
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Fire, Fate and Three Hearts

        

        
        
          Dragon Bond  Romance, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Bernice Martey

        

        
          Published by Bernice Martey, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FIRE, FATE AND THREE HEARTS

    

    
      First edition. April 21, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Bernice Martey.

    

    
    
      Written by Bernice Martey.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Bernice Martey

	    

      
	    
          
	      Dragon Bond  Romance

          
        
          
	          Fire, Fate and Three Hearts

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      House of Bilford book 2

          
        
          
	          Long live the queen

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lost

          
        
          
	          Lost

          
        
          
	          Bounded By Fate

          
        
          
	          Forged

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sweetest Surrender Book 1

          
        
          
	          Sweetest Surrender

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Chaos Of Fate Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Fated Chaos

          
        
          
	          Chained Destinies

          
        
          
	          Broken Bond

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Devil's Deal

          
        
          
	          A Deal Wth The Devil

          
        
          
	          A Devil's Bargain

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          A Week With His Mate

          
        
          
	          Marry Me Please

          
        
          
	          His True Mate

          
        
          
	          Alpha Aidan

          
        
          
	          Eternal Love

          
        
          
	          The Devil Price

          
        
      

      
    
    


Dear Reader,

Thank you for picking up this book and allowing my words to find a place in your hands and heart. Every page you are about to read was written with intention—to make you feel, reflect, question, and perhaps even see parts of yourself in the story.

This book is more than just a story; it is an experience. As you turn each page, expect moments of emotion, unexpected twists, and characters who are flawed, real, and deeply human. I have tried to weave together themes that mirror life itself—love, loss, growth, decisions, and the consequences that follow them. My hope is that you don’t just read this book, but that you live through it.

If this is your first encounter with my work, welcome. You are stepping into a growing collection of stories that explore different sides of human emotion and experience. And if you’ve read my previous books, thank you for returning—it means more than words can express.

You may also find my other published works waiting for you, each carrying its own world, its own voice, and its own truth. While each story stands alone, together they form a journey—one that continues to evolve with every book I write.

I do not write to simply fill pages. I write to connect, to challenge, and to leave something behind that stays with you long after the final page is turned.

So, as you begin this journey, I invite you to read with an open mind and an open heart.

With gratitude,

The Author

Bernice Martey
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Blake
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THE LATE AFTERNOON sun hung low over Ashbourne Hollow, spilling molten gold across the quiet streets and homes of my neighborhood. Light caught on windows and windshields, making everything glow—warm, almost unreal—like the town was holding its breath before nightfall.

I stood on my front porch, tightening the laces of my sneakers until they hugged my feet just right.

Running was the one habit I’d never broken.

No matter how chaotic life got, no matter how heavy the day felt, running grounded me. It gave me something predictable—each breath, each step, my heartbeat falling into rhythm. A reminder that I could still move forward, even when my thoughts refused to cooperate.

I zipped up my worn running jacket. The fabric brushed against my arms, familiar and comforting. It had seen better days—faded seams, a stubborn zipper—but it was mine.

Just like this route.

Especially this route.

The trail into Lyria Woods started a few blocks from my house, barely noticeable unless you knew where to look. A narrow opening between two aging fences, half-hidden by overgrown ivy. Outsiders missed it completely.

Locals didn’t.

Or at least, they knew of it.

People in town talked about the woods in hushed voices, the way people always talked about things they didn’t understand. Strange lights. Sounds that didn’t belong to any animal. People who went in and came out... different.

I’d never believed any of it.

To me, Lyria Woods was just trees, dirt, and quiet. A place where the world finally shut up long enough for me to breathe.

The moment my feet hit the dirt trail, it felt like crossing into something else. The sounds of town faded fast—no cars, no voices—just the crunch of leaves beneath my feet and the soft whisper of wind through the trees.

Cool air filled my lungs, sharp with pine and damp earth.

Birds flitted overhead, wings flashing between branches. One let out a sharp squawk—

Then silence.

I frowned slightly.

That happened sometimes, I told myself. Animals startled easily.

Still... something about it felt off.

I shook it off and picked up my pace.

My feet settled into rhythm. Thump. Thump. Thump. My breathing followed, steady and controlled. My thoughts drifted to normal things—groceries, bills, the message from my boss I still hadn’t answered.

Safe thoughts.

But the deeper I ran, the heavier the silence became.

The trees seemed closer now, their branches stretching overhead like ribs. Sunlight broke through in uneven patches, leaving the trail ahead scattered with shadow and gold.

I’d run this path dozens of times.

It had never felt like this.

The air was too still.

My breathing sounded louder, too loud, echoing in my ears. No birds. No insects. Nothing.

Just me.

Then—

A cry.

Sharp. Desperate.

My heart slammed against my ribs as I skidded to a stop.

For a second, I wondered if I’d imagined it.

Then it came again.

Weaker this time.

Terrified.

“Hello?” I called, my voice sounding thin in the silence.

Nothing.

Every instinct told me to turn around. To go back. This was how people got hurt—wandering into things that weren’t their business.

Ignoring the warning in their gut.

But my feet moved anyway.

I pushed off the trail, forcing my way through branches and tangled roots. The ground dipped into a small clearing, framed by twisted oaks. Leaves covered the ground in gold and rust.

And in the center—

Her.

She lay on her side, one arm trapped beneath her. Her hair was tangled with leaves, sticking to her damp face. Her clothes—jeans, a simple top, heels that made no sense out here—were torn.

Blood soaked her side.

Too much.

“Oh my God...”

She tried to move when she saw me. Her body trembled violently as she pushed herself up—then collapsed with a sharp gasp.

“Hey—hey!” I dropped beside her, panic flooding in. “Don’t move. Please don’t move.”

Her eyes locked onto mine.

Wide. Glassy. Full of pain.

She tried to speak, but only a broken breath came out.

“I’ve got you,” I said quickly. “You’re not alone. I’m here.”

My hands hovered, unsure where to touch. I pressed lightly against her side.

She cried out, gripping my sleeve with surprising strength.

“Okay—okay,” I murmured. “I’m calling for help.”

My fingers fumbled with my phone before I managed to dial.

“911, what’s your emergency?”

“There’s a woman—she’s hurt,” I said quickly. “Lyria Woods, near the old oak clearing. She’s bleeding badly. Please hurry.”

I gave directions as best as I could.

When the call ended, the silence came rushing back.

She coughed weakly.

“I... don’t... know...”

“It’s okay,” I said, squeezing her hand. “Help’s coming. Just stay with me.”

“My... babe...” she whispered, trying to move.

“No,” I said firmly, holding her down gently. “Don’t move.”

Time stretched.

I kept talking—anything to keep her conscious. Questions she couldn’t answer. Words she might not even hear.

Then finally—

Sirens.

Relief hit me so hard my chest hurt.

Lights flashed through the trees as the ambulance arrived. Paramedics rushed in, taking over quickly, efficiently.

“What’s her name?” one asked.

“I don’t know—”

“Mara,” she whispered.

I froze.

“Mara,” I repeated.

They loaded her into the ambulance.

And before I could stop myself—

I got in too.

“You don’t have to come,” one paramedic said.

“I know,” I replied. “I just... I can’t leave her.”

He studied me for a second, then nodded.

The doors slammed shut.

As the ambulance pulled away, one thought echoed in my mind:

What am I supposed to do now?

And still—

I stayed.
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YOU’VE DONE ENOUGH, Blake. Now leave.

I repeated it over and over, like saying it enough times would finally make my body listen.

It didn’t.

I stood near the emergency doors, watching as Mara was rushed inside, surrounded by nurses and paramedics. Their voices were calm, efficient—blood loss, trauma, possible internal injuries.

Like it was routine.

It wasn’t routine to me.

It couldn’t be.

I should’ve left.

Instead, I sat down.

The plastic chair creaked under me as I leaned forward, staring at the doors long after they closed. The waiting area buzzed quietly—phones ringing, monitors beeping, distant conversations blending together.

Blood stained my joggers.

It should’ve bothered me.

It didn’t.

That bothered me more.

“Excuse me.”

I looked up.

A nurse stood in front of me, her expression kind but tired.

“Are you a relative of Miss Mara?” she asked gently.

“I—” I hesitated. “No. I just... found her.”

Understanding crossed her face.

“Why don’t you clean up?” she said, nodding down the hall. “Last door on the left.”

I followed her gaze to my hands.

Blood streaked my skin. Under my nails. Dried in the lines of my fingers.

I hadn’t even noticed.

“Oh... right. Thank you.”

The washroom was quiet. Too quiet.

I turned on the tap.

Water rushed over my hands, turning pink, then red as it swirled down the drain.

I scrubbed harder than necessary.

If I hadn’t gone for that run...

The thought hit hard.

If I’d stayed home.

If I’d ignored the sound.

I gripped the sink, staring at my reflection.

“You did the right thing,” I whispered.

It didn’t feel convincing.

I splashed water on my face, dried my hands, and straightened up.

You’ll explain. Answer questions. Then leave.

Simple.

I stepped back into the hallway.

And that’s when I saw them.

Two men stood near the nurses’ station.

Everything else faded.

They didn’t belong here.

Tall. Broad. Controlled.

One of them spoke with a doctor, calm but authoritative. The other stood behind him—

Watching me.

I felt it immediately. The weight of his gaze.

Heavy. Focused.

Unsettling.

I looked away.

But when I glanced back—

He was still staring.

Unblinking.

Something about him made my instincts flare.

Danger.

Then suddenly, the man speaking turned. His gaze snapped to me like he’d been pulled by something invisible.

His expression shifted.

Recognition.

That made my stomach drop.

That was enough.

I turned and headed for the exit.

Fast.

Two steps in—

Footsteps behind me.

Closer.

Too fast.

I stopped just as he stepped in front of me, blocking my path.

I nearly ran into him.

“Miss Blake,” he said calmly.

My breath caught.

How did he know my name?

“Could we talk?”

I opened my mouth to question him—but he was already turning, already walking away like I’d agreed.

And somehow—

I followed.
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THE MAN WHO HADN’T told me his name—but somehow knew mine—stepped into the elevator and shifted to the side, as if making room for me.

For a second, it almost felt polite.

Then his friend stepped in behind him without hesitation, and whatever sense of courtesy I’d imagined disappeared.

The doors slid shut with a soft hiss.

Sealing us inside.

I swallowed.

The elevator suddenly felt smaller. The air heavier. The sterile scent of the hospital mixed with something else—something earthy, sharp... almost metallic.

I told myself it was just nerves.

I’d just found a woman bleeding in the woods. Anyone would feel off after that.

Still...

Something wasn’t right.

I needed to speak. The silence pressed in too hard, making my thoughts louder than they should be.

How do you know my name?

Why do you want to talk to me?

Why does this feel like a mistake?

But before I could say anything, one of them reached out and pressed a button.

Rooftop.

My stomach dropped.

The elevator jerked into motion, rising steadily.

Neither man spoke.

They stood side by side, completely still, facing forward. I stayed behind them, close to the wall, watching the numbers tick upward.

Two.

Three.

Four.

I counted just to stay grounded.

This is a hospital, I told myself. Nothing bad happens in hospitals.

The thought felt hollow almost immediately.

I’d just watched a woman get wheeled in half-dead.

Hospitals weren’t where bad things didn’t happen.

They were where they ended.

Or didn’t.

The elevator chimed.

The doors opened.

Cold air rushed in, brushing over my skin like a warning.

The rooftop stretched out in front of us—wide, empty, and quiet. Just concrete, low walls, and blinking warning lights. No people. No security.

Too empty.

I hesitated before stepping out.

They followed.

The doors shut behind us with a sharp click.

Final.

I turned, folding my arms against the wind. “Okay,” I said, forcing my voice steady. “If we’re doing this, can we just get it over with?”

No response.

I exhaled sharply, irritation cutting through my nerves. “Look, I already told the police everything. I found Mara while I was jogging. I didn’t see what happened to her. She could barely talk.”

They turned toward me at the same time.

Their expressions were calm—but their eyes were sharp, focused.

Watching me.

“I don’t know who hurt her,” I added quickly. “Or why she was out there. I just heard her and—”

“Where were you going?”

The voice caught me off guard.

Deep—but not just deep. There was something layered in it. Old. Controlled. The accent bent the words slightly, enough to throw me off.

“I—what?”

His companion stepped in smoothly. “He’s asking where you were headed before you heard her.”

“Oh.” I nodded quickly. “Lyria Woods. I run there most evenings. My house is nearby.”

I should’ve stopped talking.

I didn’t.

“I heard her cry—not loud, just... scared. I followed it and found her. She was bleeding, shaking—I thought she was going to die and I—”

I stopped.

They had moved.

At some point, without me noticing, they’d spread out. One to my left. One to my right.

Not blocking me.

But close enough.

My pulse spiked.

“I think you’re standing a little too close,” I said carefully.

No answer.

Instead—

They leaned in.

And inhaled.

Deeply.

They were smelling me.

“What the—” I stumbled back, hands coming up. “Hey! Back off!”

My heart pounded, instincts screaming at me to run—but my body refused to move.

Just as suddenly, they stepped away.

Like nothing had happened.

They turned from me and started speaking quietly, like I wasn’t even there.

“Oh... I’d be damned,” one muttered. “She is...”

His voice tightened, something like real concern slipping through.

The other placed a hand on his shoulder. “We’ll figure it out.”

A chill ran down my spine.

“What is wrong with you?” I snapped. “I’m right here.”

Still nothing.

“This won’t end well,” the first one said quietly.

Then they turned back to me.

Something had changed.

I stepped back instinctively until the low wall pressed against my spine.

“Okay,” I said, forcing a shaky laugh. “This has officially crossed into weird. I helped. That’s it. I think I should go now.”

I edged sideways, searching for the door.

Then I heard it.

Low.

Deep.

It wasn’t just a sound—it vibrated through me.

The wind picked up, whipping my hair across my face. I squinted upward, heart hammering.

Both men tilted their heads at the same time.

“What is that?” I whispered.

The sound grew louder.

Closer.

A deep, rolling roar—like thunder, but alive.

“Is that a helicopter?” I asked weakly.

Even I didn’t believe it.

The darkness above shifted.

Something massive moved through it.

Then—

It dropped.

The force of its landing shook the rooftop, sending me stumbling back. The ground trembled beneath my feet.

Wings.

Huge. Leathery. Folding in with a heavy snap.

Scales caught the dim light—dark, metallic, almost glowing. Not flat like armor, but layered, alive. Moving with muscle beneath them.

Its eyes locked onto mine.

Bright.

Intelligent.

Not an animal.

Not anything I understood.

My breath left me in a broken gasp.

“Oh my God...”

My legs gave out.

“That’s... a dragon...”

The world tilted violently.

The sky blurred.

The last thing I felt was cold concrete against my cheek.

Then—

Nothing.
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WHEN YOU’VE LIVED FOR centuries, very little still surprises you.

Humans liked to believe otherwise. They buried truth beneath stories, turned reality into myth, and convinced themselves creatures like us only existed in books.

Dragons. Kings of fire and sky.

Fiction.

Until they saw us.

Then they screamed.

Or fainted.

Usually both.

“Another one,” Pyraeth muttered inside me, his voice thick with dry amusement. They never learn.

His laughter curled through my mind as the woman crumpled to the rooftop.

Blake.

Her name settled heavily in my thoughts.

I didn’t laugh.

I watched her fall—the way her body gave out, the way fear still clung to her even as unconsciousness took her. Her pulse fluttered rapidly beneath her skin.

Alive.

Fragile.

Human.

I exhaled slowly and let the shift take me.

It wasn’t the violent transformation humans imagined. No tearing. No grotesque distortion.

It was control.

Power unfolding.

Bone reshaped with purpose. Skin hardened into dark scales—obsidian layered with faint veins of molten gold that pulsed like something alive beneath the surface. My wings unfurled, stretching wide, catching the night air with a familiar, grounding weight.

This was what I was.

What I had always been.

Pyraeth settled fully into alignment with me, our thoughts merging as one. I folded my wings, the rooftop groaning under my weight.

My brothers stood nearby.

Anton leaned against the barrier, arms crossed, but tension lined his posture. Kane stood closer to the elevator, watching everything with that quiet, calculating focus he always carried.

They already knew.

I saw it in their eyes.

“This again,” Anton muttered.

The word carried more than frustration.

History.

Failure.

I lowered my head slightly, smoke curling from my nostrils.

Again.

Another attempt lost.

Another future erased before it could begin.

I shifted back into my human form, control snapping into place as scales receded and wings disappeared. When I stood again, I was composed—but only on the surface.

“How is Mara?” I asked.

Anton’s jaw tightened. “She survived.”

“And the child?”

Silence.

Kane answered. “Gone.”

The word landed clean. Final.

Something hollowed out inside my chest.

Centuries of searching. Planning. Waiting.

And still—nothing.

“Mara was found in the woods,” Anton added. “By her.”

His gaze flicked toward Blake.

My eyes followed.

So this was the one who heard her. The one who stayed.

I remembered the scent.

The moment in the elevator when something in me had stirred—sharp, instinctive. Wrong and right at the same time.

Unfamiliar.

Dangerous.

“You scared her,” Anton said.

I let out a quiet breath. “You’re one to talk.”

Pyraeth huffed. She held together longer than most.

“She wasn’t supposed to see anything,” Anton added.

I didn’t respond.

I was still watching Blake.

Even unconscious, she looked... steady. Not weak. Not fragile in the way most humans appeared to us.

There was something else there.

Something I couldn’t name yet.

“She followed the ambulance,” Kane said. “Refused to leave.”

That pulled my attention.

“Why?”

Kane shrugged slightly. “Instinct.”

Yes.

That felt right.

Not curiosity.

Not coincidence.

Something deeper.

“We can’t leave her here,” I said.

Anton stiffened. “Aurelian—”

“She saw too much.”

“And if she remembers?”

“She won’t,” Kane said calmly. “We’ll handle that.”

I stepped toward her.

“She is the one.”

Kane’s voice cut through everything.

I stopped.

Turned slowly.

“What did you say?”

“She carries your mark.”

“That’s impossible.”

Pyraeth surged violently inside me. She is human.

“For now,” Kane replied evenly. “Not once the bond is complete.”

My gaze snapped back to Blake.

And this time—

I saw it.

Faint. Subtle. Almost invisible.

A shimmer beneath her skin. Gold.

The same gold that ran through my scales.

A mate.

After centuries of nothing—

Her.

I took a step closer.

And for the first time in five hundred years—

I felt something I had almost forgotten.

Fear.
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WE ALWAYS KNEW THIS day would come.

Prophecy didn’t fade with time. It sharpened.

Clarified.

And now it stood in front of us—unconscious on a hospital rooftop.

I had seen that look on Aurelian’s face before.

Once.

It had ended with an entire mountain range reduced to ash.

His control was slipping.

Pyraeth pressed close beneath the surface—restless, possessive, ready to burn anything that threatened what he had just recognized.

This was dangerous.

Dragons did not share.

Mates were not... relationships.

They were anchors.

Claimed. Protected. Possessed.

And if threatened?

Destroyed.

Most of our kind would rather die than share one.

And yet—

Three brothers.

One mate.

Aurelian broke the silence first.

“She is mine.”

The words weren’t loud.

They didn’t need to be.

The claim settled into the air like something solid.

I stepped forward slightly, careful with my tone. “I know.”

Anton shifted beside me, already on edge. His dragon, Kaelith, was quicker, sharper—less controlled.

More reactive.

Bad combination.

“We go home,” I said. “We think clearly there.”

Aurelian didn’t respond at first.

Then slowly—

He nodded.

Relief eased some of the tension in my chest.

We moved toward her.

And that’s when Anton made his mistake.

“I’ll carry her.”

Everything went wrong at once.

Pyraeth roared.

The air ignited.

Aurelian shifted instantly—but this time, there was no control. No restraint. The transformation tore through him, massive wings exploding outward as fire followed.

The rooftop lit up like daylight.

Heat slammed into me.

Too much.

Too fast.

“We’ll burn the city,” I snapped.

I reacted without thinking.

Cold surged from me—not surface frost, but something deeper. Older. Ice that didn’t just freeze—it silenced.

I forced it into Pyraeth’s flames.

Fire and ice collided.

Steam exploded outward, pressure cracking the rooftop beneath us.

Anton was thrown back hard, hitting the ground with a curse.

“Aurelian!” I shouted.

Pyraeth reared, eyes blazing, focus locked on Blake.

Possession.

Raw and absolute.

“She is not prey,” I said sharply, stepping forward.

“She is mine.”

Anton pushed himself up, anger flashing. “I was helping—”

“Not like that,” I cut in coldly.

He froze.

Good.

Aurelian’s massive head lowered slightly, flames flickering but not gone.

I softened my voice. “If you lose control here, you lose her too.”

That hit.

The fire dimmed.

Slowly—

Pyraeth withdrew.

Aurelian shifted back, breathing hard, control snapping into place piece by piece. He dropped to one knee beside Blake, lifting her carefully—like she was something breakable.

Something... his.

Anton and I exchanged a look.

This wasn’t over.

Not even close.

“We leave,” Aurelian said.

No one argued.

We shifted.

Wings cut through the air as we took to the sky.

Aurelian flew ahead, holding her close.

Too close.

Anton followed, quieter now.

I stayed behind them, watching.

Thinking.

The bond had started.

And once it began—

It never stopped.
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WE LANDED HARD.

Not because we had to.

Because none of us cared enough to soften it.

Stone groaned beneath us as we shifted back, the mountain recognizing us, accepting us as it always had.

Home.

If it could still be called that.

Aurelian didn’t speak.

Didn’t look at either of us.

He carried Blake inside like nothing else existed.

That alone told me everything.

The space opened around us—stone, glass, steel. Ancient and modern woven together. The outside world dropped away beyond the windows, leaving only sky and distance.

Isolation.

Safety.

Control.

Aurelian placed her on the couch.

Carefully.

Too carefully.

Her breathing was steady. Unaware.

Unprepared.

Eldric appeared—and immediately stopped when he saw us.

He understood.

He always did.

Without a word, he bowed and left.

Silence settled.

Heavy.

Unavoidable.

I stepped forward slightly, watching Aurelian.

“These changes everything,” I said.

He didn’t answer.

His gaze never left her.

Anton crossed his arms, restless. “We don’t even know if she’ll accept it.”

“She will,” Aurelian said quietly.

Not confidence.

Certainty.

That worried me more.

I studied Blake.

Human.

But not entirely.

Not anymore.

The bond had already begun to recognize her.

And if we weren’t careful—

It would consume her before she understood what it meant.

Or worse—

Before she had a choice.

“We do this right,” I said firmly. “No rushing. No forcing.”

Aurelian finally looked at me.

There was something in his eyes now.

Possession.

Hunger.

And something dangerously close to restraint breaking.

“We don’t get another chance,” he said.

He wasn’t wrong.

But neither was I.

And somewhere between those two truths—

Was a woman who had no idea her life was no longer hers alone.
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FIRE ROARS BECAUSE it has no choice.

Neither do I.

It explodes from my chest in a violent surge, ancient and unforgiving, tearing through the cavern air like a living thing. 

The lair answers with a low, furious groan as wards laid down by dragon kings long dead flare and strain, their magic screaming beneath the pressure of what Anton and I are unleashing.

This place was never meant to hold a battle like this.

Anton does not hesitate.

The truth snaps between us like a severed nerve—raw, blinding, impossible to ignore—and still he does not pause.

I see it in the way his lightning sharpens instead of faltering, in the way his dragon coils tighter around his bones, choosing violence over surrender. 

His eyes blaze white-hot, pupils blown wide with instinct and fury.
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