

  

    [image: cover]


  




  

    NO MORE SECRETS




    by




    Tricia Maw


    


    





    When Charlotte Pascoe returns from Holland to work with her father in the family boatyard, she is horrified to discover that he is about to sell the site to Raphael da Silva, a property developer. With no way of pursuing her dream, Charlotte agrees to work for Raphael when he offers her a job in boat design. She knows that she is attracted to him, but cannot bring herself to become close to him because of his role in destroying her home. But Charlotte soon discovers there are secrets in his past life that he refuses to talk about, another side to the man she thought she knew.
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    Chapter One




    Charlotte Pascoe stared blankly out of the plane’s window as it taxied down the runway. Trying to block out the penetrating gaze of the man sitting directly across the aisle from her.




    She’d noticed him as soon as she’d boarded and taken her seat in the space reserved for her. He would have been hard to ignore, even without the sudden flash of recognition in his dark eyes. Not a conventionally good-looking face, she thought, but the olive skin stretched tight over angular cheekbones and the square, determined jaw made him different. Interesting… and certainly unforgettable. So why was he looking at her as if he knew her intimately when she knew, with an odd feeling of regret, that she’d never seen him before?




    His mouth curved into a questioning smile as he acknowledged her scrutiny and she flushed, turned away, and adjusted her seat belt.  




    The aircraft gathered speed as the pilot prepared for take-off. Charlotte gripped the armrests, her knuckles whitening as she was pushed back against her seat by the thrust of the powerful engines. She closed her eyes, wishing she’d taken the train from London. It was only her father’s last letter, posted three days before she’d been due to leave Rotterdam, that had made her want to hurry home as quickly as possible.




    I think I’ve managed to solve the problem , he’d written in his untidy scrawl. I’m sure you’ll agree it’s for the best. I’ll tell you all about it when I see you.




    ‘What problem?’ she asked herself and jumped violently as she felt cool fingers covering her own. She hadn’t realised she’d spoken aloud.




    ‘Are you feeling better?’




    ‘I – I’m fine.’ She tried to withdraw her hand. ‘I don’t know what you mean.’




    His grip tightened. ‘Fear of flying.’ He raised a dark eyebrow. ‘What did you think I meant?’




    Charlotte shook her head. His thumb was tracing a path across her hand, making her unable to think clearly.




    ‘It’s nothing to be ashamed of,’ he said smoothly. ‘Lots of people suffer from it. At least you’re being positive.’




    How did he know she was terrified of flying? She wondered, as she tried to move her hand. Even though the aisle separated them, he was much too close. She could smell the citrus tang of his aftershave and see the play of strong muscles rippling along his arm as he stroked her hand. She found herself staring at him, hearing the slight trace of an accent, wondering where he was from.




    ‘Portuguese.’ He smiled as colour rose to her face at the ease with which he read her thoughts. ‘Well, half Portuguese if we’re being accurate. My mother was English.’ The smile lightened his face, softening the sharp angle of his jaw.




    Charlotte shifted under the intensity of his gaze. She had an odd feeling he was assessing her. It made her uneasy.




    She turned back to the window. At least it was a short flight. They’d be landing at the airport soon. She’d been looking forward to coming home and working with her father. She’d qualified in marine architecture and finished her training with a multi-national firm of marine designers in Holland. Now, three years later, she was eager to put her ideas into practice. So why was the letter from her father so disturbing?




    Charlotte closed her eyes and tried to relax as the plane began its descent. There was no point in worrying, she’d find out soon enough.




    The plane’s wheels hit the tarmac and Charlotte breathed a sigh of relief as it taxied to a stop. She undid her seat belt and reached in the overhead locker for her bag. On safe ground at last.




    A pair of strong arms got there first. ‘Allow me. Is this yours?’




    She nodded wordlessly and followed him along the gangway. The cheek of the man! But there were too many people pressing behind her to start an argument. It was the same at the baggage carousel. As she tried to catch her case he got there first.




    ‘Thank you. I can manage now.’




    His laugh was warm and attractive. ‘From all I’ve heard about you, I’m sure you can.’




    Charlotte stared at him. If that was a pick-up line it was very strange. ‘What do you mean? I don’t know you.’




    ‘You’re Matt Pascoe’s daughter.’




    It was a statement, not a question and it sent alarm bells ringing. The noise in the arrivals building was too loud. This man that she didn’t know was standing too close, looking at her too intently. She needed fresh air. She headed for the exit, aware he was keeping pace with her.




    Outside, Charlotte stood her ground. Even though all her instincts were telling her to run. To escape from his overpowering masculinity, his seductive charm, she had to know – had to find out …




    ‘How do you know who I am?’




    ‘Because I’m …’ He stopped and she saw a flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. ‘I’m sorry. I thought Matt had written to you. I’m Raphael da Silva. I met your father some time ago.’




    The alarm bells rang louder. How did her father know a man like Raphael da Silva? Everything about him spoke of wealth. From the designer suit to the solid gold watch on his tanned wrist, he couldn’t be less like her father. Yet the fact that he’d recognised her meant the two men knew each other well.




    ‘I’m afraid my father isn’t very good at communicating, Mr da Silva. He’s never mentioned you. Now, if I can have my case, I’ll find a taxi.’




    ‘There’s no need. My car’s over there.’ He indicated a sleek, white Mercedes coupé. ‘I’ll drive you to Port Tavis. I’m going there myself.’




    One look at his face and Charlotte knew there was no point in arguing.




    Damn. Raphael swore under his breath as he opened the driver’s door. The day, which had started so badly, was rapidly getting worse. He’d had no idea that Charlotte was booked on the same flight. He’d recognised her at once even though the portrait on the whitewashed wall of Matt Pascoe’s cottage didn’t begin to do her justice. The tangle of chestnut curls and the wide-eyed innocence of her emerald eyes were even more entrancing when seen close up. Particularly when compared to this morning’s meeting with Coral and her over-manufactured falseness and impossible demands. And now, on top of everything else, it seemed as if Matt had gone back on his promise to consult his daughter. Well, he had no intention of being the one to destroy her dreams.




    ‘How do you know my father?’ She spoke so softly that the words were almost lost in the noise of the car’s engine. Raphael clenched his hands on the wheel. It was the question he’d been dreading. Knowing, from the expression in her eyes when he’d spoken about her father, that it was inevitable.




    He slowed the car as he navigated a bend. In the distance, Port Tavis shimmered in the mid-morning sun, its pastel-coloured cottages hugging the coastline of the estuary, forming a natural harbour. Raphael turned his head and saw the worried look in her eyes. He longed to re-assure her, to tell her everything would be all right. But he knew that he couldn’t and that it wouldn’t. ‘Port Tavis is a small place. I’ve been – working there for nearly three years. It was inevitable we would meet.’




    ‘What do you do?’




    What could he say? She deserved better than a lie and she’d find out soon enough. He had an overwhelming urge to stop the car, take her in his arms, and kiss her mouth until it stopped trembling. Instead, he gunned the car down the last hill into the village and stopped outside the deserted sheds of Pascoe’s Boatyard.




    ‘I’m a property developer,’ he said.




    Charlotte stared at her father, trying to absorb the shock of his statement. He looked tired, she thought with surprise, there were lines round his eyes that hadn’t been there three years ago, and his face seemed thinner. ‘I don’t understand,’ she said. ‘Why do we have to sell? What’s gone wrong?’




    ‘I’m sorry, Charlie,’ Matt leant across the kitchen table and covered her hand with his rough brown one, squeezing it tight. ‘I know this isn’t what you wanted to hear on your first day home.’




    That had to be the understatement of the year, she thought, aware of a hollow feeling in the pit of her stomach.




    ‘Believe me, if there was another way … but the recession hit us all hard. We’re not the only yard closing round here. However, we are fortunate that someone wants to develop the site and is prepared to pay good money for it.’




    ‘So they can put up a soulless block of flats, I suppose.’ Charlotte couldn’t hide her bitterness. ‘Why does every developer feel the need to ruin a place?’




    ‘That’s a very sweeping statement.’ There was a warning note in her father’s voice. ‘RDS Developments are a reputable and highly-thought-of company. They’ve brought much-needed jobs into the area. And the flats are already built. Not here but at Penlyn Cove. If you walk round you’ll find they’re not as soulless as you fear.’




    RDS. Raphael da Silva. The memory of his questioning dark eyes and full, sensual mouth as he’d said goodbye kept intruding. She’d thought, for one unbelievable moment, that he was going to kiss her. She thought she might have taken a step towards him but then his mouth had hardened and he’d turned away.




    ‘Are you telling me that Raphael da Silva wants to buy the boatyard?’




    It was her father’s turn to look astonished. ‘Yes. Why? Do you know him?’




    ‘We met on the plane.’ Charlotte remembered the flash of recognition in his eyes and looked up at the portrait of her on the wall above the fireplace. ‘He told me he knew you. He also told me he’s a property developer. So why does he want the boatyard?’




    ‘For a marina.’ Her father’s face was animated. ‘It’s in a perfect position – right on the waterfront. With a clubhouse where the sheds are and a restaurant and shops where …’




    ‘… the cottage is,’ Charlotte finished, her mouth dry. The little whitewashed cottage next to the boatyard was the only home she’d known. Damn the man. Why did he have to choose her home?




    ‘Raphael knows I had to talk to you first, though. I told him I won’t sign anything until I’ve discussed it with you, but if you agree, there’s no reason why the work can’t start fairly soon. I know he’s anxious to get on with the marina during the good weather. But if you’re dead set against it we can try and struggle on.’




    ‘Couldn’t we develop it ourselves? We could get a loan and …’ she stopped, knowing she was clutching at straws, knowing it wasn’t what she really wanted anyway. She didn’t know how much longer she could go on pretending a brightness she didn’t really feel, but she also knew she couldn’t say anything which would deflate her father. It was obvious that in his mind everything was already settled. She could hardly start putting objections in his way at this late stage. If only he’d written or even phoned, this wouldn’t have been such a shock.




    ‘Charlie, you’re talking several million. Be realistic. Where would I get that kind of money?’




    No, she thought. It was only men like Raphael da Silva who had that kind of money – that kind of power. Who could disrupt people’s lives without caring about the consequences?




    ‘Charlie.’ Her father’s voice filtered through her thoughts. ‘There’s something else I want to tell you.’




    Was it her imagination, or did her father look embarrassed? He cleared his throat and stared down at the scrubbed pine table. ‘I’m … well, I’m going to get married again.’ The words came out in a rush as if he wasn’t sure of her reaction.




    Charlotte didn’t really know how she felt. Too many shocks in one day were playing havoc with her emotions. All her life, ever since her mother had died when Charlotte was five, there had only been herself and Matt – a safe, secure, private world.




    ‘Oh, Dad. I’m so happy for you.’ She tried to inject a note of brightness into her voice. ‘Who’s the lucky lady? Do I know her?’




    His face lit up. ‘Grace Jennings. She and her husband ran the gift shop in The Strand. Tom Jennings died at the beginning of last year and Grace has found it hard to manage on her own. I’ve been helping her out occasionally, while things have been slack at the yard.’




    No wonder we haven’t got a business any more, Charlotte thought. In her father’s mind everything was already settled.




    ‘Raphael’s offered £350,000 for the site. Grace and I plan to buy a house and expand her business and, of course, there’ll be more than enough for whatever you decide to do. I know I should have told you about it in my letters but it’s only been a couple of months since I … since Raphael discussed the idea with me.’




    Damn Raphael da Silva. From the moment she’d seen him, he’d caused nothing but trouble. Her father might think highly of him but she wished the wretched man had never heard of Port Tavis.




    ‘Go ahead and sign, Dad.’ Charlotte pushed back her chair and put her arms round him. ‘I won’t stand in your way.’




    ‘You’re quite sure?’ He studied her expression.




    She nodded and kissed his cheek. Her father was right. If Pascoe’s was forced to close, other yards would undoubtedly be doing the same. ‘I’m sure you’ve made the right decision.’ However much it hurt to say it, Charlotte knew she couldn’t fight him. It had been her choice to complete her training abroad, a decision vehemently opposed by her father. As had been her choice of career. ‘Boat designing isn’t a woman’s job,’ Matt had stated firmly on more than one occasion. ‘You’ve got to be really good to get to the top and make a decent living.’ Charlotte had ignored his advice, confident that once she was qualified Matt would be pleased to have her working alongside him. Only it seemed that he wasn’t.




    ‘If it’s OK with you, I think I’ll go for a walk.’ She moved towards the door, needing to be alone for a while. To absorb all that her father had told her. ‘I could do with some fresh air after all the travelling.’




    ‘Take Sammy with you, he’ll enjoy the exercise.’ At the sound of his name the dog came over, pushing his wet nose into her hand, his tail wagging.




    ‘Thanks for taking it so well, Charlie.’ Matt’s voice was husky as he watched her bend over the dog. ‘I’ll make it up to you, I promise.’




    Charlotte reached down Sammy’s lead from the hook on the wall and clipped it on to his collar. He’d been Matt’s eighteenth birthday present to her five years ago and Charlotte loved him dearly.




    ‘Shall I get something for supper while I’m out? Or are you seeing Grace?’ she added, aware of the hesitant look on his face. She realised she had no idea how her father spent his time now and wasn’t surprised when he said he wouldn’t be back.




    ‘Grace has seen a house she wants me to look at and I’ll probably stay and eat with her. I won’t be back late.’ He added with a slightly embarrassed grin.




    Charlotte laughed, seeing the humour in the situation. ‘You don’t have to ask my permission. I’ll get myself something to eat and have an early night.’




    As she walked towards the small fishing town she thought how much everything had changed since she’d stepped off the plane this morning with such high hopes for the future. Now, thanks to Raphael da Silva, she’d have to re-think her plans.




    ‘Charlotte! Hey, Charlotte. Stop!’




    At the sound of her name, Charlotte turned round to see the familiar face of James Hammond. His father was the local vet and she’d known James since primary school. But she was surprised to find he was still in Port Tavis.




    ‘I heard you were coming home.’ He kissed her cheek. ‘It’s good to see you.’




    ‘And you. But I thought you were working for a practice in Somerset. What are you doing back here?’




    ‘I qualified as a vet last summer and was going to move away. But then Dad’s senior partner decided to retire early. So I mostly do the surgeries while Dad looks after the farm animals. It leaves me time to do a bit of sailing. Actually,’ he added diffidently, as he bent to stroke Sammy, ‘tomorrow’s my day off. How do you fancy a spot of crewing? Nothing too strenuous, just up the river and back with a stop for lunch on the way.’




    Charlotte hid a smile as he straightened up. She was well aware that James had a soft spot for her – the fact she didn’t feel the same didn’t matter – they’d always remained good friends.




    ‘That sounds like a great idea. Just what I need at the moment. It’s so long since I was last on a boat I think I’ve forgotten which ropes go where.’




    ‘I doubt it.’ James eyed her slim figure appreciatively. ‘I seem to remember you were a born sailor. I heard about the boatyard, by the way. Are you glad or sorry?’




    She stiffened and lowered her eyes. ‘I don’t know. Dad rather sprang the whole idea on me when I got home this morning. I haven’t really had time to think about it but I suppose it’s common knowledge in the village.’




    ‘Oh, sure. Everyone’s talking about the marina and what it will mean for Port Tavis. It’s not just the extra jobs he’s created. It should also increase the number of tourists which can only be good for the town. Raphael da Silva’s certainly putting his mark on the place. I believe he’s known locally as the Buccaneer. Everyone’s bending over backwards to make sure he gets what he wants.




    Charlotte recalled the darkly brooding face with its piercing eyes and thought the name suited him.




    Arranging to meet James at the slipway in the morning, she carried on towards the shops. Just how well thought of Raphael da Silva had become was forcibly brought home to her as she bumped into several people she knew. There were no dissenting voices raised over the planned marina. Everyone remarked on how much Port Tavis would benefit from the proposed development at the boatyard and wasn’t it fortunate that the Pascoe’s owned the land? Charlotte gritted her teeth, tried to smile convincingly, and made non-committal replies to people she’d known all her life, while privately consigning the object of all this admiration to hell and back.




    When she’d finished her shopping, sheer perversity led her in the direction of Penlyn Cove. It would have been more prudent to head back to the cottage but, as the destroyer of all her plans, she was curious to see where Raphael da Silva’s taste in architecture lay. The tide was still far enough out for her to walk across the rocks which jutted into the sea, making a long arm of land between the boatyard and Penlyn Cove. Halfway round she stopped for a rest; several of the rocks were covered in wet seaweed making it difficult to keep her balance. Shading her eyes against the glare of the sun she looked out across the bay, where several small yachts were tacking slowly, their colourful spinnakers up to catch the breeze. Riding at anchor opposite the cove was a sleek two-masted racing schooner, sunlight glinting on the glass of the cabin portholes. Whoever designed that did a good job, she thought, running a professional eye over its graceful lines. If James Hammond’s boat was half as good she’d have an enjoyable day’s sailing tomorrow.




    Picking her way carefully over the remaining rocks, Charlotte gave a gasp of astonishment as she jumped down onto the shingle. The beach she remembered from childhood was transformed. Gone was the old pumping station and the remains of the granite wheelhouse, gone too were the rusty oil drums and rotting piles of debris that had littered the cove in her childhood. In their place, on the concrete slabs that had half-covered the beach, stood six elegant two-storied buildings, their long, graceful windows and wrought-iron balconies blending perfectly into the rocky coastline.




    Mentally congratulating Raphael da Silva on his choice of architect, Charlotte walked across for a closer look. Several people were wandering about on the terrace in front of the apartments, one of which was obviously a show house. Now she was here she might as well have a look inside. Sammy raced ahead of her, his tail wagging, as a tall, lithe figure detached himself from the nearest group of people and strode purposefully towards her.




    ‘Charlotte! What a surprise. It’s good to see you again.’




    Frantically she looked for an escape route as he bent down to pat Sammy who was barking excitedly. Raphael da Silva was the last person she wanted to talk to right now. She’d probably lose her temper and say things that would upset her father if he heard about it.




    The only road out was at the side of the apartments, straight past Raphael. Spinning round, she ran back the way she’d come. The tide was coming in fast, almost covering the rocks she’d climbed over earlier, but there was still a narrow exposed strip at the foot of the cliff. If she was quick she could make it back to the boatyard. She hauled herself up, her hands slipping on the wet seaweed.




    ‘Charlotte. Stop! What do you think you’re doing?’




    Turning her head, she found herself staring into Raphael’s stormy eyes, his arm outstretched, reaching for the sleeve of her sweater. She kicked out at him in panic, slipped and felt the icy water wash over her as she fell.


  




  

    Chapter Two




    He was at her side in seconds, scooping her up and jumping back onto the shingle. Instinctively, she put her arms round his neck, feeling the warmth of his body, her teeth chattering with cold.




    ‘Are you crazy?’ he demanded. ‘Didn’t you hear me calling? Why were you running away?’




    She couldn’t explain. Couldn’t tell him what the boatyard meant to her. He wouldn’t understand the loss she felt, the fact that he was responsible for it, mixed with the disturbing sense of intimacy as his strong arms held her close against his hard muscular body.




    ‘Where are you taking me? Please put me down. I need to find Sammy.’ The words were jerked out of her as he moved swiftly across the beach, her face pressed against him, her nostrils filled with the male scent of his body.




    ‘Sammy’s fine. I’ve shut him in the office.’ His voice was controlled as he pushed through the crowd of curious onlookers, shouldered open the outside door of the end apartment, and took the stairs two at a time. He released his hold on her in the bedroom and she fell across the huge double bed as he disappeared through another door. In spite of the warmth of the room she shivered convulsively, her sodden jeans clinging to her legs, her shoes squelching with sea water. There seemed to be no end to the havoc this man was causing in her life.




    Within seconds he was back, his arms full of fluffy white towels. His eyes were full of concern as he looked at her. ‘I don’t know what the hell you thought you were doing running off like that, but now isn’t the time to find out. I suggest you get out of those wet clothes as quickly as you can.’ He placed the towels beside her and pulled her up from the bed. She winced as his grip caught the grazes on her hand. He saw her expression, turned her palms over and stared down at the red weals.




    ‘I’ll be downstairs when you’re ready and there’s a shower in the bathroom if you want to use it.’




    ‘I don’t want a shower,’ she stormed at him, hating his cool dictatorial manner as he towered over her. He’d obviously changed out of the suit he’d worn on the plane and looked coolly casual in a pair of beautifully tailored black jeans and a cream sports shirt, making her miserably aware of what a sight she must look. ‘I want to go home.’




    He put a finger to her lips, silencing her. ‘Don’t be ridiculous. Matt would never forgive me if I let you go home in the state you’re in. What you need is plenty of hot water. We’ll talk later.’ He propelled her into the bathroom and shut the door.




    Too numb with cold to argue, Charlotte peeled off her wet clothes and stepped into the shower, feeling the warmth steal back into her body. She’d been fortunate not to have injured herself more seriously. Other than the beginning of a bruise on her left hip and the grazes on her hands, she’d really got off very lightly. It had been silly to panic like that – silly not to stand her ground and face him. She decided not to be so impulsive in future.




    She wrapped herself in the towels Raphael had left and looked for something to wear. She’d draped her wet clothes over the radiator and she certainly couldn’t put them back on. There was a navy towelling robe hanging on the back of the door and, after a moment’s hesitation, she slipped it on and tied it securely. Cautiously opening the door she tiptoed out into the bedroom, relieved to find it empty. With any luck she could stay here until her clothes dried.




    A shout from below made her jump and she realised that the bedroom looked down onto the living room, the double-height windows spanning both floors. She leant over the balcony and looked into Raphael’s upturned face.




    ‘Don’t think you can skulk away up there. I’ve poured you a brandy. Bring your wet clothes down and I’ll put them in the dryer.’




    Unable to think of a good enough reason not to, Charlotte obeyed, her cheeks flushing as he raised an eyebrow at the lacy scraps of underwear that followed her jeans and shirt into the machine. He handed her a brandy glass half full of amber liquid and sat alongside her on the sofa.




    ‘Am I really so frightening?’ His dark eyes raked her face.




    ‘No, of course not,’ she denied, trying to sound convincing, wishing he wasn’t sitting quite so close to her.




    ‘Then why did you run away?’




    She shook her head, unable to explain her reasons for trying to avoid a confrontation with him, unable to explain her disloyal thoughts that Matt had let her down by his decision to sell the boatyard. She took a sip of brandy and swallowed hard as the fiery liquid stung the back of her throat, wishing he wouldn’t look at her quite so intently.




    ‘I don’t usually have that affect on women.’ His mobile mouth curved humorously as he brushed a copper curl from her face.




    His arrogant assumption annoyed her – his touch unsettled her. She took another sip of brandy, feeling distinctly undressed.




    ‘So, tell me why you took off as though the devil was after you? I was only going to offer to show you round. I’m rather proud of what I’ve achieved here.’




    Charlotte felt her hackles rise. She refused to allow him to gloat. He had no concept of the disruption he was causing in her life. She drained the last of the brandy and set the glass on the table beside her. ‘I’m sure for you the boatyard is just another piece of land ripe for development, but it’s my home and livelihood you’re planning to destroy.’ She glared at him and saw his dark eyes narrow. ‘So it’s hardly surprising you’re not exactly my favourite person. I wish you’d never set eyes on Port Tavis.’




    Raphael sat up and she felt his body tense beside her. ‘Let’s get some facts straight, shall we?’ His tone implied she was talking nonsense. ‘I’m a developer – a good one – and the people of Port Tavis like what I’m doing here. And more importantly,’ he went on, his eyes never leaving her face, ‘I am not deliberately destroying your home and livelihood since it was your father who first approached me.’




    Charlotte looked at him, stunned by his words, hurt dulling her eyes. There was no way he was lying. What reason would he have? No wonder Matt hadn’t phoned her. He’d obviously seen Raphael as the answer to his problems.




    ‘Naturally, I’ll withdraw my offer. I wouldn’t want –’




    ‘No!’ She cut across him sharply spreading her hands in mute appeal. Trying to get control of herself. ‘Please don’t. Dad would be very disappointed.’




    Raphael tried to suppress his irritation with Matt. Not only had he failed to consult his daughter as promised but he’d also neglected to tell her the truth. When he’d spoken to Charlotte on the plane he’d had no inkling that she was expecting to come back and work with her father. Matt had never mentioned it and he hadn’t realised until now just how much the boatyard meant to her. No wonder she was angry with him. Somehow, he had to try to make her understand and accept the inevitable




    ‘Charlotte, I’ve come to know your father very well over the past few months and I have the highest regard for him. I also know his heart isn’t really in the business, so you could say I’m doing him a favour by buying him out. Although I naturally assumed you were aware of his decision.’ His dark eyes softened as he studied her face. ‘He speaks of you with such love and affection – but he never once told me you were coming home to work with him.’
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