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About This Book


Brave, badass warriors who serve their country with honor and love their women to the limits of life and death.

Warrick Canton works with Mason’s Navy SEAL team and he’s going stir-crazy on the sidelines while he heals from an ankle injury. He longs for a relationship like the ones his buddies have, but, after his girlfriend of three years dumps him just when he thinks they’re solid, he struggles to believe it’s possible. He’s invited to a backyard barbecue at Mason’s house, where he meets up with the spitfire he’s met before and knows won’t give an inch. Warrick is intrigued, even though the she-devil won’t stop arguing long enough to get to know her.

Penny Magnus loves her job as a clerk in the medical insurance offices, but trying to get stubborn men to fill out a few forms properly isn’t her idea of a good time. With a fiery personality, Penny’s open to starting a new romance but absolutely not with a difficult man, even if he is gorgeous. Her best friend got herself in an ugly relationship and had to ask Penny for help in escaping him.

Now, just when Penny and Warrick are calming down enough to actually connect, her friend’s boyfriend contacts her. He blames Penny for the mess she created when she tore the love of his life from him. He goes on a rampage, targeting Penny—only he’s thwarted by one big, badass warrior standing firmly in his way, protecting her. All he needs is for Warrick to make one tiny mistake…
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Prologue
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Warrick Canton picked up another box of toys, shook his head, looked down at Joshua and said, “This is a lot of toys for one little boy.”

Joshua danced in place. “No, it’s not.” He grabbed a small box beside Warrick. “Come on. I’ll show you my new room.”

Warrick chuckled and followed the little boy. In the ensuing weeks, with all the chaos and recovery behind them, Joshua was a whole new child. He no longer went to a private school and didn’t seem to mind. He attended the local public school and was settling in. It would take him a bit, but he was young and resilient and had a lot of good times ahead of him to wipe out the bad memories.

His father was in jail and wouldn’t be out anytime soon. The trial was scheduled but wasn’t for another year. In the meantime, Joshua hadn’t asked very much about him. Apparently he’d been awake and had seen his father try to shoot his mom. That had been too much for him.

They’d explained quietly what had happened, that his father had done something very bad and was in jail. Joshua had just nodded. Once he realized he would be staying with his mom, he was fine.

When he later heard Corey was moving into their new home with them, Joshua got really excited. And he’d seen plenty of Corey and Warrick. Even Mason had stopped by. Joshua had seemed pretty thrilled by all the men. It was a good life for a little boy. He would grow up with real men as role models—not assholes who used others for their own gain. And Joshua smiled all the time. The same off-center smile as his mother.

Warrick was happy for Corey, yet enjoyed being single right now. But it didn’t make up for the three years he had been in a relationship with Sandra, where he’d thought he had had the real thing. He should have realized their breakup was imminent, but he’d been blind, not really aware of what was going on in her world. He didn’t want to make that mistake again. But he hadn’t found anybody else who he liked half as much.

Joshua led Warrick into the bedroom where Corey had set up his captain’s bed. Corey took one look at the box in Joshua’s hand and said, “Whoa, tiger. I don’t think any more stuff will fit in here.”

But Joshua just giggled and stacked his additional box atop the others off to the side. “We’ll unpack later. I’ll show you all my stuff then.” And he raced back out again.

Corey looked up at Warrick and smiled. “Thanks for helping us today.”

“A bunch of other guys just arrived too.”

Corey nodded. “That’s great. The more hands, the more gets moved in, and the faster this will go.”

“Are you happy, dude?”

Corey looked up, his face beaming. “I’m so happy, I’m stupid with it,” he admitted. “I hadn’t really expected this.”

“Sometimes you need to let go of your expectations and see what comes your way, instead of trying to control everything in your life.”

Corey nodded. “How are you doing?”

“Outside of the concussion leaving me with an odd headache …” He grinned. “I’m fine.”

“Time for you to find another woman,” Corey said in a joking tone.

“No rush. I’m happy to watch you guys play house for a while.”

“Here, give me a hand with this, will you?” Corey asked.

The two flipped the bed onto its four legs and finished off the last of the installation. They added the mattress and the drawers. And then stepped back. “He should like that.”

Warrick slapped Corey on the shoulder. “That kid is in heaven.”

“Yeah, I’m just a little nervous.”

“Don’t be. Just be you. It’ll be great.” Warrick smiled at his friend in all sincerity. “Don’t forget his dad was an ass. It can’t be too hard to beat that.”

“Thanks,” Corey said, laughing.

The two went back downstairs. And the house was full of men moving furniture and boxes. In the center of it all was Angela, her face flushed with excitement.

She caught sight of Corey and raced toward him, flinging her arms around him. “Your friends arrived.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, hopefully so did the groceries.”

Just then Ryder stepped in and held up a box. “I brought the steaks, potatoes and salads. Devlin’s here with the grill. I think Mason is bringing a second one.”

Warrick leaned against the doorjamb and watched as the chaos around him continued. This was what Corey had always hoped for. And Warrick was so damn glad Corey would finally get his chance at a home, a family and happiness. Warrick had watched his friend go through one lighthearted romance after another, never settling down. But, man, when Corey found the right person, he’d settled in a big way.

Ryder walked over, looked at Warrick and asked, “You okay?”

Warrick nodded. “I just think all the good women in the world are taken.”

Ryder stared at him for a long moment. “I thought that way once too.”

Warrick gave him a lopsided grin. “And yet look at you now,” he teased.

Ryder nodded. “When it’s time, when it’s right, it’ll happen. Until then, just enjoy life.”

Warrick shifted from the doorjamb and thought that was a hell of a decent piece of advice. He could just enjoy life for a while. And, if he was lucky, somebody would cross his path and put a smile on his face to match the one on Corey’s. And Warrick couldn’t wait.


Chapter 1
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Hell, yeah, he could wait. He could wait for eternity until the right woman showed up if she was anything like the pugnacious terror in front of him.

It didn’t matter that she was only five foot nothing, her fiery long red hair in a ponytail slightly off to the side and a face full of freckles.

She glared at him and had been for the last half an hour.

He’d filled out the paperwork incorrectly on his latest injury. And, damn, if she wasn’t trying to hang him with it.

Warrick had a hard time stopping his jaw from jutting out, an imitation of her own actions. “Penny, I get that you have a problem with me,” he said, trying for patience. “But honestly, I’m not trying to screw you over by messing up the paperwork.”

She snorted. A completely unfeminine sound that both surprised him and intrigued him. She shook her head. “You might not be trying to be difficult,” she said, “but you do it naturally. The instructions are so damn clear.” She tapped the paperwork. “Why aren’t you following them?”

Warrick sighed, took the papers from her, looked at them, and, sure enough, it gave exact instructions. He didn’t know why he hadn’t followed them. Then again, it was the third time he’d been in here with the wrong paperwork.

On one of the training missions a few weeks ago, he’d hurt his ankle. It had pissed him off, and he had refused to get treatment until the guys had forced him to get it looked at. He had a hairline fracture and had severely strained his ankle, and his foot was in a cast, to keep the ankle immobile to heal properly. The doctor had been very clear how he felt about Warrick staying on his feet when he had long passed the point he should have gotten off of them before seeing him.

Warrick would be the first to admit he had more than his fair share of stubbornness. But then all the guys did. And nobody wanted to be sidelined with an injury. That just wasn’t on anybody’s to-do list. Not that he had a whole lot of choice. Not now at least.

He lifted his gaze from the paperwork and said, “Okay, I did it wrong. Sorry.”

She blew out a heavy breath, directing it up where tendrils of red curls lifted off her forehead. Then she relaxed. “I just don’t get it, Warrick. This is the third time in as many weeks.”

He shrugged. “I’m really good at stuff I like to do.” He plastered an engaging grin on his face, or at least he hoped it was. “You know? A lot of people don’t want to deal with stuff that’s boring and uninteresting.”

“This is hardly boring and uninteresting,” she said. “This is what gets you your medical. This is what gets you all that good stuff you need done so you can heal and get back onto the front line as fast as possible so you can go kill yourself again,” she explained.

He chuckled. “It’s not that bad.”

She glared at him, her bottom lip jutting out. “You do remember you’ve got a fracture on your shin bone, right?”

“Yeah, but that’s not a real break,” he said, minimizing the injury. “Besides, even if it was broken, it’s not that big a deal.”

“A break isn’t a big deal?” she snapped. “Stress fractures, damaged tendons? Because somebody is an idiot and staying on his ankle well past the point when he shouldn’t have been. Now that’s a problem.”

Under his breath he said, “Whatever.”

Only she had heard him. And that was probably not a good thing. She turned and glared at him. “Whatever?”

He sighed. “How come I only ever see the prickly side of your personality?” he asked resentfully. “Everybody else says you’re a sweetheart.” She flushed, and he watched as the wave, almost shockingly red, rolled up her alabaster-white skin.

“Prickly? Sweetheart?”

He raised both hands in surrender. “What? So both of those are wrong or not allowed?”

“Not when they’re complete opposites, no,” she said in exasperation. “Fill out the paperwork properly, and bring it back again.”

“We could do it right here and right now,” he said hopefully. “Then I wouldn’t have to come back.”

She glanced at the clock and said triumphantly, “We can’t because I have to close up the offices. It’s four o’clock. You’re too late.”

He just glared at her. “Now you’re being mean.”

“Try to utilize an education level above a two-year-old and fill out the forms correctly.”

Inside he fumed because, of course, his education was much higher than a two-year-old level. He was well known for his reports, but he wasn’t sure why these damn medical forms were such a pain in the ass. He snatched the forms off the table and stormed out the room.

Behind him she called out, “Have a nice day.”

He slammed the door in response. In the hall he tried to control his breathing.

Tanner walked up, took one look at his face and chuckled. “I told you Penny is a sweetheart.”

Warrick glared at him. “How is that”—he jabbed a finger at the door behind him—“even remotely related to being a sweetheart?”

“She’s a sweetheart, except when she isn’t,” Tanner said. “But she’s the one who keeps everything flowing. So I wouldn’t suggest you piss her off.”

“Too late,” Warrick roared. “Why is this crap so difficult?” He stormed toward Tanner, then swore as his ankle screamed back at him. He slowed his pace, taking several slower, more careful steps.

Tanner tsk-tsked. “Sorry, bud. That ankle’s given you nothing but hell.”

“Stupid thing. You know we had games last week, and I missed out on them. We were against the air force too.”

“You missed out on the soccer and the water sports the week before.” Tanner grinned.

“Damn it.” But there was no help for it. He’d had a bad couple months with several injuries. Being so accident-prone wasn’t normal for him. The latest was during a bout of outback survival training. After thinking it was all healed, he’d returned to work only to find out it was not only not healed but he now had a damn stress fracture. He motioned to Tanner. “Let’s go.”

“Sure,” Tanner said amiably.

He walked like the cowboy he was. His voice had a drawl, his tone long and easy. It took a lot to rile him. Warrick would have said the same for himself, but, every time he came in here, Penny managed to set him off again.

“So when do you get to see her again?”

Warrick looked at his buddy, confused. “See who?”

“Penny, of course.”

He waved the paperwork in Tanner’s face. “I have to fill out this shit again. And then take it back.”

Tanner nodded. “Good. That’ll be what? Monday?”

“Needs to be, yes. The doctor won’t do anything else if I don’t get the proper papers filed.”

“Wow. You must’ve really screwed up.”

“Apparently over and over again,” Warrick snarled. “I can pull records off MI6’s database without them knowing about it. I can write goddamn reports about terrorist activity in the US. I can write protocol procedures for how to deal with the rebels in Afghanistan. But when it comes to filling out this medical shit …”

“Did you ask her to fill it out for you?” Tanner asked. “I did that the first time, and, ever since then, she’s filled it out automatically for me.”

They were in the elevator. Warrick twisted and looked at him. “She what?”

Tanner nodded. “Yeah. Did you even ask?”

Warrick stared at him in surprise. “I don’t know that I asked in as many words,” he said slowly. “But she knew I was having a hell of a time.”

“Yeah, but that’s not the same thing as being courteous and asking her for a hand because you just don’t understand.”

Warrick shrugged. “She could’ve helped anyway.”

“She could have, but obviously she didn’t, so maybe you should try a little sweetness instead of all that anger.”

Warrick nodded, but inside he was steaming. It was pretty shitty that she wouldn’t help him. He could almost understand but, at the same time, not really. Still, he probably had gone in with a chip on his shoulder because it was the third time he’d filled out the forms incorrectly, and he was pissed not only at himself but at the system that required him to do as much as he had done. Surely, if he was off halfway around the globe fighting to save the world and somebody had found out he had filled out a form wrong, someone else could fix it for him. But apparently not.

The elevator opened on the main floor. He walked out slowly. “I don’t think there’s any way I can get her help,” he muttered. “She was pretty pissed at me today.”

“Honestly, she is a sweetheart. Everybody says so.”

“Everybody can say whatever the hell they want,” Warrick muttered. “It doesn’t change the fact that she’s not a sweetheart to me.”

At that, Tanner just chuckled. “Are we heading to Mason’s house for a barbecue, or are you going home and spending the evening working on paperwork?”

Warrick just glared at him. They walked over to Warrick’s Jeep Wrangler. It was a manual, and he needed both feet for the clutch and the gas pedal. In which case, Tanner drove Warrick around most of the time. At least while Tanner was stateside. If their unit took off on a big training mission without him, Warrick would be pissed. And, if they went on an active mission, he’d be beyond pissed.

“How much longer?” Tanner asked as he got into the driver’s side of the vehicle.

Warrick managed to get himself in on his side, relaxing slightly. “At least two more weeks. The doctor said he wouldn’t even send me for more tests if I didn’t get this stuff cleaned up.” He waved the paperwork, then set it in his lap.

“So maybe you need to do that tonight,” Tanner said. “How hard can it be?”

Warrick stared down at the multitude of colored papers. “It’s too damn hard.”

“Do you want me to stay in and help you?”

“Hell no. We’re going to Mason’s and having steak.”

“Then we need to pick up some beer.”

“Good. The liquor store it is. But I have to stop by the hangar first. I forgot my shit there.”

They drove back to base, through the checkpoint, waved at the security guards, grabbed Warrick’s gym bag and headed out to the real world. Or rather the other half of his world. Warrick had two worlds—the real world, which was his military life, and then the rest of the world.

He watched as Tanner, driving with almost a sense of joy, pulled the Jeep into traffic and headed to the liquor store only a few blocks from Warrick’s house. As soon as he parked, Warrick hobbled out and walked in with Tanner.

“What do you think? Grab a twofer?”

Tanner nodded. “I tried to bring some food, but Mason said there was tons.”

Warrick nodded. “The thing is, now that so many of the guys have partners, if anything, we’re completely overwhelmed in food. There are always leftovers for days.”

“And I get to have the benefit of that most of the time too,” Tanner said with a smirk. “There are some advantages to being one of the two bachelors in our circle.”

“Yeah, well, every time I meet somebody like Penny, I know why I’m still single.”

At that, Tanner gave a shout of laughter. “Well, if you’re not interested, I might be.”

Warrick looked at him in horror. “Of course I’m not interested.”

“Absolutely you are,” Tanner said with a chuckle. “I see it as the only reason you’ve messed up the paperwork as many times as you have. It’s also the only reason she hasn’t stepped in and fixed it for you.”

Warrick shot him a look but was at the cash register already. He paid for the beer, and, as they walked out the double doors, he muttered, “You’re nuts.”

“Nope, not nuts. She’s helped everyone else.”

“Exactly. If she was sweet on me, she’d be helping me, not putting me through this torment,” he lamented.

“And, if you weren’t sweet on her, you’d have done the paperwork in a heartbeat or at least asked for enough help to get through it so the process was over with. This way you keep getting the chance to visit her over and over again.”

Warrick stared at him in horror. “Hell no.”

But Tanner wasn’t listening. He was too busy laughing. Instead of going back home to Warrick’s place, he took several corners and put them on the road toward Mason’s house.

As they pulled up in front, Warrick hobbled out of the Jeep, grabbed the beer he’d placed in the footwell and walked up to the front of the house. He was totally okay leaving Tanner behind. Warrick hit the doorbell and pushed the door open, calling out, “Hey, anyone home?”

Tesla, her face flushed and tendrils of hair everywhere and the cutest little apron he could ever imagine—a big tabby cat wrapping its arms around her waist—came racing toward him. “Put down the beer.”

He obediently put the beer on the floor and opened his arms. She flung herself into them and hugged him hard. He held her close for a moment. “This is the only reason I would be interested in having a girlfriend again.”

“What’s that? Somebody to smile when you arrive?” she teased.

He rolled his eyes at her. “Not you too.”

Tanner chuckled again, snagged the beer off the floor beside him and walked past the two of them. “Hi, Tesla,” he said.

Tesla reached out, grabbed his arm. “What? No hug?”

“Warrick’s suffering,” he said. “He had another encounter with Penny.”

Tesla turned back to see Warrick’s face crinkling up in disgust. “I’ve told you that she’s a sweetheart. How bad was it?”

He just glared at her.

She sighed. “Oh.” She thought about it for a moment, and then Mason’s gentle voice came from the kitchen, saying, “Don’t bother about it, honey.”

She turned a worried gaze his way.

Mason just shrugged and gave her a lopsided grin. “What will be, will be.”

Warrick looked over at Mason. “What the hell does that mean?” Mason’s bland look told Warrick nothing. But his instincts had already spiked, and he knew something was up.

He walked forward with Tesla exclaiming, “Are you still in that walking cast? When will you be back to normal again?”

He smiled down at her and patted her hand. “Anytime you want to fuss over me, you just ditch Mason. Then you can move in with me.”

She beamed up at him. “Now if I thought you loved me like Mason loves me …” she said in a loud whisper, “I might take you up on that.”

“How could I not love you as much as Mason does?” he asked earnestly. “Besides I’m twice the man Mason is.” At that, she laughed hard, and he glared at her. “My ego can’t take much more today.”

And that made her laugh all the harder. She walked over to Mason, slipping her arms around him and laid her head against his chest. “Warrick, I keep telling you. You will find somebody.”

“And I keep telling you that I’m not interested.”

She grinned up at Mason and kissed his chin. “Should be a fun evening.”

He gave a tiny nod, stepped out of the doorway, saying, “Warrick, we’re getting the prep done for the barbecues. If you want to come out with me, we can sit and attend the grills. You won’t have to walk around too much.”

“Suits me.” The kitchen was full of people, so he called out, “Hello, everyone, I’m here. Goodbye, everyone, I’m going outside with Mason.”

There was an outcry of hellos and various other catcalls. He ignored them all, except to toss a big grin behind him, and walked out the double French doors of Mason’s house.

There was a large pool, which was always nice. But off to the side was a huge outdoor kitchen area, and that’s the one thing that Mason put to extremely good use. They were constantly having barbecues here. Who knew there would be so many of them who had become fast friends? And, if the men hadn’t become fast friends, the women had. And that just meant the men came along and got to know each other a little bit better too. Every time somebody new joined the group, it seemed to shift and blend and then meld even better.

Warrick didn’t understand it, but he was damn glad to be a part of it. He made his way to the two loungers Mason had set up by the barbecue grills and plunked his butt down in the closest one. Mason grabbed a cold beer and handed it to him. Warrick popped the top and chugged down one-third of the can, then sat back with a sigh of relief and said, “Now that is a hell of an improvement on my day.”

“You were supposed to finish that paperwork.”

“I tried,” he said in an aggrieved tone. “I really did try.” Then he told Mason his trouble from start to finish.

By the time he was done, Mason was laughing, his shoulders shaking so hard that the tongs in his hands were in danger of falling from his grip.

“It’s not that funny,” Warrick muttered.

“No, it’s not,” said a woman, her familiar voice coming from behind them.

He stared at Mason, his gaze going wide, and he shook his head. “Oh no, no, please no.”

At this point, Mason gave up the ghost and howled.

Warrick slunk farther in the chair, picked up the rest of his beer, looked at it and thought, What the hell. He threw it back in one big slug.

He would need a half dozen more before he could turn around. But he didn’t have to. He turned slightly to see somebody had stepped around into full view—somebody tiny, somebody with a fiery temper, somebody standing in front of him, her hands on her hips, glaring at him.

“Hi, Penny,” he said in exaggerated politeness. “How nice to see you.”

She leaned over and said, “Not so much.”

He glared right back, shoving his jaw forward until their noses were almost touching. “You could have helped me,” he roared.

“You could have asked for help,” she roared back so the two had everyone’s attention, but neither noticed they were so locked on to each other.

And suddenly Warrick could see the humor in the situation, and his lips twitched.

She shook her head. “Oh, no you don’t. No laughing.”

Too late. As soon as he lost control, he couldn’t get it back.

Now she just got madder by the second. She looked at her beer, looked at him and reached out, as if to pour it over his head. But he caught her hand, twisted her around and pulled her into his arms, so she was seated in front of him in between his legs on the lounger. Then he snatched the can out of her hand and poured it into his mouth.

She struggled to get away, but there was no use. His arm was an iron grip around her tiny frame. Instead, all she did was get madder.

But, at this point, he was laughing so loud it was a struggle to regain control. Finally he calmed down. “Thank you. I needed that.”

She glared at him, spun in his arms and punched him on the shoulder.

He looked at her and, in an injured voice, said, “Mason, you’ve got mosquitoes here.”

She gasped and hit him again.

And Warrick chuckled again. He said, “If you do that a third time, I’ll have to retaliate.”

She leaned forward, her chin jutted out again. “Yeah? What are you gonna do? Hit me back?”

He dropped his voice to a serious tone. “Try it.” He didn’t mean to make it a challenge, but, at the same time, he couldn’t resist.

She balled up her fist, swung back and hit him hard.

“Mason, definitely mosquitos.” He grabbed her jaw, pulled her toward him and kissed her hard.

All around them, cheers broke out. She sagged against him, and he couldn’t pull back. He kissed her again and again until she was completely compliant in his arms. Then he lifted his head and whispered, “Go ahead. Hit me again and see where we end up.”

[image: *]*

Penny was mortified. As shrieks of laughter, clapping and cheers broke out around her, she realized how the two of them must have looked. She didn’t know if she should run home where she could hide away in mortification and hopefully never see these people again, or if she could somehow brave this out. She wasn’t sure how to do that.

In the meantime, she was completely tucked in Warrick’s arms against his chest, his arms wrapped around her, holding her tight, and she lay sprawled, weak against him. She’d been kissed many times. Hell, she’d had several long-term relationships. But never had a kiss knocked the stuffing out of her like this one had. Of course, with the compound effect of her temper being pricked and the challenge from him …

At his last words about daring her to punch him again and to see where they ended up, she knew exactly where they’d end up. Making love right here, without a care for wherever they were. And that was a hell of a thought. She’d never been so lost in passion that she didn’t know exactly what was going on and where, and she was afraid that, with him, she would completely lose herself. Not something she was prepared to do. And yet the draw, the attraction between them, was hard to ignore.

“All right, folks, give us a moment. Then we’ll be up for round two. The play will begin after a short intermission,” Warrick joked.

At that, there was more laughter from everybody around her, but, at the same time, it was friendly teasing. Most of the people moved away, giving them a little bit of space. She didn’t want to move at all. She hoped everybody would assume they had had a prior relationship, and she hadn’t just let a stranger kiss her silly …

And finally, when almost alone, she tried to sit up, but he kept his arms firmly around her.

“If you stay where you are,” he said in a low voice, “we might be lucky to pass this off as a lovers’ tiff.”

As he wasn’t really giving her much of an option, she relaxed back against him. “That would be giving them the wrong impression.”

“After that kiss, sweetheart, I don’t think so.”

“What the hell was that?” she asked, but she kept her voice low so only he could hear her. She felt his head shake and heard the confusion in his voice.

“I am not sure.”

“Well, that’s good to know,” she joked. “I hate to think it was just me.”

“That’s another reason why I don’t want you to move yet,” he said. “Otherwise the entire crowd will get to see just how I feel about what happened here.”

She caught his meaning and realized the hard prodding against her hip was something she hadn’t even considered. It had caught her sideways. She giggled.
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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