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Dedication – Lisa Oliver 

To all our lovely readers, know that you are really special, and you are loved, always. 

LOVE WINS. 



Dedication — JP Sayle



In a world of crazy let love be your guide.








  
  

Ghost of a Chance
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Can Fate once more pair mates at a Bucket List Buddies event? Or will one cowardly lion—Lionel—just be too fast on his feet for a teacup poodle—Brad, to catch?

Ghost hunting was at the bottom of a bottomless list of things Lionel wanted to do—alone. Forced to go to a Bucket List Buddies event without his friend, Lionel was oblivious to everything in the darkness without so much as a torch for company. After running away from the event before it gets going, Lionel hides out at home, suffering from acute embarrassment at letting his fears get the better of him.

At least no one saw him leave—right?

Wrong!

Workaholic, Brad, self-proclaimed cute teacup poodle shifter—yes, the declaration came from his animal side—really wants to kick back, have fun, and maybe find something or someone to go bump in the night with at a ghost hunting event. One whiff of a tantalizing smell and Brad is on the hunt for more than ghosts. But before he gets a chance to meet his mate, the sexy man disappears into the night.

As resourceful as Brad is, it seems others in his new circle of friends are more so. An offer to be delivery driver for some delicious chocolate éclairs, has Brad finding his mate.

Claimed, Lionel’s problems are only just beginning. His pride has other ideas on whats ideal when it comes to mating, and Brad is not it. Banished, Lionel discovers the past is not all what it seems, and he doesn’t get just a mate, but so much more.

Ghost of a Chance is book 2 in the Bucket List Buddies Series, where one buddy discovers old fears can be conquered with love, truth and unconditional family support.










  
  

Prologue


Remy
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Remy was elbow-deep in papers when the phone rang. He was doing his best to distract himself with work, although it’s not working. 

Inhaling sharply, he plastered a fake smile on his face and answered the call. “Bucket List Buddies, Remy speaking. How may I assist you on this wonderful day?” he said as brightly as he could manage. He really wasn’t feeling it, and he hadn’t been since the mail had been delivered earlier in the day. 

“My gods, he lives.” 

He groaned as he recognized the voice on the other side of the call. “Tasha, what are you doing calling me on the work line?”

“I know you’ll answer this phone,” Tasha said sharply. “Why haven’t you been responding to my texts and calls? Did you lose your phone again? Is it drowning in the toilet or did you leave it on the bus?”

“No. I didn’t lose it.” Remy leaned his elbow on the desk and rubbed his head. “Tasha, I promise I’m not avoiding you or any of our friends. I’ve just been really busy with work—” 

“Work, work, work,” Tasha complained in that tone, the one that suggested a rant was coming his way. “That’s all we hear from you these days. Mia thinks that you’ve come down with some dreaded disease, and Terry can’t remember the last time he’s seen you. What’s going on, Remy? This isn’t like you.”

“It’s not like I’ve been in this job very long—”

“Months.” Tasha knew him too well. She could see through any of his bullshit. “You’ve been in this job for months now.” 

“Okay, months, but I really want to make a good impression. I’m working super hard. There’re so many details I have to take care of, and we’ve got another new event starting tonight. I know Sven won’t be here—” 

“Oh no, Remy, no. Please tell me you haven’t got another boss fixation. What’s this Sven look like? Go on, tell me.” 

“What do you mean, another boss fixation?” Remy wouldn’t allow anyone to cast aspersions on his character, not even one of his closest friends. “I just mentioned my boss’s name. Besides, at my last job, I didn’t have a fixation on my boss—he had a fixation on me. That’s why I couldn’t get out of there fast enough. This has got nothing to do with my boss. I’ve never even met him in person.” Did he sound convincing?  

“Are you sure? Your voice went up when you mentioned that Sven person. Say it again. Go on. Say his name again.” 

Oops. Remy wasn’t sure how Tasha did it, but his friend had a knack for learning his secrets. “I’m not playing this game,” he said as firmly as he could. “I’m in a position of responsibility here, and I have a dozen things to do before the event tonight.”

“I’m not disputing that you work hard, my dear friend,” Tasha said, perhaps realizing she’d taken her teasing too far. “I’m just worried about you. We all are. You haven’t been out with us in weeks, and it’s getting to the point where we’re wondering if you don’t want anything to do with us anymore.” 

“I promise I don’t feel like that.” Remy groaned again. “I didn’t realize it had been that long, I truly didn’t. It’s just this is a new venture, and if it fails, then I’m back job hunting again, and I don’t want to be in that situation anymore. For the first time in ages, I’ve got a regular paycheck, and my boss gives me a lot of responsibility. I get to use my initiative. He appreciates my ideas. Tasha, he seems to trust me. Do you realize how much of a big deal that is for me?”

“How would you know that if you hadn’t met him?” There was a warning hum over the phone line, meaning Tasha was thinking about something. “Are you sure you don’t have a fixation on your boss that you’ve never met?”

“How would that even work?” Remy chuckled, amused despite his angst. “Surely I would have to meet the man to develop a fixation on him, and the way things are with him and his busy life, I’m not likely to ever meet him.” 

Although he kept his thoughts about how he felt about that to himself. There were days when Remy dreamed of Sven walking through the office door, his suit immaculate, not a hair out of place. He would take a discreet sniff of the air, and then his eyes would bore into Remy’s as he crossed the distance between them…

“You can’t have a fixation on a boss that isn’t here.” The picture from the company newsletter seemed to glare at him from the desk, and Remy quickly flipped it over so he couldn’t see the photo of Sven in all his magnificence. 

“Truly, I’ve just been really busy. There were six weeks of dance classes to organize and get through. I was the host for those events, and honestly, by the time I’d finished with them most nights, I barely had time to eat. 

“Then I have to get all the promotions ready for the ghost tours, which are running for the next month. These are all Friday and Saturday night events, which means by Sunday I’ll be exhausted.”

“All right. Fair enough,” Tasha said. “However, I’m sure that your mythical boss, that you’re very definitely not pining over because you two haven’t met yet, won’t have a problem with you spending time with your friends for a Sunday lunch. You’re entitled to at least one day off a week.” 

“You’re right.” Remy knew when he was beaten, and while he’d never admit it to her, Tasha had a point. He had been spending far too much of his downtime mooning over somebody who probably didn’t give him a second thought. “I’ll meet you all for lunch, our regular place. I promise I’ll be there with a smile on my face.” 

“Your friends don’t need any of your fake it till you make it shit,” Tasha warned. “But if you were pining over a mythical someone who may or may not be your boss, then you know you can share that news with your friends. We’ll all drink and commiserate and you’ll feel a lot better. Pining isn’t good for anyone.” 

“Oh, my goodness.” Remy immediately felt guilty. He really hadn’t been keeping up with any of his friends for ages. “Are things not going very well with Terence?”

“Things finished with Terence two weeks ago,” Tasha said bluntly. “Good riddance to bad rubbish, in my opinion, but that’s why you need to come and have lunch with us. Honestly, we’ll all be married and have ten kids before we get a chance to see you.”

“I haven’t been that bad,” Remy muttered hunching. “But you’re right. I’d love to catch up with you all. Count me in, I’ll see you at twelve, at our regular spot. And I promise I’ll be there.” 

Ending the call, Remy reached for the company newsletter, flipping it back over. It was one of those PR documents from the parent company that Remy had seen before. Nothing offensive. Just bland statements about how well everything was going. There was even a small paragraph buried on the back page about the success of the Bucket List Buddies opening events. 

It wasn’t the back page or the fact Remy’s name hadn’t been mentioned that was the problem. Remy hated the way his stomach curdled, and he felt positively sick at the picture on the front page. His boss, Sven, standing with another gentleman and two women, clearly having a wonderful time. 

He never smiles at me like that, Remy thought savagely, picking up the newsletter and tossing it in the bin. 

I have work to do. Lots of work to do. Tonight is the launch of our ghost hunting event. Remy kicked the trash can away from his desk, so he wouldn’t be tempted to pull the newsletter back out again. 








  
  

Chapter One


Lionel
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“What do you mean, you’re not coming?” Lionel stared at his phone in disbelief. “I’m just getting ready. I thought I was picking you up in twenty minutes.” He quickly checked his room—the nest of huge cushions on his bed, the velvet curtains covering the windows, the thick rugs under his boots. No, nothing there had changed. Just his evening plans, it would seem. “What the hell happened?”

Ian’s chuckle came over the line. “It’s not like I have a lot of choice. Did you forget my sister? The pregnant one, Maisie? Her water broke about an hour ago, and she’s in the hospital. According to Mom, her hubby is a blathering mess, claiming the birth is akin to a second coming. 

“Mom’s doing all she can to keep him from getting in the way of the staff, and she insisted—you know what my mom’s like when she puts on her insistent tone—that I’m needed. So, I can run errands, get coffee, food, and do goodness knows what else. 

“Between you and me, I think Mom’s hoping my being there will boost some paternal feelings of my own, but for now, I’ve been called to run errands, and I can’t get out of it.”

“Perhaps we can reschedule?” Surely that’s possible. 

“I tried calling Remy to see whether or not I could get the tickets swapped over for another night. You have to admit it was really sweet of Hector to buy them for us…”

Lionel wasn’t admitting anything of the sort. 

“—but all the spots are already fully booked. So, you’ll have to take one for the team and go there on your own. You’ll have a hell of a lot of fun, I’m sure of it.”

“But… but… you know damn well I didn’t even want to go.” Lionel slumped down on the corner of his bed, letting out a long put-upon sigh. “This really isn’t my thing.”

“I realize that, and chances are Hector does too.” Ian was taking things far too casually, in Lionel’s opinion. “Except this is one case where you’ll just have to suck it up. We can’t both let Hector and Morty down.”

Why not? Although from Ian’s chuckle over the call, maybe he was doing a spot of mind-reading. 

“Can you imagine it? A pregnant meerkat getting all emotional because they bought us tickets out of the goodness of their hearts to thank us for being instrumental in bringing that loving pair together, and then we both don’t show up?”

A sound, a bit like a whimper, squeaked past Lionel’s lips. Fortunately, Ian was still talking. 

“It’s bad enough I have to bow out. It’s really not going to go down very well with Morty, Hector, or the Bucket List Buddies organization if both of us drop out. For goodness’ sake, it’s one night, a couple of hours. It’s not like you have anything else to do, is it?”

“I would’ve found something if I’d known you weren’t coming,” Lionel muttered in a defeated tone. “Honestly, ghost hunting? It’s a load of nonsense. There’s no such thing as ghosts.” A shiver ran down Lionel’s back, and he quickly glanced around, but no one else was there. Fortunately, Ian couldn’t see him. 

“If you don’t believe in them, then you’re not going to have any problem with going, are you? All you have to do is strut along there being your normal cocky self. Just imagine the number of sweet cuties who will be there. All prepared to be scared out of their wits and looking for a pair of strong arms to curl into when they think they see something scary. Honestly, you’ll have a ball, I know you will.”

Not even the thought of a dozen cuties was enough to convince Lionel that going was a good idea. “I’d feel bad about going without you,” he blurted out. “I could come with you, give you a hand at the hospital. Lend you some moral support so your mom doesn’t try to marry you off to one of the nurses.”

“You hate hospitals.” Ian laughed at his absurdity. “Besides, what would you be doing that I couldn’t do? Don’t worry about it. It’s a family thing. I know Hector and Morty will understand my not going because it's baby related. Sorry, this time you’re on your own, Lionel. Honestly, it won’t do you any harm. Just turn up there, be your normal self, and everything will be fine. Now I’ve got to run. You can tell me all about it tomorrow. Bye.”

“Asshole!” Lionel glared at his phone before stuffing it back in his pocket. The last thing he wanted to do was go to a freaking ghost hunting event. Anything else—any of the other events Bucket List Buddies could have come up with—Lionel would have gone to all of them. The dance night had been a lot of fun, and he’d had a couple of dates from that, which were equally fun, although casual, of course. 

Things have changed. Lionel had felt a bit bummed when he realized that his best friend Hector had found his mate—true love, and all that stuff. It wasn’t necessarily the sort of thing that Lionel believed in, except he couldn’t deny that Morty made Hector very happy. 

Whereas I’m usually happy by myself, he thought glumly. Okay, not by himself, but Lionel had been content with casually dating all sorts of people. Any other type of event, and Lionel would’ve been fine. Just nothing to do with ghosts. 

When Hector and Morty presented him with tickets, Lionel’s first instinct had been to refuse. Ghost hunting or anything to do with ghostly shit was a hard limit. 

Then Hector had pointed out, rightfully so, that he hadn’t wanted to go to dance classes either. He had gone along with Lionel because he said he would, and he was blessed with Morty as a reward.

The problem with that, Lionel argued with himself, is that Hector is really good at dancing. I don’t know the first thing about ghost hunting and don’t want to. 

It wasn’t an irrational fear, although Lionel was absolutely petrified of anything that went bump in the night. It wasn’t that he was scared of the dark exactly, although he preferred leaving a light on when he was asleep. 

But he was used to spending his night time hours out and about with friends. He was barely ever home. Crowded social scenes, with drinking and food and all the fun stuff, were made easier when there were plenty of lights on. And if he was getting frisky with some willing company… Well, he wasn’t on his own then.

The thought of spending any amount of time with barely a flashlight for company, going round in dank and dirty buildings or worse… basements. Just thinking about the word had the hairs rising on the back of Lionel’s neck. There’re probably rats, spiders, lizards…

“This is not going to go well. I’m not going.” He pulled his phone back out of his pocket. “I’ll text Morty… No, I’ll text Hector. Morty might be emotional, but Hector would understand. I’ll just tell him… I’ll tell him…”

The problem was, Lionel couldn’t think of anything that he could say that wouldn’t be a lie. Hector had given him the tickets two weeks before. At the time, Lionel hadn’t worried about it too much, because he thought Ian was coming along. 

Only now I have to go and face my worst fear, and I’m not going to know anybody there. Morty had mentioned that their construction foreman, Brad, was apparently going along. It was how Morty and Hector had heard about the event. 

The problem was, Lionel hadn’t had a chance to meet him yet, but he figured if the man was in construction, there was a good chance he was built like a brick shithouse and would probably spend the evening getting drunk and making fun of anyone who squealed with nerves. The last thing Lionel wanted to do was make a fool of himself in front of somebody like that.

I can’t do it. I just can’t go. Lionel pulled up his messages. There was one sitting there, unread, from Morty. He clicked on it. 

I know you’re going to have a wonderful time tonight. Come around to the bakery tomorrow and tell us all about it. I’ll make your favorite éclairs. I’m so excited to hear all about it. 

Lionel groaned. 

I can’t do this. 

I can’t do this. 

I just can’t. 

The memories of why came unbidden. There had been a time, Lionel hadn’t been very old, probably four or five, and like any ambitious and cocky lion cub, he’d wandered off from the pride, keen to strike out and find adventure. What he’d found was a disused well. He’d fallen down it. It had taken hours of him calling, crying, and screaming before anyone had found him. Hours of being cold and scared, sitting in the dark—alone. Except there had been cobwebs and spiders. Things crawling in the darkness. At one point, he was sure he could hear rats, and just before the pride found him, a huge lizard had crawled right over his foot. By the time he was found, Lionel was paralyzed with fear.  

Cut it out, Lionel told himself sternly, standing up. He was going to an event. There were going to be plenty of other people around, and it’s not as though the event organizer could afford to have people wandering around without adequate lighting. That would be a health and safety violation, for sure. 

“It’s going to be fine. They’ll have lights. Lots and lots of lights.” Even so, as Lionel picked up his keys and made his way out of the house, he decided to stop at the gas station and pick up a flashlight and some extra batteries, just in case. You can never have too many lights. 








  
  

Chapter Two


Brad


[image: image-placeholder]






Another passing look in the mirror caused Brad—not Bradley, only his mother called him that—to groan and stay right where he was, despite his need to get a shifty on. The mop of blond curls he sported, no matter what product he used, nothing made them any less unruly. They had a mind of their own and liked to spring into spirals, like now, giving his pretty features more of a frame to highlight the softness of his cheeks and full lips. 

Not that he didn’t like his appearance, because he did. It just made it a whole lot harder to get anyone to take him seriously. Alphas just saw him as a plaything, cute with no smarts. Totally the wrong impression. Yes, he was utterly adorable, except his brain was as sharp as a tack. His father would never have appointed him as foreperson in their building firm otherwise. His father was no fool, having built his business by sweating it out on the building sites along with his men. Much the same as Brad did now.

If Brad had one wish, it was that he’d taken after his father’s wolf and not his mother’s poodle. Being a poodle meant the difficulty he was having with his hair was all its fault. Its hair grew so fast that Brad had to get it clipped at the groomers on a monthly basis, otherwise, when he shifted, which he liked to do often, he was an ungodly tangle of curly fur. Not a good look for a poodle at all, he could verify.

Unfortunately, he’d missed his last appointment thanks to the new job he’d taken on. Morty and Hector were a sweet couple. Morty, a meerkat, was pregnant and needed his living space sorted for when the baby arrived. Brad had given his word to Hector that he’d have the work completed on time. 

The renovations were threefold, and it was time consuming to keep on top of everything. They were converting two apartments, turning them into one at the top of the four-story building. At the same time, Brad’s crew was converting a huge basement to create two new apartments for the co-owners of the bakery, Niall and Toby, while leaving the bakery itself untouched in the middle of the renovations. He’d met Niall and Toby, both sweet guys. 

Although he’d confess, not as sweet as Hector, who had bought the entire building so he could keep his mate happy by gifting his friends a home each. 

If Hector wasn’t already spoken for, Brad could most definitely see the appeal of someone who had such a generous soul toward the friendships of his mate. 

He played with the curls for another minute before finally deciding it didn’t matter they were corkscrewing all over the place, when the night was going to be spent in dark places hunting for ghosts. A wide grin spread making his dimples appear, giving him a cutesy look that added to the cute factor he tried hard to steer clear of most of the time, especially while working. Folks in the building industry were very opinionated about men who looked like Brad.

As an omega, he was small in stature, like his teacup poodle. The work he did gave him a lean, muscular frame, something he’d sadly lacked as a teen. He no longer resembled the pimply, super skinny teenager, thankfully. Years of working on building sites had fixed that. When Brad dressed now, he chose clothes that showed off his muscles as much as possible. 

For the night out, he’d chosen a pair of black slim-legged slacks that showed off his pert ass. He’d paired it was a fitted white shirt that highlighted his tanned skin, which gave him a healthy glow from being outdoors a lot. His boots were sturdy enough that it wouldn’t matter where they had to trample. He picked up his leather jacket, collecting wallet and phone, and then pocketed them after reading the instructions that said the places they were going could be damp and chilly.

He grinned with excitement for a spooky night’s entertainment. He had high hopes for the evening. And yes, he’d gotten more than a little giddy at finding out that Morty and Hector, who were true mates, had met at a Bucket List Buddies event. It wasn’t like he was pinning his hopes on finding his mate tonight; he wasn’t—maybe a smidge—it was about meeting people that weren’t connected to the building world Brad spent most of his time in. 

He liked the guys he worked with, he just didn’t want to date any of them. And with how much time he spent with them, they were more like family the way they ribbed him, which just made considering dating anyone of them icky.

Right at the time he’d decided to do something fun that had been on the list of things he’d like to try—his bucket list—was the time he’d seen the flyer for tonight's ghost tour. Bubbles of excitement tickled the back of his throat as he chuckled, locking his front door and skipping down the steps to his car. He pocketed his house keys and searched for his car keys in his jacket pocket. 

He typed the address into the GPS for where he needed to go. It wasn’t a part of town he’d been to before, which was unusual with how many building jobs he’d worked over the last ten years.

He hummed along to the rock tune blaring out of the radio as he didn’t listen to the voice. He’d changed the station several times because they were all annoying, while he kept his eye on the arrow that showed him which turnings to take.

His anticipation grew when he saw the number of cars parked in the lot his lights illuminated as he turned in and slowed down, looking for a space to park. The lack of streetlights made his grin reappear. This is going to be so spooky, I can feel it already!

There were some large, shadowy buildings he could see in the distance before he switched off the engine and his lights. Darkness shrouded the car before he opened the door, and the interior light flicked on.

His nose twitched at an enticing smell of warm honey and an undertone of peach. His mouth watered so much he had to swallow as he squinted into the darkness to catch glimpses of faces in the large group. All men, all types and sizes. Blond, dark, red-heads, some large, big built, other men smaller than Brad. Brad couldn’t figure out who the delicious scent was coming from in the group with how they all gathered together.

The sound of voices drifting to him didn’t drown out the voice asking, “Are you Bradley by any chance?”

“I am, but no one calls me Bradley, it’s Brad.”  

“Wonderful. You’re the last person we were waiting on,” a man with fine features stated with an air of confidence, peering over the open car door making him realize he was sitting with one leg out of the car, like he’d changed his mind about staying.

“Sorry if I’ve held you up, I thought we didn’t leave until eight p.m.?” he said in way of an apology as he got out of the car, surreptitiously checking the dash clock, hating that he caused a delay to the night. He hated it when folks did that.

“Nice to meet you, Brad. I’m Remy, the organizer of tonight's ghost hunting walk. And no, you’re not late, you are right on time for the fun evening ahead of spookiness,” Remy assured him offering an encouraging smile before Brad shut the car door and killed the only light there was in the parking lot. 

From his right, somewhere, he thought he heard a groan and a muttered curse, but it was hard to tell exactly where it came from. He glanced in that direction, aiming a buoyant smile, hoping whoever it was could see it despite the darkness. A lot of shifters had excellent night vision, he just wasn’t one of them.

“Now that we have everybody here, let me explain what happens next,” Remy said in a voice that would carry across the group.

Conversations happening in the group ceased, and a sense of anticipation buzzed through the chilly night air making the hair at the back of Brad’s neck rise.

Oh, this is going to be so much fun.

“It’s a three-hour walk through some of the most reputed haunted areas of the city. I hope you all have your walking shoes on and a warm jacket.” Remy giggled. “It won’t be to fight the chilly evening air, no. It’s to combat the icy chill inside the haunted buildings.”

“He can’t be fucking real.”

Brad glanced at the throng of people, doing his best to see who was muttering even as Remy continued. “Alexander, your tour guide, will recant stories of murder and hauntings that go back centuries. The type that nightmares are made of.”

“Great,” the same deep husky voice said.  

“So, if you’ll all follow me,” Remy held up his phone, the flashlight swinging above his head. “I’ll walk you over to where Alexander will start tonight's ghost haunting tour. The tour will finish in a bar with a history steeped in mystery and intrigue where you will get to wander about on your own in the basement. For those who need it, you can buy some Dutch courage at the bar.”

The same voice, Brad became convinced, muttering throughout Remy’s talk, said, “Try several.”

There were chuckles and snorts of laughter, except Brad didn’t think the guy sounded like he was joking. He squinted in the darkness trying to find the person the voice belonged to.

There were a couple of short guys at the back, where he thought the voice had come from. Brad figured it was one of them. After locking his car, he tagged along with the back of the group as they walked through the lot following Remy’s waving hand toward the shadowy buildings Brad had noted when he’d arrived. 

He was here to make friends—maybe find more than that—so he’d show he could be supportive if someone was a little scared. Although why anyone would come if they didn’t like this sort of thing was beyond Brad. Why waste their money?

The night air shifted direction as the wind picked up, the teasing scent he’d smelled when he’d opened his car door surrounded him. His cock pressed firmly against the zipper of his slacks so fast, he stumbled into the two men in front of him he was following. “Sorry,” he muttered, not looking at them because the smell wasn’t coming from them.

“It is dark,” a guy said. A hand appeared in front of Brad, making him shift his attention back to the two men he’d knocked into. “I’m Mikey”—the guy nodded to the man next to him, eyeing Brad with interest—“and this is Ven.”

“Hey, Brad,” he answered distractedly. Then the scent increased, and Brad found it hard to be polite when his body was reacting so strongly to the smell. It wasn’t like him to spring wood like this, and it was seriously off putting when the two guys eyeing him could think it had to do with them if they scented his arousal.

“You from around here?” Ven asked stepping closer to Brad, his nose twitching. 

Brad didn’t need to guess why with his pheromones stinking up the lot. It had been several months since he’d gotten laid. “Yep, I’m a building contractor,” he replied, his gaze shifting over the crowd as they continued to make their way to wherever Alexander was.

“A building contractor?” a skeptical Ven asked, chuckling as if Brad had just said he was a real-life fire breathing dragon.

He didn’t take offense, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t find someone—the one who smelled like heaven—else to hang with for the evening and as soon as possible!
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