
	Owen comes from a poor neighbourhood. The building he shares with his grandmother is close to being condemned. Owen’s job delivering liquor on his bicycle helps his grandmother make ends meet and pays for her medication. Owen’s entire life changes when an outlaw motorcycle club moves into the neighbourhood and he is sent there for a delivery. From the moment he sees Caleb Perez, legendary sergeant in arms for the Devil’s Guardians, Owen knows he’d do absolutely anything to make Caleb his.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Yearning. No other word described it better. It was like something pulling on his insides. He was the first thing on his mind when he woke up, and the last thing before he closed his eyes at night. And he didn’t even know his name.

	The clunk, clunk, clunk of his grandmother’s walker had woken him this morning. Please send me Mr. Pataki, to the docks for a delivery. I need to see him again.

	“You awake, Owen?” His grandmother poked her head in the door. “Don’t be late for school now.”

	School? “Grandma,” he lifted his head, “no school today. It’s Saturday.”

	It was happening more and more, his grandmother forgetting what day it was.

	“Okay, dear. I’ll get you some breakfast.”

	Poor Grandmother. She had come to the United States as a domestic and had worked in rich people’s homes all her life. A good Catholic Irish girl, she’d become pregnant by the man she worked for who’d forced himself on her. She’d been put in the streets, baby on the way. But she’d survived, avoided losing her child, and found his grandfather, a hardworking Scot, who’d instantly fallen in love with his Irish rose. They had only a short time together before his grandfather was drafted. He never came home from the war, so his grandmother raised his mother, Iris, alone. Unfortunately, the child had inherited the disease of her biological father. She was a hemophilic. Owen’s mother died in a car accident when he was six years old. After that, his father took to drinking, and Owen was removed from the home.

	Grandmother had always wanted Owen to go to college. But there was no money for college, and school bored him. The truth was everything seemed easy to him, no challenge. He mastered everything and then lost interest. He also found he had nothing in common with the students at the school. They were all arrogant and stupid, and Owen had been beaten up at least three times for being gay. What was the point? He was a poor boy, going nowhere.

	Owen glanced up at the peeling paint on the ceiling. He was putting money aside from his job at the liquor store to buy some paint and plaster. Every morning his grandmother called him to get ready for school. Damn, he didn’t have the heart to tell her he’d stopped attending grade twelve. Luckily, the school couldn’t contact her, because the landline had been taken out months ago. With the rise in food prices and his grandmother’s osteoporosis medication, they couldn’t afford a phone anymore. Owen’s job, delivering liquor for Mr. Pataki, supplemented the food budget, but it wasn’t enough. Anyway, he would turn eighteen in a week. He was going to get a proper full-time job and help his grandmother with her medical expenses.

	The neighbourhood where he’d grown up was a place the city had forgotten. Some people said it was the place where dreams came to die. Nicknamed Snaketown because of the shape of the area which curved round like an S and culminated at the docks, the area consisted of no more than ten or so streets with only a handful of businesses. Some of the buildings were abandoned or condemned, occupied by squatters. This was where the destitute, the homeless, and the ever striving to stay clean and sober lived. There was one small grocery store, a liquor store, a drug store, and a greasy spoon diner called Mary’s Eats. That was it.

	The police wouldn’t even come into Snaketown when they were called. It hadn’t been safe to walk the streets after dark. There were rapes and muggings. Then, about a year ago, an outlaw biker gang called Devil’s Guardian bought the empty meat packing factory by the waterfront. They moved their clubhouse in there and opened Vega Scrap Yard.

	At first, everyone was alarmed. The last thing Snaketown needed was more criminals, especially an outlaw motorcycle club. But ironically, the club had exerted a positive influence on the neighbourhood. After the Devil’s Guardian moved in, rapes, muggings and break-ins seemed to disappear. Whatever criminal activity the club was into, the only business they did in Snaketown was sell scrap.

	Still, people stayed their distance, unless they needed a hubcap or windshield replaced. And no one went down by the waterfront at night anymore. The flashing neon sign Vega Scrap Yard, clearly visible from the highway, brought in plenty of customers in the daytime. Occasionally they’d ride through the neighbourhood or stop at the store, but mostly, they stayed to themselves.

	Owen got out of bed and braved the shower, having to play with the facet to get the water to come out of the showerhead. The water was tepid, which was usually cause to celebrate. As he washed, he kept thinking that he should tell his grandmother that he wasn’t going to school anymore. He knew she’d be upset. That was why he was putting it off. He didn’t want to disappoint her. If he could find a decent job, maybe he could take some courses at the college. But that took money, and right now, he didn’t have any. He’d tell her once he got a full-time job.

	The water went ice cold. “Shit,” Owen muttered, jumping around, hurrying to get the shampoo out of his hair. There were only three apartments occupied out of six in the building. Hot water was supposed to be supplied, but there was never enough to go around.

	Owen and his grandmother were on the bottom floor now, after moving from the top floor when old Mrs. Carter had died. Owen’s grandmother couldn’t make the stairs anymore with the osteoporosis in her hip, and this apartment was in a bit better shape. On the top floor, the ceiling leaked when it rained, and the veranda had rotted through. They couldn’t use the back door, which was a fire hazard. Next door was Mr. Akins, an old vet with one eye missing. He’d tried to get Owen to jerk him off once when Owen was only ten years old. Old perv. His grandmother had gone over there and hit him on the head with her fry pan. Luckily, she didn’t kill him. Anyway, he’d never bothered Owen again. Above them lived Kim and her mother, Sally. Kim was the first person Owen had met when he’d been brought to live with his grandmother. She became his best friend. Her mother was a nice person when she wasn’t high. Unfortunately, she was in and out of rehab and went through one deadbeat boyfriend after another. Kim would have been on her own if not for Owen and his grandmother.

	Owen got dressed and came into the kitchen. He leaned over and checked to see that the burners had been turned off on the stove, something his grandmother lately had been neglecting to do. He gave his grandmother a quick kiss. She smiled and handed him a plate of scrambled eggs and toast. “You delivering for Mr. Pataki today?” she asked, sitting down across from him with her cup of tea.

	Owen tucked into the food. “Yes. Saturday is a big day.”

	“Um.” She sipped her tea. “Right, Saturday. The alcoholics need their demon water.”

	Owen smiled at her. She’d always called it that. She’d never approved of what she called the drink. His grandmother was still a pretty woman, in spite of her years. Her hair was long, and she wore it on top of her head. It was white as snow. Her face was still girlish with very few wrinkles. And those Irish eyes, the same as his, were a vivid green.

	She loved to sing the songs from the old country, the same songs his mother had sung to him before she died. Owen still caught his grandmother humming around the kitchen.

	“I’m doing more hours now,” he said, finishing his eggs.

	“Yes, well, don’t let it interfere with your school work, young man.” She eyed him.

	Owen looked down at his plate. He had to tell her sometime. “Granny, I—”

	Someone knocked on the door. Owen jumped to his feet, almost relieved to be interrupted. “I’ll get it.” He put his plate in the sink and walked down the narrow hallway from the kitchen to the front door.

	It was Kim, dressed in shorts and an oversized t-shirt, with her long black hair tied back into a ponytail.

	“Hey,” she said.

	“Hey, what’s up?” he asked.

	“What ‘cha doing? Want to go and hang out?” Kim looked past Owen and waved. “Hello, Granny.”

	“Hello, dear. Come in,” she called out.

	“Aw, we gotta go, Grams,” Owen called back. “See you later.”

	“I’ll come by later for tea,” Kim called out.

	“Okay,” she said, “bye, kids.”

	Owen grabbed his keys. “I have to work,” he told Kim.

	“Oh right, so you’re using your bike?” she asked as they stood on the sidewalk beside the building.

	“Yeah, did you need to borrow it?” He walked around the side of the building and began to unlock his bike. “I’ll give you a lift if you want.” It wouldn’t be the first time he’d driven Kim on his handlebars. “You working at Mary’s?”

	“Later. Thought we’d hang, but forgot you’d taken on extra hours.”

	Owen looked up at the sky. It was warm but overcast. “It might rain,” he muttered.

	“It could.” Kim dug the toe of her sandal in the dirt. “Didn’t you do driver’s ed? Can’t Pataki lend you the van?”

	“I did, but no money for the license and insurance.”

	“Right.”

	“How’s Mom, still clean?”

	“Um, for now. She ditched that Seymour guy.” Kim made a face. “Real asshole. Can you believe he was doing crank in the living room?”

	Owen shook his head. “Good riddance. Wish she’d meet someone.”

	“Speaking of someone,” she clutched his arm. “Any cute guy in the picture?”

	“No.” Owen fiddled with his gear shift, then straightened his basket.

	“Sure?”

	“Well, maybe, but I don’t know his name.”

	“So, tell me where you met, then.” She was waiting.

	“Didn’t... just saw him.” Damn. He didn’t want to tell her more than that. He knew she wouldn’t approve. He leaned over and pecked her cheek. “Sure you don’t want a ride? I got to get going.” He straddled his bike. He wanted to get to the store before Ian. Ian had the van for big deliveries, but sometimes Owen got the clubhouse when they ordered. He could handle more than a few bottles on his bike.

	Kim stood waving.

	The liquor store was just a few streets over. Mr. Pataki had run the store for the last three years. He’d almost quit before the Devil’s Guardian moved in. He’d been constantly getting robbed. Owen had lost track of how many times the door had to be replaced.

	Then Mr. Pataki told him that the president of the Devil’s Guardian had stopped by to see him. “His name is Martin Vega,” Pataki said. “He was with another guy, vice president, I think, who introduced himself as Goldie.”

	“Were you nervous? What did they want?”

	“I was a little, but Vega said he wanted only to introduce himself and ask if we made deliveries.”

	“Oh.”

	“I told him about the break-ins because he saw the door taped up,” Pataki went on. “He told me not to worry. They’d keep an eye out.”

	“Be careful with that,” Owen warned, looking at him. “They usually want protection money.”

	“No, he said he didn’t want anything.” Pataki shrugged. “He was nice.”

	The break-ins had stopped, just like that. No alarms, no broken doors. “I can hardly believe it,” his boss had told Owen one day. “It’s like a miracle. Since they’ve moved in the neighbourhood, things are quiet.”

	Owen couldn’t argue with him. It was true. The Devil’s Guardian had brought law and order to the neighbourhood, solely by moving in. That didn’t mean those guys didn’t scare the shit out of him.

	The Saturday before, his boss had asked him to make a delivery to the Devil’s Guardian clubhouse for the first time. He was in a panic. “You want me to go? You always send Ian.”

	“I sent Ian downtown.” Mr. Pataki placed three bottles of Scotch on the counter.

	“Can’t they wait until Ian gets back?” Shit. He did not want to go there.

	“Ian has gone downtown with a big order for a fancy political affair. He won’t be back for at least an hour.” He paused. “You shouldn’t be scared to go there.”

	Owen swallowed. “Guess not.”

	“Good, take these three bottles of Scotch to Mr. Vega.” His boss put them into a bag.

	“The bill?”

	“No bill.” He smiled. “Tell him to enjoy it with my compliments. A little thank you.”

	“Okay,” Owen replied. He took the bag out to his bicycle and placed it into the basket, securing it the way he usually did with the little mini belt he’d designed. With the roads filled with holes like they were, one bad spot and the bottles would have gone flying.

	The ride to the waterfront wasn’t more than ten minutes, all downhill. Owen stopped at the bottom, waited for traffic, then rode into the gravel-filled yard. There were at least ten really nice bikes parked at the side of the building, along with three cars parked randomly in front of the door.

	The door directly in front said Office. Ring and Enter. There was another door further down which was decorated with the club’s logo, which was a demon with red eyes standing guard with a gun in hand.

	Owen tore his gaze away and walked up to the office door with the bag in his arms. I’m only here to deliver booze. Then I’ll leave. I don’t even have to ask for money. Owen rang the bell and opened the door.

	A woman looked up from where she sat at a desk. She was young, with long bleached-out blonde hair. She stood on spindly heels and smiled at him. “May I help you with something? You need a part?” She had a southern accent.

	“Ah, no. I’m from the liquor store. I have a delivery for Mr. Vega.” His voice was shaking.

	The woman tottered over. Tight jeans and a low-cut tank top in hot pink completed the outfit. She dragged Owen into a hug. He got a whiff of some heavy duty perfume. “You poor kid. Are you okay? You seem terrified.”

	“Ah, yeah, I...” he paused, relieved to be let go, “no problem. I’m okay.”

	She studied him, reached out and pinched his cheek. “You are cute as a bug in a rug.”

	Owen wasn’t sure what to say to that.

	“What’s your name?”

	“Owen. Owen Masters.”

	“Owen,” she repeated. “Well, I’m Ginger. Come with me, sugar. I’ll take you to Martin. He’s in the clubhouse.”

	“Aw,” Owen said as they stepped outside, “actually, you can give this to him. It’s on the house from Mr. Pataki.”

	“That’s nice,” Ginger said, pulling him toward the clubhouse door. “He’ll want to tip you. Come on, darlin’, no need to be scared.” Ginger pulled open the door. “The boys are all pussy cats.”

	The smell of food invaded his nostrils.

	“Lasagna,” Ginger told him when he glanced toward the kitchen. “Hungry?”

	He was, a little. “No. I’m fine.”

	Owen stood in one open room with a bar, tables and chairs scattered around, and a pool table. There were a few dart boards on the wall. Straight ahead was a kitchen and a few doors leading off to the back. Two club members sat at a table straight ahead. They were drinking beer and playing cards.

	“Guys,” Ginger brought Owen over to the table, “this is the kid from the liquor store.”

	One of the men had a patch on his vest that said Vice President. He nodded at Owen. “What’s your name, kid?”

	“Owen,” he said.

	“I’m Goldie, and this here is Ricky.”

	Goldie was a man in his mid-forties, tall and blond, all muscle and tats.

	The one called Ricky immediately pumped Owen’s hand. He was young, twenty maybe, with reddish hair and a close-cropped beard. On the front of his vest was written Prospect.

	“He was nervous about coming in,” Ginger said. “Martin here?”

	“Sure. I’ll get him,” Ricky said, standing up. “Lasagna’s almost ready,” he told Ginger.

	“Smells great,” she said. “Feed the kid. He’s skinny,” she added, clicking off in her high heels. “Ricky will look after you,” she said before walking out.

	Owen followed her with his eyes. Shit. Don’t leave me.

	Ricky took over. “No need to be scared, Owen. You’re safe here. Stay, have some grub. I make a mean lasagna. I’ll be right back. Why don’t you take a seat, relax? Want a beer?”

	A young woman came out of the kitchen, stunning, with long black hair. She wore tight jeans and a red tank top. There was a tattoo of a butterfly at the top of her left breast. She smiled at Owen and went over to the bar.

	“Vicky, pour the kid a beer,” Ricky said.

	Owen shook his head. “No, I can’t. I’ve got to get back.”

	Ricky nodded and disappeared through one of the doors.

	And that was when Owen saw him. Owen’s heart began to beat loud and fast in his chest when he walked out into the room. There he was, just a few feet away, tall and broad shouldered, and the way he carried himself—he had a swaggering self-confidence when he walked. The white t-shirt under his vest didn’t disguise how muscular he was. He was tall and broad shouldered, slim but solid. The jeans hugged his ass and accentuated his long legs right down to the black boots.

	Owen wasn’t sure what was written on his vest. He was too mesmerised by his face. He had the face of an angel, which was ironic really since his vest proclaimed him to be the guardian of the Devil. He had dark hair, but his eyes were blue, light blue, incredible, and his mouth, his lips, were perfect for kissing.

	His skin was a little darker than white. He had a touch of Latin blood for sure, along with some tan. He wore his hair shoulder length, and he was clean shaven aside from a fine shadow across his jaw.

	Owen tried to tear his gaze away, look anywhere but at him. But he couldn’t. Thankfully it didn’t matter, because the man looked right through him, then away. He said something to Goldie at the table, then walked right by Owen, ignoring the woman who called out to him, “Baby?”

	He was gone.

	Owen started to breathe normally again. The woman at the bar looked upset. She slammed down a glass she was wiping and stalked back to the kitchen.

	Who was he? God, he had to know. Maybe he’d dreamt him. Maybe...

	Ricky came out then, followed by another man, around thirty, brown hair and eyes, handsome but dangerous looking. “Owen,” Ricky said, “this is the Pres., Martin Vega.”

	Owen jumped up with the bag. “Hello, sir. Mr. Pataki, my boss, sent this to you with his compliments.” He held it out.

	Vega took the bag and looked inside. He smiled, then slapped Owen on the shoulder. “Tell him thank you.”

	Owen nodded. “Bye,” he said and headed to the door.

	“Hey, hold on,” Vega handed him a fifty-dollar bill. “For your trouble.”

	“Sir, I can’t—” He stared at the bill.

	Ricky shook his head at him, indicating he should take it.

	“Thank you,” he said.

	Vega nodded. “No problem.”

	Once outside, Owen tucked the money into his pocket and mounted his bike. That was some tip. It would help his grandmother pay for her pain meds this month. He glanced around. Where did he go? Is he still around? Disappointed, Owen began to pedal back to the store.

	After that, he couldn’t stop thinking about him. He dreamt they’d met someplace else. He couldn’t get him out of his head—those eyes, that face, that body. Now he was hoping Pataki would send him back to the clubhouse just so he could get one more look at him. Who was he? What was his name? He couldn’t be that much older than Owen was, in his early twenties. Had he come down from heaven just to taunt him? It was stupid. He couldn’t stop thinking about this biker, who hadn’t even given him a second look.

	The rest of the day was busy. Owen did his deliveries, the muscles in his legs aching near the end of the night. When there was no order from the club at seven, Owen offered to do overtime. Pataki sent him home.

	Each day Owen went to work, hoping to get an order to deliver to the club. Nothing. Then one night as he was preparing to go home, he spotted Ian loading cases of liquor into the back of the van.

	“Can I help you?” Owen offered.

	“Sure, kid,” Ian said. “I could use a hand.” Ian was an okay guy. He was a partier and liked to drink. Pataki had threatened to fire him a few times, but he was related to Pataki’s wife, so he kept him on.

	Owen started toting the cases and putting them into the back. “There a wedding?”

	“Naw, the club is having a big party. Some chapter from Boston’s coming down for some kind of meeting.”

	“Oh.” Owen put the last case in the back. “So you’re going to the club now?”

	“Yeah.”

	“It’s a little late,” Owen said, looking at his watch. “It’s almost midnight.”

	“Yeah, well, they party late, and they invited me to hang out so, least I can do.” Ian went around to the driver’s side.

	“Ah, okay but you’re going to need a hand unloading,” Owen said. “You want me to come?”

	Ian looked hesitant. “You’re not even eighteen yet.”

	“Next week,” Owen said. That was no lie. His birthday was on Tuesday.

	“I don’t think you’d fit in there, might be a little much for you.” Ian put his hand on the door. “The guys will help me.”

	The guys? Wow. Seemed like Ian had made some friends. “I’ll put my bike in the back. I’ll help you unload and then take off.” Just let me see him one more time. I just want to know his name. Maybe say hello.

	“Suit yourself.”

	Owen put his bike in the back of the van and hopped into the passenger side. Ian took off.

	“So,” Owen said, “you’ve been to one of their parties before?”

	“Yeah, a few times. The guys are cool.”

	He was acting like they were his good buddies. “So, what are they like?”

	“The parties?”

	“Um.”

	Ian turned out onto the road. “Well, there are porn stars and strippers there. Drugs, sometimes they have contests, they fight or bet on a fight. It’s for men, you know.”

	“Okay. You mean there are naked women walking around?”

	“Yeah. Dancing on the bar, that kind of stuff. They pay them. That embarrass you?”

	“No.” Owen paused. “So, tell me some names of the guys.”

	“Names? Well, there’s the president, Vega. He’s cool. And the vice president is Goldie. Not talkative, that one. Ricky is cool. He’s a prospect, not a full member yet. There’s the sergeant in arms. I don’t know him well. He isn’t a joiner.”

	“What’s his name?” Was that him? Was that his obsession?

	“I heard them call him Cal, I think it might be Caleb... Caleb Perez. He looks like a movie star, that one but I wouldn’t fuck with him.”

	“What’s a sergeant in... what?”

	“Arms. They protect the president. They’re like his bodyguard. They are the muscle in the club.”

	“Oh.” God, he looked too sweet for that. That couldn’t be him.

	The flashing neon sign came into sight.

	“Here we go,” he said. “I don’t know if they’ll let you stay. Only for special guests, you know?”

	“Right.” Owen wanted to roll his eyes. Ian thought he was such a big shot now, a friend of the Devil’s Guardian.

	A full moon glowed overhead as they got out. Two members walked over to check them out. “It’s the liquor store guy,” one said. “Get Ricky.” They walked away.

	In the distance he heard the roar of motorcycles. Inside, rock music played, and there was laughter. Ian opened the back of the van and Ricky came walking out. “Hey, guys! We’re happy to see you. The Boston chapter is drinking the house dry. Didn’t expect to see you, Owen.”

	“I told him it was by invitation,” Ian muttered. “He’s leaving.”

	“Oh, shit.” Ricky placed an arm around Owen’s shoulder. “Don’t listen to him. You’re welcome, kid. I officially invite you, okay?”

	“Thanks,” Owen said.

	“Should get him laid.” Ian snickered as the three of them took more cases of liquor out of the van.

	Owen stiffened. Laid? The last thing he wanted was to have sex with some busty porn star. “I... I can’t stay long,” he muttered.

	Ricky laughed. “I’m going to go block open the back door,” he said. “We’ll bring them in by the kitchen.”

	A few minutes later, they were carting the cases into the kitchen and putting them on the counter. The music was loud, and people were laughing and shouting over each other. Owen glanced around, then walked over to the doorway and looked around. Naked women were everywhere, walking on the pool table, on their knees giving blow jobs in front of bikers. Some were dancing topless while the members sat around and watched.

	Vega walked in the kitchen. He was talking to Ian. Owen was looking for him. Where was he? He didn’t see him anywhere.

	“Hello, Owen,” Vega said. “Thanks for bringing the booze.” He grinned. “Wouldn’t want a riot on our hands.”

	“You’re welcome. I’m not staying, I—” Owen froze in mid-sentence. There he was. He’d walked in the kitchen and was standing a few feet away. He looked right at Owen, nodded. Maybe there was a hint of a smile. It paralysed him.

	“Sorry to interrupt, Pres.—” he turned to Vega—“but Anderson needs to talk to you about something in the other room.”

	“Okay, Caleb, coming. Have fun, you guys,” Vega followed him out.

	Owen gripped the table. Had Caleb smiled at him, or was that only a look? Was it just him being polite or—or what? Damn, this was stupid. The guy had done nothing but nod at him.

	Ian had left the kitchen. He was already chatting up one of the girls. Owen leaned against the kitchen counter, feeling uncomfortable. He should leave. He would after he caught one more glimpse of him. Caleb. What harm is it to look at you?

	As if on cue, there he was. Caleb. The man looked right at him.

	Oh God, those eyes were light blue.

	“Any whiskey in those boxes?” he asked.

	“What?” Owen searched Caleb’s face. Not a flaw in that beautiful face.

	“Whiskey?” he repeated. “You’re that liquor store delivery boy, right?”

	Boy? Shit. He’d called him a boy.

	“Are you stoned?”

	“Stoned, no.” Owen shook himself.

	Owen turned to open a box. He took out a bottle of whiskey. He was shaking but not from fear—from desire. He’d never felt like this before. This man was a stranger, a dangerous one at that. What the hell was going on with him?

	Owen turned around to hand him the bottle, but he almost dropped it. Caleb reached out just in time and saved it. Their eyes met. “Wow, that was close,” Caleb said. “These boxes should be unloaded and taken to the bar.” He handed Owen back the bottle. “Don’t drop it this time.”

	Owen shook his head and watched as Caleb picked up a box and carried it into the other room.

	Owen took that as his cue and picked up another, navigating around the tables to put the box on the bar. He watched while Caleb took out the bottle.

	Then Ricky walked over. “I’ve got it, Cal,” Ricky said.

	Caleb nodded and walked off.

	Owen followed him for a few minutes, then lost track of him in the crowd. “Is he a sergeant?”

	“Sergeant in arms,” Ricky said, taking out bottles.

	“Want me to help?”

	“Sure,” Ricky said.

	Owen caught sight of Caleb again. He stood talking to a few guys. Owen heard him laugh, deep, male. It sent a secret thrill through him.

	Ricky nudged him. “You okay? You take some bad drugs or something?”

	“No.” Owen shook his head. “Did he tell you that?”

	“Did who tell me?” It was hard to hear. The music was loud, and so were the men.

	“Caleb.” The name sounded so good on his lips. He said it again. “Caleb.”

	“Perez?” He
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