bond than Daniel Craig. And with your role in As the Sun Sets, you’ll have something on your resume besides undercover work for the FBI. Which is good, mind you, but it’s your time in front of the camera he’ll want to see.” She dug around in her purse and pulled out a lace-trimmed hankie. “Stop sneezing. Your eyes are red and puffy. It’s not the least bit attractive.”


He wiped his nose, stuffing the hankie in his breast pocket. “If you’d left Fluffy at home like I asked, I wouldn’t be sneezing.” She ignored him, turning up the air conditioner instead of the radio to drown him out.


The overpowering smell of cologne filled the car. Maybe it wasn’t the cat making him sneeze after all. It was probably the half bottle of aftershave GG had slapped on his face. As soon as he’d put one foot in the hall this morning, she’d been waiting for him in full makeup, wearing a winter-white pantsuit. She must have turned up her hearing aids when she went to bed. In the end, he decided not to argue with her and use her as a lookout. He planned to check out the set and Chloe O’Connor’s dressing room before the cast and crew arrived.


As the urge to sneeze once again overtook him, Grayson turned off the air conditioner. Strands of cat hair floated around the interior to land on his black suit. With a muttered curse, he brushed them off his shoulder and thigh.


“If you must use foul language, say bloody hell. Did you not pay any attention to me last night?” His grandmother tapped his temple with an arthritic finger. It was about the only thing she hadn’t had Botoxed. “Get in character. From this moment on, you are Lord Harry Halstead, ninety-eighth in line to the British throne.”


His grandmother had taken to her role as a female Henry Higgins with a vengeance. Jamie had called her on the sly and asked her to prep Grayson for the part. He’d spent the entire night before being taught to walk and talk like a proper British lord while devising ways to make his cousin pay. He might keep the Jag after all.


Ignoring his grandmother’s comment, Grayson unfolded his six-foot-three frame from the XJL. He wasn’t worried about fooling Chloe O’Connor. He made a living pretending to be someone else.


He rounded the car and opened the passenger-side door. As he waited for GG to alight, he tugged the cuffs of his white shirt a precise inch below the black suit’s sleeves and scanned the lot.


His grandmother rummaged through her purse. “I can’t find my pills, Grayson. I must have forgotten—”


“Harry,” he said in a clipped British accent. “You didn’t forget your pills, Estelle. I gave them to you at breakfast.” He didn’t eat the morning meal as a rule, but with his grandmother there, he had no choice but to feed her.


She glanced at him, covering the flustered look on her face with a brisk nod. “Your accent is quite believable, my boy. Well done.”


“Thanks. Now come on. There’s the director.” Grayson lifted his chin at the short, rotund man with gray hair and a goatee. Offering his grandmother his arm, Grayson studied her as he did so. With all the work she’d had done, she looked two decades younger than her actual age. But she was seventy-six, and he wondered if he should be taking her moments of forgetfulness more seriously. They’d been happening more frequently, as he’d noticed on his weekly visits to Shady Palms. And obviously she was aware enough to be concerned. He’d mention it to Jamie. Have him… Grayson’s shoulders rose and fell on a heavy, inward sigh. No, as he’d learned in the past, when it came to GG, there was only one person he could depend on: himself.


The director extended his hand as he met them at the door. “Good to meet you in person, Grayson.” They’d spoken the night before.


He shook Grayson’s hand, then took his grandmother’s, lifting it to his lips. “An honor to meet you, Dame Alexander. I’m a big fan. I’d love you to do a walk-on if you’re interested.”


Estelle’s eyebrows rose, and her nostrils flared. Obviously, she felt the role was beneath her. Grayson was thankful good manners prevented her from saying so. “Quite impossible, Phillip. I have a job to do. I will be my grandson’s eyes and ears on the set. We’re partners, you know.”


Sweet mother of God. He never should have agreed to bring her with him. She continued before Grayson had a chance to correct her. “I’m playing his manager. As me, of course. I’m too recognizable to pass myself off as someone else.”


If you were of a certain age and a fan of Broadway, Grayson conceded she had a point.


“I can’t say I’m not disappointed, but I understand. We want this wrapped up as soon as possible,” Phil said as he opened the door and handed Grayson a script. “Sorry to put you on the spot. But we need you to start today. You’ll be playing Rand Livingstone, an ex-lover of Tessa Hart.”


“Not a problem.” Grayson had a photographic memory, so that was the least of his concerns. But he worried that springing him on the cast today would raise suspicions. “Was this a story line the cast has been expecting?”


“Yes. Though another actor was hired to play the role. Unfortunately for him, but lucky for us, yesterday he caused a furor on social media with some inappropriate pictures, and we’ve been scrambling to find a replacement.”


His cousin’s work, no doubt. Grayson wasn’t the only one who was good at his job. Once they’d done a walk-through of the set, which took longer than it should, thanks to his grandmother lobbying for Grayson’s role to be expanded while suggesting how to capture his best side, Phil gave Grayson a key to Chloe O’Connor’s dressing room. “I’ll leave you to it. Chloe arrives around eight, so you have a good hour.”


As Phil walked away, Grayson said, “Estelle, stand at the end of the hall. If you see anyone coming this way, tap your cane twice. I’ll leave the door—What do you think you’re doing?” he asked as she pushed past him into the dressing room.


She handed him the cat. “I have to go to the loo.”


“No, there’s no…” He trailed off when she closed the bathroom door. “Bloody hell,” he muttered, placing Fluffy on the white club chair. At least her hair would blend in.


Grayson scanned the dressing room. The three drawers in the makeup table were the most likely place to find what he was looking for. If he didn’t solve the case in the next twenty-four hours, he’d break in to Chloe’s Redondo Beach house. He needed something Cat O’Connor had written to compare to the threatening letter. Although the note was comprised of words cut and pasted from a magazine, he could check it for phrases she commonly used.


Cat O’Connor remained his primary suspect. She had the motive and opportunity. She hadn’t been on the set at the time of Chloe’s “accidents.” An unusual occurrence according to Phil. Cat was always close at hand during filming in case her sister needed her. Which, invariably, she did, Phil confirmed. Grayson didn’t share his suspicions with the director because, if he wasn’t mistaken, Phil had a crush on Cat. From the file Grayson had already gathered on her, he understood why.


Like her sister, Cat O’Connor was gorgeous. Not surprising, since they were identical twins. But Cat’s natural beauty appealed more to Grayson. Her chin-length dark hair framed intelligent green eyes and high, sculpted cheekbones. Combined with her lean, athletically built frame, she came across as a strong woman, one who could take care of herself. The only thing soft about her was her lips. Full, pouty lips Grayson had fixated on while studying her photo.


A women’s magazine open facedown on the glass table caught his eye. There’s no way as a former detective she’d leave evidence lying around in plain sight. Then again, she’d been involved with a guy running a Ponzi scheme. Maybe she was unraveling. Her relationship with Michael Upton was another reason she’d ended up on the top of Grayson’s suspect list. She’d been engaged to the guy, living with him, and she expected people to believe she had no idea what he was up to? Grayson didn’t buy it, and neither did the special agent in charge in Denver.


As far as SAC Turner was concerned, the file on Cat O’Connor was still open. And the fact that she’d cleaned out her bank account last month, anonymously giving it to the victims of the fraud, only made her look more guilty in Grayson’s and Turner’s eyes.


Grayson retrieved the women’s magazine from the glass table and leafed through the pages, checking for missing words. He didn’t find any, but what he did find caused his mouth to lift at the corner. He was on the right track. Because unless Chloe had taken the job-satisfaction quiz, which he highly doubted, Cat O’Connor hated working for her sister. Now the question was, did she hate only her job or did she hate her sister as well? It had to be difficult living in Chloe O’Connor’s shadow. The money notwithstanding, would it be enough for her to commit cold-blooded sororicide? If Cat had also confided her involvement in the Ponzi scheme to Chloe, he imagined it would. Her sister was a loose end that needed to be taken care of.


*     *     *


Chloe had been gloating ever since Cat informed her that the job she’d lined up had fallen through and she wasn’t leaving. She’d held off telling her until late the night before. Cat didn’t want Chloe to connect her change of plans to the incident with the chandelier. But with the crew blaming a piece of steel on the overhead beam for the cut wire, there should be no reason for her sister to be suspicious.


Even though Cat didn’t buy the explanation, it worked to her advantage. The last thing she needed was for Chloe to think she was in danger. The exhausting reality of dealing with a hysterical Chloe aside, Cat wanted to find whoever was responsible, not send them to ground. She didn’t want her sister spending the rest of her life looking over her shoulder. And Cat didn’t want to spend the rest of hers protecting her sister from an unknown enemy.


Chloe, looking far from her glamorous self in a pink velour tracksuit, shot her a disgruntled glance as Cat parked the SUV. “There’s no one here. I told you the clocks were wrong. There must have been a power outage last night.”


“Guess so.” There wasn’t. Cat wanted to come in early and check the set without raising her sister’s suspicions. It was just Cat’s luck that Phil had decided to arrive early today, too. She didn’t recognize the black Jag and wondered who else was here.


As she got out of the Range Rover and scanned the lot, Cat skimmed her hand over the back of her brown leather jacket to be sure it hadn’t ridden up to reveal her gun. The late November morning was cool enough that she could get away with wearing the jacket for now. She’d probably have to change by midday.


Chloe yawned as she met her at the stage door. “I could have used the extra hour to get ready, you know.” She touched her disheveled hair and pursed her naked lips.


“Hair and makeup just redoes it anyway. I don’t know why you bother. Seems like a waste of time to me.”


“Of course it does. Because all you do is wash your face and finger-comb your hair. But unlike you, I have an image to uphold. I can’t come to work looking like a hot mess.”


Cat put a defensive hand to her head. It wasn’t like she fussed over her appearance… but a hot mess, really? She looked down at her ripped jeans and scuffed boots and reluctantly conceded Chloe might have a point. Before Michael had turned Cat’s world upside down and she got stuck in a soul-sucking job, she’d put more effort into her appearance. But she didn’t know why she let her sister’s comment get to her. It wasn’t like she wanted to attract attention. The lower she flew under the radar the better. Besides, she’d sworn off men for the foreseeable future.


“Good thing no one’s around to see you, then,” Cat said as she opened the door, making a mental note that it needed to be kept locked until the guard was on duty. Security was usually here by the time they arrived.


From somewhere on the set, she heard Phil’s gruff voice. If she had the slightest suspicion he was involved with the attempt on her sister’s life, she’d stop and listen to his conversation. She continued walking.


Chloe might be a pain in Phil’s derriere on occasion, but only because she strived for perfection. Her sister expected everyone to work as hard as she did to make the daytime drama a success. Cat had to give credit where it was due, Chloe was a good actress. She admired her sister’s passion and work ethic. She had no doubt that one day Chloe would make her dream of winning an Oscar come true. As the Sun Sets was just a stepping stone for her. And there was no way Phil would endanger his star. After all, as the latest issue of People proclaimed, Chloe was America’s sweetheart.


“What are you doing? You’re freaking me out.”


Cat glanced over her shoulder, looking up to meet her sister’s eyes. They were both five foot five, until Chloe put on her four-inch heels. Which she wore every day, even when they were at home. She said heels made her legs look long and lean. Chloe was all about looking good. Cat was all about comfort. And right now the look in her sister’s eyes was making her uncomfortable. “What are you talking about?”


“You’re acting like a cop. All tense, looking around as if someone’s going to leap out at us at any moment.”


That was the thing about Chloe. She acted like an airhead, but she wasn’t. She was smart. She read body language almost as well as Cat. “I told you to stop watching Criminal Minds before you go to bed. It makes you jumpy the next day.”


Cat focused on relaxing the muscles in her neck and shoulders as she rounded the corner to… Chloe’s dressing room door was ajar.


“I’m not jumpy… What are—”


“Quiet,” Cat whispered, her forearm across Chloe’s chest as she gently shoved her against the wall. “Stay here.” She went to reach for her gun, then decided to check out the situation first. If she could avoid drawing her weapon, so much the better. She didn’t have a permit to carry concealed in California, and Chloe would wonder why she was armed.


Cat crept toward her sister’s dressing room and slowly inched the door open. A tall man, his dark wavy hair curling at the collar of his expensive black suit, stood beside the coffee table with his back to her.















Chapter Three
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Take one more step toward me, Cat, and I’ll shoot you,” the dark-haired man said in a smooth baritone.


When he moved his arm as though to reach for something in his jacket, Cat launched herself across the room and took him down. His well-developed muscles rippled beneath her fingers as she pushed her hands into the wide expanse of his back.


He fell forward, his forehead bouncing off the arm of the club chair at the same time a cat, its white hair standing on end, hissed and flew at her. Startled, Cat jerked back, raising an arm to push the animal away. The thought that the man might have been threatening the cat, and not her, crossed her mind. But it didn’t explain why he’d broken into her sister’s dressing room.


Straddling him, Cat grabbed his arm to twist it behind his back. She felt the tension in his body as he shifted, and suspected he meant to throw her off. “I wouldn’t if I were you. Stay…” she began to advise him when an outraged cry cut her off. She twisted to see an older woman come charging out of the bathroom with her cane raised.


The man beneath Cat took advantage of her brief moment of inattention and effortlessly broke her grip on his arm. Before she could react, he flipped over in one smooth movement so that she now straddled his stomach. Along with her disbelief that he’d gotten the best of her was the thought that he reeked of cologne. It was worse than walking through the perfume aisle at a department store.


“Est…” He removed his hand from Cat’s hip, a hand she hadn’t realized had been there until now, and sneezed into his arm. “… elle, put down the cane.” He directed his command at the older woman.


As the woman did as he asked, his ice-blue gaze returned to Cat. She blinked as much from the disdain she saw in his eyes as to his traffic-stopping beauty. Thick hair the color of dark chocolate was slicked back from his chiseled features, a strong masculine nose, square jaw, and full lips on a wide mouth. Only the dent on his forehead and a white scar bisecting his left eyebrow marred his perfection. Well, that and his puffy, bloodshot eyes.


“Kit Kat, what did you do? This poor cat ran terrified from my dressing—” her sister began from behind her before the older woman cut her off.


“Fluffy, my poor baby. Come to Mommy.”


Cat swiveled to see the woman trying to extricate the purring animal from her sister’s arms. Chloe, attempting to remove Fluffy’s nails from her velour hoodie, stared at Cat with an appalled expression on her face. “Why are you sitting on that man?”


“I…” Cat looked from her sister to the man in question. She was still sitting on him. On his rock-hard abs. Why hadn’t she moved? Because everything happened too fast. It was the only acceptable explanation. It had nothing to do with being stunned stupid by his movie-star good looks.


He raised an eyebrow. What was with the sardonic look? Oh, no, he was not putting her on the defensive. He’d broken into her sister’s dressing room. Cat attempted to get off him without any further rubbing of her body on his, which wasn’t easy. She gave up and awkwardly scrambled to her feet.


“About bloody time,” she thought he muttered, but couldn’t be sure because she was back to being stunned stupid when he flashed her a smile. A smile so gorgeous it belonged in a toothpaste commercial.


Pathetic. Cat was so off her game, it wasn’t even funny. Here she was thinking about his full, seductive lips and his perfect white teeth when her sister’s life was on the line. Cat fisted her hands on her hips, put on her cop face, and went to glare down at the man. Only, he rose to his feet with leonine grace, tugging the sleeves of his white shirt below his suit sleeves. She had to look up and took one step back, then another.


Behind her, Chloe sucked in a breath. Cat knew what that sucking sound meant, and it wasn’t good. Her sister had gotten her first good look at the man. “Chloe, wait for me in the hall. I need to question—”


Her sister practically threw the animal at the older woman, shoving Cat out of the way with her hand extended. And there it was again, his smile. Only, this one seemed friendlier, more genuine, and just as flipping gorgeous. She waited for her sister to react. She didn’t disappoint.


Right on cue, Chloe fluffed her hair, did a flirty head tilt, and went to bat her eyes. Without her fake lashes beating against her cheeks, Chloe remembered she was makeup-less, which earned Cat a you’ll-pay-for-this look. She had no doubt Chloe would make good on her wordless threat for having to meet this man at less than her best. But Cat didn’t have time to worry in what form that payback would come.


“Ms. O’Connor, your photos don’t do you justice. I apologize for intruding on your privacy. My manager”—he nodded at the older woman, who was too busy examining her cat for injury to take part in the conversation—“needed to use the loo.” He held up a key. “Phil didn’t think you’d mind.”


Cat pinched the bridge of her nose. How did she miss that he was a Brit? On top of everything else, he had to have one of those obnoxiously sexy accents. Add the smooth baritone in which it was delivered, and she was surprised Chloe hadn’t melted into a puddle of quivering ecstasy. Cat chanced a glance at her sister, who gaped at the man while vigorously pumping his hand. Then her other hand joined in on the action, clasping his large, masculine hand between hers.


“No, no. My goodness, it’s my sister who should apologize for attacking you.” Chloe widened her eyes at Cat, nudging her head in the stranger’s direction.


As if. She didn’t believe one word coming out of tall, dark, and too-charming-to-be-real’s mouth. “Who are you, and why would Phil give you a key to my sister’s dressing room?”


“Halstead. Harry Halstead.” His pale blue eyes briefly locked with Cat’s before he directed his answer to Chloe. “My dressing room wasn’t ready yet, and as I said, Phil didn’t think it would be a problem. I’ll be—”


“Lord Harry Halstead, ninety-eighth in line for the throne, to be precise,” the older woman said in a snotty British accent, rubbing her cheek against the cat’s head. “I advised my client against taking the role, but it seems he’s a fan of yours, Ms. O’Connor.”


Cat thought she groaned inwardly, but from the raised eyebrows Lord Harry and his manager directed at her, she hadn’t. It didn’t matter. All she cared about was her sister’s reaction to the news. Chloe pressed a hand to her chest and released a breathy “Oh my.”


Which would have been comical if it wasn’t also worrisome. This guy checked every box on her sister’s to-marry-a-Brit list. Five months ago, a man who’d done the same failed to tell Chloe he was married. His wife, who caught them in flagrante delicto, had threatened to kill her sister. Cat had been in Christmas looking after her mother at the time.


If Lord Darby and his wife hadn’t kissed and made up and weren’t safely ensconced in their London flat, her ladyship would be on Cat’s suspect list. Cat closed her eyes. She didn’t need the added complication of protecting her sister from another smarmy British lord while trying to figure out who wanted Chloe dead.


Cat opened her eyes to see his lordship bent over her sister’s hand. While Chloe fanned herself, the man lifted his head, hurriedly reaching in his breast pocket to retrieve a… hankie. He sneezed. Cat stared at the lacy starched-white fabric, then took in his long, broad manicured fingers. And as the smell of his cologne filled her sister’s dressing room, laughter bubbled up in her throat. She bit the inside of her bottom lip, then managed to smile at the man now looking at her over her sister’s head. Cat had been worrying for nothing. Chloe could flirt with Lord Harry Halstead to her heart’s desire, and the man wouldn’t end up in her sister’s bed. He was gay.


*     *     *


Cat O’Connor’s beautiful, wide smile hit him with the same force as her lithe body had only moments ago. He couldn’t explain why. Maybe it was the way her long-lashed green eyes lit with amusement or the cute dimple that flashed to the left of her lush lips. Wait a minute, why had her earlier suspicion suddenly turned to amusement? He followed her gaze to the lace-trimmed hankie in his hand, his manicured nails—courtesy of GG—and had a flash of insight. She thought he was gay.


If he’d gone with his natural instinct—the one that had taken some effort to control—and flipped her onto her back, his response to her would have wiped that conclusion from her brain. His reaction had surprised and pissed him off. Sure she was hot, and having a hot woman straddle him, her heat warming his skin through his silk shirt, was hotter still. But he knew it wasn’t her face or body that had drawn the response—it was the holstered gun his fingers had brushed against under her leather jacket. Seems he’d developed a thing for dangerous women. Following so close on the heels of his screwup with Valeria Ramos, this was not a happy realization.


He worked to keep his mouth from flattening and refocused on her sister. At the covetous look in those identical green eyes, he decided gay was good. Until he remembered the whole point of him playing a British lord was to get close to Chloe. It would make it easier to protect her.


“Oh my gosh, you’re playing Rand Livingstone, aren’t you? This is so perfect. You’re perfect. Isn’t he perfect, Kit Kat?”


Her sister smirked. “Oh yeah, he’s perfect, all right.”


Obviously Chloe didn’t pick up on her sister’s sarcasm because she continued to stare at him while smoothing her hands down the lapels of his jacket. “I couldn’t have picked better myself. You’re everything I want in a lover. The boy they’d hired to—”


“Everything Tessa wants, isn’t that what you meant to say, Chloe?”


Chloe frowned at her sister. “That’s what I said, isn’t it?”


Before her sister could respond, his grandmother said, “Harry, perhaps you should ask Phillip if your dressing room is ready. I’d like to sit and have my morning tea while we read through the script.”


Grayson inwardly cursed; he should have known building his acting resume would outweigh GG’s interest in the investigation. She’d been trying to get him to become an actor since the day he’d moved in with her at the age of eight.


“Where are my manners? Please have a seat. You too, your lordship. My sister will make us some tea.” Chloe gently took his grandmother’s arm and steered her to one of the club chairs.


“Chloe, I don’t have time to make tea. I have—” Cat pinched the bridge of her straight and narrow nose as her sister talked over her. Grayson lowered himself in the other chair, watching the sisters’ interaction with interest.


“I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name,” Chloe said to his grandmother.


Settling in the chair with Fluffy on her lap, GG lifted her chin. “Dame Estelle Alexander.”


Chloe’s expressive eyes widened, her mouth opening and closing before she said in a high-pitched voice, “Dame Estelle Alexander. You’re the Dame Estelle Alexander? What am I saying, of course you are. I should have recognized you. I can’t believe you’re sitting in my dressing room.” She flapped a hand in her sister’s direction. “Kit Kat, I feel faint.”


Cat’s shoulders rose on a sigh as she walked to the makeup table, returning with a chair and a container of pills. Grayson leaned forward, trying to get a better look at the prescription bottle in her hand. Her eyes slid his way, and she arched an eyebrow. He forced a smile, sat back in the chair, and tugged on his shirtsleeves. With a slight shake of her head, she placed two pills in Chloe’s waiting palm. He needed to get his hands on that prescription bottle. An overdose or a pill laced with cyanide would be a convenient way for her to eliminate her sister.


“I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s gotten into me today. I’m so scattered.” Chloe sank gracefully onto the chair Cat had brought to her. “Tea, Kit Kat. I need to wash them down.” Her sister opened her mouth, then closed it, stalking to a narrow counter on the opposite wall.


“Don’t mind her. She’s always cranky in the morning,” Chloe stage-whispered at the rattle of teacups and the slamming of an electric kettle. “We were late and had to rush out this morning, as you can see from the state of me.” She did an embarrassed sweep of her hand from her hair to her waist.


Grayson figured it was time to lay on the charm. “I have never seen a woman as stunning at seven in the morning.” His grandmother stroked Fluffy, the considering look she sent from Grayson to Chloe putting him on edge. He needed to remind her that any flirtation on his part was an act. He’d married the last actress she set him up with and that relationship had crashed and burned. He still had the scars.


“Thank… seven?” Chloe sent an exasperated look in her sister’s direction. “Honestly, Kit Kat, when are you going to listen to me?” Cat grunted in response and slammed something else. “I told her there must have been a power outage.”


Interesting. “Were your cell phones affected as well?” That earned him a glare from Cat. He smiled. Her eyes narrowed. He’d have to be more careful.


“I don’t know. I couldn’t find mine. Kit Kat, what time is it on your phone?”


“What does it matter? We’re here now,” she muttered, unplugging the whistling kettle.


It mattered quite a bit actually. Because if Cat had come in early to tamper with the set, he’d need to keep a closer eye on her. After yesterday’s “accident,” he’d assumed she’d wait a couple of days before trying again.


“I suppose it is a good thing that we arrived earlier than usual. Now we have more time to get better acquainted,” Chloe said with a winsome smile. “I can give you some background on the story line if you think it would helpful. I don’t want to mess with your process though.”


“I’m sure he doesn’t need you to fill him in. Estelle said he’s a big fan. Isn’t that right, Harry?” Cat handed him a cup of tea with a suspicious look in her green eyes.


“Bang on. Never miss an episode. I’m a card-carrying member of the Tessa Hart fan club.” He crossed his legs, raising his pinkie as he brought the cup to his mouth.


He didn’t quite catch it, but he thought Cat said stalker before turning to give his grandmother her cup. Okay, maybe he’d gone a little overboard.


Chloe pressed a hand to her chest. “I apologize for my sister’s lack of propriety. Kit Kat, it’s Lord Harry and Dame Alexander. You must use their titles when you address them.”


“Why? We’re not in the UK. I’m sure they don’t expect—”


His grandmother’s penciled eyebrows rose to her hairline. “We most certainly do.”


“Really? Because I seem to remember Harry calling you Estelle.”


“We’re family. It’s—”


She crossed her arms. “You’re family?”


He needed to have his head read for bringing GG along. “We’re like family. Estelle’s been my manager for years. And let’s not concern ourselves with propriety. You may address us in any manner you wish, Kit Kat.”


Her lips flattened. “Thank you, Your Highness.”


He held back a grin. If he wasn’t investigating her for attempted murder, he might just like this woman. He had a feeling they had a lot in common. Pain-in-the-ass actresses, for one.


As she lifted the teacup to her lips, his grandmother’s narrowed eyes moved from him to Cat. She knew him too damn well. He was relieved when she didn’t say anything, instead taking a sip of tea. She jerked back and stared at the cup. “This is the worst cup of tea I have ever tasted.”


Chloe took a sip and made a face. “You’re right, it is. Kit Kat, I think it needs to steep longer.”


“You’ll have to make it yourself. I have things to do. Why don’t you take a crack at it, Estelle? You must be an expert.” Cat headed for the door, and before Grayson could come up with a reason for her to stay, she was gone.


Grayson stood up. “I’ll take care of the tea.” He needed an excuse to leave the dressing room and follow Cat. With his back to Chloe and Estelle, he slid the tea bags into the inner pocket of his jacket. He turned and started for the door. “You appear to be out of tea bags. I’ll just—”


Chloe cut him off. “I don’t know what to say. I’m so embarrassed. My sister hasn’t been herself lately.”


That stopped him in his tracks. “Why’s that?”


She grimaced, fiddling with the zipper on her hoodie. “She hates LA. She’d rather be back in Colorado, but no one will hire her because…” She lifted a shoulder. “I don’t know what else I can do.”


He felt bad for Chloe. She seemed to care a lot about her sister. He didn’t like to think how she’d feel once she learned the truth about Cat.


“She’s jealous of you. I saw it straight away,” his grandmother said.


“You did?” Chloe bit her bottom lip, then nodded. “I’ve suspected it myself, but I didn’t realize it was so obvious.”


“Sibling rivalry is a dangerous thing. Look at Goneril and Regan in King Lear.”


Sweet mother of God. What was she thinking? “Estelle, I—” Grayson began.


Chloe twisted the neckline of her hoodie. “What Ever Happened to Baby Jane?”


He frowned. “Who’s Baby Jane?”


“Bette Davis,” his grandmother said, then, at what he imagined was his blank look, she set her tea on the coffee table, put Fluffy on the floor, and stood. Placing one hand over her heart, she threw out the other one. “‘Sister, sister, oh so fair, why is…’”


“‘… there blood all over your hair,’” Chloe whispered.
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