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CHAPTER ONE

“I thought we went through this already.” Vaguely aware of the movement of people walking around her, Kennedy sat on a bench in the mall with potted plants on either side of her. She shouldn’t have answered her cell, but then when it came to Luke, she always seemed to cave. Plus, she could only ignore his calls for so long.

“You could have at least given me the respect to break up in person.” Anger laced Luke’s voice. “Shit, Kennedy. We just passed the one year mark.”

She closed her eyes and struggled to bank the emotion wrapped around her throat. What could she say? He was right.

“We both know why you ran.” His husky voice washed over her senses. “I scare you. I make you feel. And you just can’t stand that.”

A baby started bawling ten feet away. “Luke right now isn’t the time. There are crowds everywhere.”

“We’ll talk later.”

Luke didn’t give her a chance to argue. He’d hung up. She disconnected the phone and sat on the bench. She didn’t like hurting like this. That’s why she’d broken up. If she’d stayed any longer, the hurt would have just gotten worse, and she couldn’t handle that. She blinked back tears, but they spilled over her lashes.

Where was her self-control? For God’s sake, she was in a public place with people everywhere. She stuffed her phone into her purse, pulled the straps over her shoulder and wiped impatiently at her cheeks with the back of her hands.

She rose on unsteady legs and started for the exit. The idea of seeing Luke again in person made her stomach flop and her chest tighten. And her body... Her body was reacting in a very needy way. The idea of being in his arms again, to feel the weight of his body against her, to—

Enough! Luke was just a man. A man that was screwing with her head. Mentally shaking herself, Kennedy moved toward the main doors that lead to the south parking lot. She didn’t want to buy presents right now, she didn’t want to deal with all the people milling around, shopping, eating, talking.

A woman stepped in front of her. Kennedy stumbled to a stop and almost collided with her.

“Take these.” The woman with a halo of blond, chin-length hair and dressed in a black and white pantsuit shoved something at her. In reflex, Kennedy caught the item in both hands.

“What’s this?” Kennedy stared down at her hands. A pair of sunglasses of all things. She glanced up.

“Just take them,” the blond insisted. A strange light—fear, maybe anger, Kennedy didn’t quite know—flared in the woman’s brown eyes.

“I don’t need sunglasses.”

“Hah, they’re not sunglasses. At least not any I’ve ever worn!” The woman backed away. “Just take them. Maybe they’ll work better for you than they did for me.”

Before Kennedy had a chance to protest further, the blond pivoted and lurched into the crowd toward the food court.

Kennedy followed. Two teenage boys bumped against her as she wove around people. Saturday and two weeks before Christmas filled the mall with shoppers in record numbers. Clutching the glasses in one hand, she came to a stop and searched the crowd.

No sign of the blond anywhere.

“Oh, heck,” Kennedy muttered under her breath. Living in Phoenix, she was bound to come across some wacky people. It was such a huge city. But still...

To get away from the noise and people and clear her head, Kennedy stepped outside and onto the sidewalk. Cool air brushed against her face. The crowds were far fewer here.

She glanced down at the glasses in her hand. Frowning, she turned them over, once, twice. They looked like a pair of standard sunglasses. Sleek, modern and expensive if she could go by the lenses and thick silver and black frames. Yet, they were lightweight in her hand. All very normal. The woman must have been talking nonsense.

Still... Kennedy opened the temple arms and ran a thumb over each. She’d never seen a material quite like it. Not plastic, yet not metal. Even with the temperature in the mid-seventies and the sun’s rays warming her skin, Kennedy shivered.

What the heck. Gingerly, she slipped them on her nose and looked over the parking lot. A blinding light flashed across her vision. The unexpectedness of it sent the breath rushing from her lungs. Just as quickly the light vanished. She yanked the glasses off her nose and peered up at the sky.

Lightning in the middle of the day? With no cloud in the sky? Impossible. She peered around her but didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. As a woman stepped onto the sidewalk in front of her, Kennedy slipped the glasses back on. Both lenses flickered then flared. Kennedy sucked in a breath of shocked air.

The glasses. It had to be the glasses.

Light radiated from the woman. Not white or yellow, but orange and blue. The colors pulsed and shimmered. Kennedy looked away. The mall, bushes, trees, cars and parking lot all looked normal but a shade darker—like any normal pair of sunglasses. She glanced back to the woman. Tension slipped across Kennedy’s spine as the woman walked toward her. The colors swirled and throbbed around her head and shoulders, vibrant, near blinding as the woman drew closer.

With each step closer, tension crawled across Kennedy’s back. Was the woman normal? Out of this world? Her features seemed diluted against the colors.

When the woman passed Kennedy on the sidewalk, the light and colors faded and the scene returned to normal... as if she’d been wearing a regular pair of sunglasses.

Maybe it wasn’t the woman but rather Kennedy who was the problem. Was she hallucinating? She searched the parking lot and each time her gaze came into contact with another human being, color radiated off their body or head. Shades of mauve, yellow, green. Every imaginable color of the rainbow.

Except for one person—a teenage girl wearing skinny jeans and a t-shirt with a neon green logo. Gray pulsed from the girl. No color. Just lifeless shades of gray. What did that mean when everyone else glowed with color?

Bizarre. Absolutely, completely bizarre. No. More than bizarre.

She took the glasses off, put them back on, and then off again. Each time looking at some new individual moving along the sidewalk or parking lot. One white, pink with a hint of orange. Another blue, purple and even maroon. Fear had long since disappeared. In its place curiosity gripped her as she sank down on a bench by an ashtray and a potted ficus and rotated the sunglasses in both hands.

Kennedy didn’t see anything odd in the lenses. Not glass, but not plastic. They might be thicker than usual. Even prescription glasses were made into a thin, hard plastic. For one crazy moment, she thought of the movie Terminator and Arnold Schwarzenegger’s sunglasses. Maybe they were out of this world?

They sure didn’t look computerized. At least she didn’t think so. She searched the frames for any buttons, levers, or switches. The material was as smooth as glass and cool, even cold to the touch, although the day was relatively warm for a December day in the desert.

Just what the heck had the woman given her?


CHAPTER TWO

The moment Kennedy stepped out of the car by her apartment, she sucked in air and wanted to dive back in the vehicle.

Leaning a hip and shoulder against the brick wall, Luke stood by the front door of her apartment. Sunlight glittered off his golden hair, caressing the short, spikey strands into the image of a radiant halo.

He wasn’t her angel. She didn’t believe in angels. At least not the human type. But maybe if she just gave him a chance like he wanted...

Panic bloomed in her chest. She didn’t want to feel again. It hurt too much.

He shifted and caught and held her gaze. Twenty yards couldn’t disguise the heat in their depths. She couldn’t take the intensity of his expression and looked away first.

Two weeks since they’d slept together, since she’d felt his skin against her own. Kennedy clamped her teeth together. And if she had any self-control it never would happen again.

But the moment she drew closer and returned his gaze, she realized she really had no self-control when it came to Luke. That’s why she needed to keep the hell away from him.

“What do you want of me, Luke?”

“A chance. That’s all I’m asking. I know you’re not indifferent. In fact, I think you’re terrified of what I do to you. The idea of commitment, never mind marriage, sends you into a mental and emotional tailspin.”

Kennedy clamped down on her jaw. She hated how astute he was, but at the same time his empathy, sensitivity, and need to understand the motivations of others were the characteristics that had attracted him to her from the beginning.

“Whenever the ‘relationship’ word comes up in a conversation, there’s a look of absolute horror on your face.” Shaking his head, he pushed off the wall with a hip and moved toward her until nearly a foot separated them. “I won’t bring up the subject again.”

“Liar.”

“You’re probably right.” He inched even closer and glided a thumb across her lower lip. “At least not for a while. But I have to admit, one day I do want to know why the idea scares the hell out of you. There are things you haven’t talked to me about. Things in your past. But I’m willing to wait.”

His scent drifted to her. Masculine, woodsy, with a hint of spice. She caught herself from tilting toward him and drinking in his scent.

“For how long?” she whispered, fearful of the answer, but unable to keep the question from slipping from her lips.

He dipped his head and replied in an equally hushed voice by her ear, “For as long as it takes.”

His minty breath ruffled the strands of her hair and washed over her senses. He eased back until she met the resolve in his face. She shivered. His reassurance that he’d wait to let her work out her demons, along with the determined glint in his cerulean eyes that backed up those words, melted her insides and resolve.

“I can’t ask you to do that.”

“I wouldn’t want you to ask.” He edged yet closer until his chest grazed the tips of her breasts.

Her heart rate kicked up its pace.

“You’re too special not to fight for,” he whispered.

He kissed the corner of her mouth, just a feather touch, a hint of what could come, while his thumb caressed the sensitive slope of her neck right below her lobe. Another shiver raced across her flesh. She closed her eyes. Luke knew just what to say and what to do. She didn’t back away. She didn’t have the strength. This time she let herself lean into him. God, her will-power was non-existent.

His lips grazed her own while he cupped her cheek and skated a thumb across the line of her jaw. She sank against his chest, unable to do a thing but surrender as she trailed her fingers up over the soft cotton of his shirt to the wide breadth of his shoulders and kissed him back. Soft, tentative caresses, then bolder as hunger swept through her body and pooled in her belly.

Her heartbeat did a crazy gallop. She found it difficult to draw in enough oxygen.

“Your keys to get inside,” he urged, nipping at her earlobe, skimming his mouth over the curve of her neck. His fingers linked with hers. Then he cupped his hand and she surrendered them into his palm.

He drew back briefly to unlock the door. The hinges sighed, the warmth of the interior of her apartment beckoned and he urged her inside.

Kennedy didn’t need any urging though. Her body screamed with mounting hunger. The door snapped closed behind her and metal against metal sighed as Luke locked the door.

Anticipation sent her heart rate to a new crescendo as Luke’s kisses grew urgent, demanding.

Her chest tightened. Desire caught at her from all sides. She slid her hands beneath his shirt and ran both palms over the smooth, hard contours of his chest and stomach. His muscles quivered from her touch, and his breathing turned rapid. Knowing that Luke was growing just as excited pulled her deeper into desire and there was no way she wanted out.

When she edged the hem of his shirt up over his waist, Luke didn’t need any further encouragement. He eased back and pulled off his shirt. The cuffs from his sleeves caught against his wrists before he flung it to the floor.

He paused long enough to stare down at her. His blue eyes almost black with passion gazed down at her with such intensity that Kennedy wanted to believe what they had could last. Shirtless, with wide shoulders, thick chest, flat belly, a pair of low-slung jeans riding his trim hips, Luke looked like he’d stepped from the mists of an erotic dream or fantasy.

“You have no idea how you tie me up,” he breathed.

Other clothing followed. Pants, underwear, bra and socks. They littered a path down the hardwood hall and into her bedroom. By the time they reached the cool cotton of her bed, they were both naked. His skin against her naked flesh was intoxicating, addicting, and impossible to keep her hands off of.

She slid back on the bed with Luke following. The mattress sank with their weight. The feel of his body from his chest to his hair roughened legs was heaven. The heat of his erection burned against her belly as her thighs cradled his hips.

He nipped at her bottom lip. She gasped and his mouth moved over her own, his tongue delving, devouring, taking. She arched, rubbing her breasts against the wall of his chest.

His hands caught in her hair, anchoring her head against the feather pillow as his kiss deepened, grew hot and demanding. Kennedy matched him with equal fervor, clinging, then clutching at his body when he entered her. She gasped, wrapping her legs around his hips, her arms around his back.

He slid into her slick heat. The way he filled her so completely fanned her hunger and drove her closer to the edge. She rocked against his body, matching each thrust again and again, grasping his back, his hips, tightening her legs around him to urge him deeper.

Her climax hit her hard, crashing into her body, ripping the breath from her lungs, gripping every muscle with mind-numbing pleasure. He shuddered above her, pressing his lips against her temple, holding her like he never wanted to let her go.

Luke’s ragged breath fanned her temple. She closed her eyes, relishing the weight of his body against her, the heat of his skin molded against her own.

Just two weeks, but it had felt forever.

How could one man make her feel so alive, so unsure?

It scared the hell out of her.

Luke eased back on his elbows and stared down at her. The heat of his gaze hadn’t dissipated. They burned her with their intensity. “How can you walk away from that?”

She stiffened.

“Shit.” He touched his brow to hers, then kissed the tip of her nose and moved to the side, while keeping a leg draped over her thighs. “Forget I said anything.”

She pushed away from him. “But it’s out there. You’re always going to want something I’m unwilling to give. It’s not fair to you.”

He pulled her deeper into his arms. “I won’t hurt you.”

“You say that now.” She closed her eyes against the fear.

“I can’t guarantee anything, but I do know I love you. You’ve got to know that.”

“I know. But sometimes all the love in the world isn’t enough.” Panic started welling inside her chest, and Luke must have seen it because he smiled with a touch of sadness in his eyes and relented. “I don’t know about you, but how about we order pizza? It’s almost three, and I forgot all about lunch.”

“That sounds perfect,” she returned, thankful that he was going to ignore the elephant in the bed with them. Feeling suddenly vulnerable, she rummaged in her dresser drawer, grabbed a t-shirt of Luke’s she hadn’t found the will-power to discard, stuffed her arms into the holes and yanked it down to her hips.

Luke must have taken the hint, because he grabbed his underwear and pants from out in the hall and got partially dressed. He left his shirt off which Kennedy had to admit was more than a bit of a distraction.

“Veggie or meat lovers?”

“Well, since I’ve already had a bit of meat,” she smiled suggestively, “how about we go with the veggie?”

“You got it.”

Barefoot, she followed him into the living room, watching and loving how those jeans of his hugged his butt in all the right places.

“Hey, you dropped your purse and sunglasses on the floor.” A wicked grin laced Luke’s face after he picked her sunglasses up from the ground. “You must have been sidetracked.”

“I wonder how that happened, hmm?” They must have fallen in their hurry to get naked. Her purse was also lying on its side by the door. Another sign that nothing but getting in bed with Luke had been on her mind.

He turned the glasses in his hands. “New? Very modern looking.”

Her heart missed a beat. She’d forgotten about them. “Try them on.”

He arched a brow.

“Please.” She smiled with encouragement, keeping quiet as to the reason why for a minute. She wanted an unbiased view of the glasses.

As he slipped them on, she waited tensely. For the briefest of moments, she thought he stiffened, but when he didn’t immediately say anything, she asked, “And?”

“And what?”

“What do you see?”

“You.” His lips curved into a sexy grin. “And boy are you some damn, sexy woman. That’s all I can say. Knowing you don’t have any underwear on under that big t-shirt of yours is making me think of dragging you back into bed.”

“You need to feed me first.” Kennedy cocked her head to one side. “But do you see anything strange?”

“Strange?”

“Yes, strange.” Maybe the glasses weren’t odd after all and she’d imagined everything. She hadn’t eaten all day, so she might have started seeing things that just weren’t there. No, another part of her argued. She wasn’t going cuckoo. Even light-headed with food wouldn’t have made her see rainbows coming from people.

His brow creased. “Now that you mention it. There was a flash across the lenses, almost like that from a camera. I thought it might just have been me and being hungry. But there’s another kind of strange thing. Everything’s in color but you.”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“You’re like a black and white movie. Actually more like various shades of gray.” He flipped them off. “Kind of interesting. Where did you get them?”

“A woman shoved them at me at the mall. I have no clue why.” Maybe because she wasn’t in color? The idea made her stomach knot. The whole thing was too bizarre. “She thought I might find them useful.”

“Strange glasses from a strange woman?” He shrugged a shoulder. “You get all kinds.” He glanced down at them, then offered them back to her. “They look pretty expensive.”

She took them from him and put the lenses on, too curious to wait to find out what color he was. “I might be an old movie, but you’re a whole lot of orange.”

His lips twitched. “Are you reading my aura?”

“Aura?”

“Yeah, the electromagnetic or energy field around a person or object. You’ve heard of them, right?”

“Yes, but they’ve never really come up in any conversations I’ve ever had. It sounds like you know something about them. It’s a little too new age for me I guess.”

“A know a bit, but nothing like my mother.” A wry smile lifted the corners of his lips. “Actually, she’s pretty into it. A lot of people get this misconception that an aura shows a person’s psychic abilities but it’s more about a person’s well-being. My mother told me at one point that she could tell if a person was about to die by the color of their aura. She actually had a web site on the subject. She’s really into astrology and all that new age stuff.”

“You never told me that.”

“You never asked.”

Kennedy snapped her mouth shut. He was right. She’d been so damn selfish, not wanting to know more about Luke. Because the more she learned about him, the more she would come to care for him. Something she never wanted.

“It would be far too weird if these things read a person’s aura.” She arched a brow. “You haven’t heard of anything that can do that, have you?”

“I know there are some metaphysical shops out there with camera’s that read a person’s aura.”

“But have you heard of black or gray colors coming from a person?”

“Ah…” He glanced around, the humor suddenly draining from his face.  “I need to order the pizza before both of us end up starving. Ronnie’s Parlor can take a while to get here.”

Kennedy suspected he was avoiding her question, but she let it go. While Luke got on the phone for a delivery person, she walked over to the living room window and peered outside with the glasses still perched on her nose. She didn’t have to wait long for someone to show up by the window.

A mother and child walked along the sidewalk. Yellows radiated from a girl of about three. Brunette curls bounced against her shoulders as she skipped and clung to her mother’s hand. Kennedy didn’t have to ask to know that yellow meant joy, freedom and innocence that only a child could have. What a beautiful little girl...

Sudden pain sliced into her chest, almost as if someone jabbed a sharp and serrated knife into her heart. She sucked in a lungful of air and shut her eyes against the anguish and despair. She placed a hand against the window jam and fought back nausea. She shook off the past with vicious intensity. Now wasn’t the time to cave into the memories. Maybe when she was alone, but not now.

She blinked and focused instead on a couple just stepping out from their car. The man radiated an aura she hadn’t seen before. “Luke. You have to look at this.”

“One second.” After hanging up, he joined her by the window. “What?”

“Take a look at this couple.”

“What about them?”

“She’s blue and green with a touch of orange around her shoulders, but he’s a real muddy green. Very drab-like. What would you make of that?” She shoved the glasses at him. He had to see the same colors or she was going to start wondering if she had a screw loose inside her head.

Lips firming, he slipped them on and looked at the couple. “Yeah, I see what you mean. Maybe it’s a person’s mood. The guy looks disgruntled. Maybe envy or jealousy? I get a negative feeling from it. Her colors are more vibrant. But that doesn’t explain you. You’re never in a bad mood when I get you in the sheets.” He sent her a wicked grin. “Obviously there’s more to it.” He nodded to the couple outside “Do you know him?”

“No.” She twisted her lips. “Not sure if you remember mood rings? My older sister had one. The glasses are almost a sophisticated version of it.”

Still looking out the window, Luke murmured. “Her color seems to be fading a bit.”

“He’s probably leaching off her energy,” Kennedy mused darkly. “Maybe he’s an energy vampire.”

Luke’s brow arched above the sunglass lenses. “Or maybe the glasses are losing their power or whatever you want to call it.”

“Well, something’s strange about them.” Kennedy glanced over at her laptop on the sofa’s ottoman. “I bet if I do a quick search for auras, I’ll be able to find out the meanings of all the colors.”

“You can always talk to my mother.”

“Hmm…” She eyed him with a wry smile. “Not going to happen.”

“Why? Don’t feel like being in front of a firing squad and spilling all your secrets?”

“Well, I wouldn’t say a firing squad,” Kennedy tried to be diplomatic. In truth, of the three time’s she’d been in Melinda’s company, the woman had hit her with far too many personal questions, and if the questions hadn’t done Kennedy in, the woman’s inability to keep silent for more than a minute would have knocked her for a loop.

Kennedy plopped down on the sofa. Luke sank into the cushion beside her and set the glasses down by the laptop. It took less than a minute to connect to the internet and find a web site on auras. “There are so many colors.” She slipped the glasses on her nose and peered at Luke. “You have green, a bit of blue, but there’s a whole lot of orange along your upper body and head.”

She scrolled down the screen “Orange is about virility, lots of energy and stamina.”

“Stamina, eh?”

“You can remove that smirk.” Laughing, she shook her head. “You wicked, wicked man. Okay, I can see why you’re orange. You have plenty of stamina.”

“I’ll have a little more stamina after the pizza arrives.”

“You don’t stop, do you?”

“Never.” Luke smiled back at her, his eyes flaring with a distinct devilish gleam. “I’ve got too much energy.”

She turned back to the screen. “I don’t see anything yet about gray or black. But there’s something here about muddy green though. We were pretty darn close. Muddy green means deceit, even jealousy. Glad I’m not the woman with that guy is all I can say. Maybe he’s been cheating on her. Hence, the deceit? Or he’s jealous of her career or life?”

“You love trying to dig into a mystery when there isn’t one.”

“Hmm. Probably too many true-crime shows when I was a teenager.” She scrolled down further on the screen. “Here we are. Muddy gray, black. It says that it’s usually someone who suffers from depression or negative emotions. It might also be someone who is a drug addict or has experienced great trauma or torture.” She didn’t like where this was going, but some compulsion had her clicking onto another web site. “Oh, on here it says death, evil, hatred.” She sank back against her chair. “Oh, great. I never considered myself evil or full of hate, so I’ve got only one other choice. Death. How nice.”

“Get that look off your face. You have no clue who wrote what you’re reading.  That site could be from a fifteen-year-old or a complete wacko. Seriously, the topic is just crazy.”

Unease settled like an uncomfortable meal in her stomach. “How do you explain the glasses, then?”

“Maybe they’re some type of gag gift.”

“They look far too expensive for a gag gift.” She waved the glasses at him. “See for yourself.”

“I’ve already tried them.” His lips thinned.

“Try again.” When he looked about to argue, she softened her voice. “Please. I just want to make sure you saw what you saw.”

Frustration deepened his voice. “Kennedy, I don’t like how—”

“Please...” She leaned over and brushed her lips over his, kissing the corner of his mouth, then nibbling a path across his jaw to nip gently on his ear lobe. She drew back. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

He arched a brow. “You are such a tease.”

“Oh, but you love it.’

“Fine.” He lifted a hand, opened a palm and shook his head.

Smiling, she placed them in his hand.

He grunted. “If I’m not careful, people are going to call me whipped.”

“They can only say that if I go by a whip and try it out on you.”

“Funny.” Sighing, he slipped the sunglasses back on.

“You look pretty darn sexy in them.” Kennedy cocked her head to one side. The shades added a mysterious sex appeal to Luke’s blond, windswept hair, strong jaw, prominent cheekbones and sensual lips. The man was lethal, but she wasn’t going to keep telling him that. He had too much power over her as it was. “So what do you see?”

“Nothing.”

“What do you mean ‘nothing?’”

Luke shrugged and tossed them onto the ottoman beside her laptop. “They’re just a pair of sunglasses.”

Kennedy didn’t like how he didn’t meet her gaze. She stilled. Something wasn’t right. “I’m going to keep on asking you until you tell me what you saw. You know how stubborn I can be.”

“Just gray.”

“Gray? How do you mean?”

“Everything around—sofa, furniture—is in color but you. You were just different shades of gray.”

“Gray, eh?” Unease crept across her back. She did another search on the Internet and found a different site. “On this one, it says gray means death.”

“Stop it, Kennedy. You’re scaring yourself.” He clasped her wrist and pulled her hand away from the computer. “This is starting to feel like some horror movie. They’re just glasses. There’s bound to be some type of explanation of why they do what they do.”

“Still... It makes you wonder. There was this teenage girl I saw earlier. She was also all in gray. What if it does mean an untimely death? Just think of walking around and not knowing you only had a couple of days or weeks.” Her chest tightened with fear.

“I’d prefer not knowing.”

“I’m not sure I’d feel the same. If I knew, I’d make sure I did everything I needed to do. Prepare for it, so the people I leave behind aren’t left with a mess.” The ache in her chest expanded. She needed to stop talking like this before she started cracking. Forcing a smile, she apologized. “Sorry. I’m getting morbid on you. I’ll stop, promise.”

She glanced over at the glasses still resting on the ottoman. They looked innocent enough. But were they? Exactly why would the woman give them to her? Because she saw something radiating from Kennedy? Could she be dying and not know it?

Her stomach twisted and rolled. Maybe cancer was eating away at her insides? Or something far different? An accident? A violent death in the not so distant future?

The room darkened, and for a moment, Kennedy thought it was caused by her equally darkening mood, but then she realized a cloud had crawled across the sky and covered the sun.

A sign?

A sense of foreboding crawled across her flesh.


CHAPTER THREE

Kennedy slumped back in her kitchen chair and shoved a partially eaten piece of pizza into the middle of the table. “Now that I feel like I ate a horse, I think I killed a couple of brain cells from overeating.”
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