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About This Book


What happens when the very men—trained to make the hard decisions—come up against the rules and regulations that hold them back from doing what needs to be done? They either stay and work within the constraints given to them or they walk away. Only now, for a select few, they have another option:

The Mavericks. A covert black ops team that steps up and break all the rules … but gets the job done.

Welcome to a new military romance series by USA Today best-selling author Dale Mayer. A series where you meet new friends and just might get to meet old ones too in this raw and compelling look at the men who keep us safe every day from the darkness where they operate—and live—in the shadows … until someone special helps them step into the light.

Heading out on a last-ditch rescue mission to Puget Sound one day after two women go overboard in a sailing accident isn’t exactly what he’d expected …

But Keane is nothing if not adaptable. He can only hope the two women are alive and doing everything they can to stay that way. Hearing from the local coast guard that more may be involved than just a rescue mission, he and his partner load up and head out to search the waters around the smaller islands off the coast. They have the GPS of the missing women’s last-known location, but storms could have sent them anywhere …

Lost, alone—except for her best friend, who’s unconscious with a head wound—Sandrine wakes up in a small shelter to find they are locked in. When the door is finally opened, an armed stranger dressed in fatigues dumps a small amount of food and says they are on their own.

Finding the women was one thing, keeping them safe something else again. More is going on in this small island that any of them were expecting … or had planned for …

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!
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A week later, Keane Lytton walked down Fisherman’s Wharf in Seattle. The place was jam-packed with people, and he wondered what the hell he was doing here. Surely there was a better place for a meeting. Of course, if you want to get lost in a crowd, this was the place to be. It was overcast with a threat of rain. Still, he couldn’t, for the life of him, imagine why he was here. But somebody with greater wisdom had decided this, and so a meetup was needed. He walked down the pier where he was expected, and, as he found the spot, he sat and turned his back on the crowd behind him.

Charlotte and Nico had holed up in Charlotte’s house for the last few days, and Keane had been more than happy to take a break. He was eager to join the Mavericks with his own mission to head up and had listened to stories about many other ops from the others who had gone before him. He was okay with that. He was just waiting for it to happen.

When a hand landed on his shoulder, he turned in surprise and looked up to see Lennox staring at him. Keane’s eyebrows shot up. “Man, am I glad to see you.”

“Good,” Lennox said. “Are you willing to work with me too?” He held up an envelope. “We’ve got orders.”

Keane and Lennox sat on the side of the wharf, while the noise of the crowd around them completely faded away. Keane said, “I was given very little information on it.”

“That’s because very little is to be had,” Lennox admitted. “I’ve never been on a mission with less information.”

“So, what do we know?”

“A group of people went out for a day of sailing. Two of them were washed overboard.”

“And the coast guard didn’t find them?” Keane asked, staring at Lennox in surprise. “Not terribly unusual, I suppose, given the size of the search area.”

Lennox replied, “The coast guard and private yachts haven’t seen any sign of them.”

“The currents, depending on where they were at the time, could have taken the bodies to any number of places.”

“Well, they went missing in Puget Sound,” Lennox said.

“Seriously? Puget Sound is interconnected to multiple waterways and basins, not to mention the Pacific Ocean. The currents can change and can run really deep,” Keane said. “A search like that involves any number of issues. They may never be found.”

“Exactly,” Lennox said. “In this case a special request has been made for us to look for them.”

Keane gazed at the long lampposts that dotted the pier. “Are you serious?”

Lennox gave him half a grin. “Never more so.”

“What? We’re in the business of looking for bodies now?” he asked incredulously. “I was expecting to go up against a serial killer or work in the midst of a civil war in a dictator-ruled country or God-only-knows-what, but you’re saying my mission is to look for two bodies?” Turning, Keane stared at the water. “Not only that, it’s almost impossible to succeed at a job like this.”

“Only a couple reasons explain why we’re doing this,” Lennox said, lowering his voice.

“Of course,” Keane said. “It’s got to be the daughter or niece or nephew to somebody pretty high up the line.”

“An admiral,” Lennox said. “His daughter and her friend.”

“Has he been looking personally?”

“No. He’s out on the Baltic Sea, but he’s been calling in every favor he could.”

“And so a special black-ops mission team of two is to go out into Puget Sound, and possibly beyond into the Pacific Ocean, and look for them?”

“Yes,” Lennox replied.

Just then Keane’s phone buzzed in his pocket, and he pulled it out to see Nico was calling. Keane lifted the phone to his ear. “Hope you have a better explanation as to why I’m supposed to look for two bodies,” Keane snapped.

“So Lennox already told you about the admiral’s daughter?”

“Absolutely, but what does this have to do with us? What’s wrong with search and rescue, the coast guard or a private recovery company?”

“Because,” he said, “they went missing from the same area where two other people went missing just one week ago. Both pairs somewhere in the same area. Plus, we received a distress call from one of those first two who went missing, saying they’d been captured.”


Chapter 2
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Keane slowly straightened. “Captured?”

“Yes,” Nico said briskly. “Bodies showed up a few days later, both shot. So we don’t know exactly what the hell we’ve got going on here.”

“What islands are around their last-known locations? How about any permanent houseboats? Hell, what about speedboats passing through here? Just what the hell is going on?”

“We don’t know,” Nico said. “But once the admiral heard about his daughter, he asked for a team to be brought in.”

“Of course he did,” Keane said, staring at the water in front of them. “Puget Sound is full of islands. Most of them uninhabited. About 99 percent I would say,” he said.

“That we know of,” Nico corrected. “The fact of the matter is, we have narrowed it down to the closest four islands, where we know these latest two women were washed off the boat.”

“Washed off in a storm or helped off?” Keane asked.

“Well, that’s one of the questions. Two men were on the boat with them—they both survived,” he said. They’re not saying much though. Only that a really bad storm came, and the women were washed overboard.”

“Life jackets?”

“Yes.”

“And how long ago?”

“Yesterday morning.”

“Well, if they’re still in the water, they’re dead,” Keane snapped. “Hypothermia would have set in very quickly, and it doesn’t matter what kind of life jacket they’ve got on. It won’t keep them afloat for all that long, particularly if they’re dead.”

“We all know that, including the admiral. Especially the admiral. But, if the slightest chance remains that his daughter is alive out there, he wants to exhaust every avenue. The fact that we had a distress call after the prior incident, saying that first couple were captured, expands the potential scenarios.”

“And makes no sense at all. It’s not like we have pirates here,” Keane said, interested in spite of himself. “I guess I could do a whole lot worse than spending a few days on a boat looking for someone.”

“Less on a boat, more on the islands,” Nico said. “Another thing I can tell you is that some research is going on in that area.”

“What kind of research?” Keane asked, looking at Lennox, who was listening in on the call.

“Top secret,” Nico replied.

“So, a top secret installation is on one of these freaking islands, near where two people disappeared a week ago and two more disappeared yesterday morning. Those most recent two are probably in the ocean, but, because of this installation and because of the distress call, you’re afraid it may be something far more sinister.”

“Exactly,” Nico said. I can’t give you too many details because we just don’t have them. Apparently this research center involves a couple other countries, as well.”

“Don’t tell me—Russia, China, or both?”

“No, not necessarily. It’s somehow in conjunction with Japan.”

“Well, we are allies.”

“They’re not saying that the installation itself is in the wrong hands or that it’s operating illegally,” Nico continued. “Or that it even has anything to do with these missing people,” he said. “The other thing is that this installation isn’t manned all the time. It’s a bunch of machines, run by computer mostly.”

“What’s it tracking?”

“Something to do with weather patterns,” he said. “They are testing the technology. Technicians go to the island and check on it every once in a while.”

“So, like seismologists and the earthquake points, they monitor up and down the coast? They pull up the data, copy over the readings and then reset it?”

“Yeah, something like that.”

“So, does it deal with earthquakes too?”

“I think they’re probably taking readings of everything, but I don’t really know,” Nico answered. “They’re mostly concerned about tsunamis, I believe, so earthquakes are likely a big part of it.”

“Well, Japan would be interested in that, I suppose. Are tsunamis a big issue around here?”

“These islands are on the outside of Puget Sound, so they’d be the first ones to get hit, so maybe. But again, no people are there. Just equipment.”

“So you say,” Keane said. “What we really don’t know is if that island for the top secret research is used secretly for something else or if some crazies are out there, killing people. Really, logic doesn’t always apply to every situation.”

“True enough,” Nico said cheerfully. “But you’ll have as much assistance as you want.”

“Well, for a job like this, we can hardly use a huge team. We’ll draw way too much attention as we search those islands.”

“Exactly. We do have the coast guard. They’ll take you out to the area where these two women recently disappeared and show you where the other two disappeared earlier.”

“Do we have a location for that distress call?”

“We do, and it’s not the same exact location where these four people disappeared from,” Nico said. “I’ll send you all the data we have.”

“So, we’re not up against anything other than Mother Nature potentially or some psycho?”

“We don’t know what we’re up against,” Nico said. “So don’t make any assumptions that would close off any possibility.”

“Great,” Keane said under his breath. He looked at Lennox. “Sounds like we’re heading out today on a cruiser.”

“The coast guard will meet you in two hours and twenty minutes at the GPS location where the women went overboard,” Nico added.

“So we’ve got transport to get there on time?”

Lennox tapped Keane’s shoulder and pointed. Not too far off the wharf was one of the large coast guard cruisers. “So we’re going on the Acadia?”

“Yep, you sure are,” Nico said, with a laugh. “Gear’s already on board for both of you. A Zodiac awaits you at the end of the wharf. The driver will find you.”

“Meaning, we’ve already been tagged, and they’re just waiting for me to get off this call?” Keane asked.

“You got it. I don’t need to tell you that somebody’s daughter is out there.”

“Two somebody’s daughters, right?”

“Yes. Two women. Plus, remember the husband and wife from a week ago who are now dead.”

“And who were they?”

“Electronic reports are coming your way.”

Keane stood and looked at the end of one of the docks and saw a Zodiac watercraft with a seaman sitting in the front and staring at him. “I see our ride,” he said.

“I’ll send you more information when you’re on board.” And, with that, Nico hung up.

Keane pocketed his phone and motioned Lennox toward the wharf and asked, “You ready for a swim?”

Lennox gave him a big beefy grin. “I was born ready for swimming,” he said. “Why do you think I joined the navy?”

“Well, for this job, it sounds like we maybe should have gone into the coast guard,” Keane joked.

“Same diff,” Lennox said. “But a little bizarre.”

“The whole thing is bizarre,” Keane said, “and hardly a black-ops mission.”

“Disappointed?”

“Kinda, yeah,” Keane admitted. “I get that some of these jobs are pretty wild and wonderful, but I was hoping for a little bit more than the usual for me.”

“Who knows what this one could be?” Lennox said. “Besides, I’m just backup anyway.”

Keane snorted at that. “As backup, you’ll be right in the middle of it,” he said.

“Good,” Lennox said. “I hate being bored.”
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Sandrine Coulter opened her eyes enough to realize she was still in whatever cell they’d been tossed into. Nearby, her best friend, Brenda Leigh, was barely conscious, her eyes fluttering as she struggled with a head injury. Sandrine rolled over and crawled to the side of her friend. “Hang in there,” she whispered.

“I don’t feel so good,” Brenda whispered. “What the hell happened?”

“Well, I know we left the boat,” Sandrine said, with an attempt to crack a joke. “But I think you were swept overboard, and, when I saw you in the ocean, I jumped in after you.”

She kept another suspicion in the back of her mind because she had no valid reason for contemplating the idea that they may have been pushed. Except that she’d received a nudge as she went over. But that would call into question the actions of the two men they’d been sailing with. “We were on the sailboat,” she said to Brenda. “Remember?”

“Yeah. What happened to Greg and Scott? Are they here with us?” Brenda’s breathing was low and shallow.

“I don’t see them,” Sandrine said. “Apparently somebody saved us, and we’re in some shelter that’s keeping us out of the weather,” she compromised. She was very concerned that their reality was much worse, but Brenda didn’t need to know that, at least not yet. “Just rest,” she said. “You’ve got a head wound. It stopped bleeding, but you’ve probably got a concussion.”

Brenda gave her a lopsided smile. “Always giving orders,” she whispered.

“Well, if you’d listened to the one about tying yourself to the sailboat,” Sandrine said, “you wouldn’t have washed overboard.”

“Or I would have washed overboard,” she said, “and been drowned while towed by the sailboat.”

“Not likely,” Sandrine said. “I’d been keeping an eye on you pretty steadily.” She hated to remember the horror when the catamaran had run into trouble in the storm and that Brenda was missing. Then Sandrine caught sight of her best friend in the ocean, crying out for help.

The guys had turned around the sailboat and thrown her a lifebuoy, but, when she couldn’t grab it, Sandrine contemplated going into the water after her, when suddenly she was in the water anyway. She had replayed the scene in her head over and over. Had she imagined feeling a literal nudge, or had she jumped in instinctively to help her friend? Going after someone in the open ocean in the midst of a storm was a recipe for two deaths.

Unfortunately she had no clue what happened after struggling to stay afloat as the catamaran was tossed farther and farther away from them.

The women were now in a room, almost like a root cellar, with a dirt floor and made of rock on three sides, but the double doors in front of her were interesting. She’d tried everything, but they didn’t open, and that’s where her fear began. She refused to even contemplate being a prisoner.

The immediate problem was that Brenda’s head wound hadn’t been treated. They had no bandages, and the wound hadn’t even been cleaned. Her hair should be clipped away and stitches put in. She wasn’t lying on a clean bed and was instead on the dirt, where they had been tossed. Exactly the same position Sandrine had found herself when she’d woken up the first time. She glanced at her friend. “Any idea who brought us here?”

“No,” Brenda whispered. “I just woke up here.”

“Me too,” Sandrine said. She got to her feet and walked to the doors for the umpteenth time. “There’s a double door,” she said, “but I can’t open it.”

“Somebody’s got to open it from the other side,” Brenda said. “Lots of big doors are like that.”

“Which is a stupid system,” Sandrine said caustically, looking around again. “I mean, if you’re inside, how do you get out? Another door should be here too.”

“There could be,” Brenda said. “I’d get up, but, every time I lift my head, the pain is excruciating.”

“Stay still,” Sandrine said, moving beside her friend once more and dropping beside her. “Definitely don’t move. I’ll see if there’s any way out of here.”

“Don’t forget to look up or down,” Brenda muttered, just as her eyes fluttered closed again.

Sandrine sat back on her heels, wishing she at least had blankets to cover Brenda. Her friend would catch a chill lying on the ground like this. It was a warm July day, but, after being in the water, their clothing was still wet, and, with that head injury, Brenda wasn’t likely to handle the additional stressors on her body that well. It was getting light enough now that, with any luck, Sandrine could do a full search. She had tried earlier, but it had been pitch-black. Not much had changed with the lighting right now, but enough sunlight came through the cracks around the doors that she could see better.

She walked to the wall and very carefully moved along, looking and feeling the surface until she came all the way around to the doors again. The problem was, it was all rock. Wherever they were, it was like a rock cave, almost like a ravine with some man-made roof on top. She could see beams closing it off, but the beams rested on the rock walls, so somebody had taken a natural formation and had adapted their needs to the existing rocks. It wasn’t that the ceiling was superhigh either, but Sandrine had nothing to stand on.

When on her tiptoes, Sandrine could reach up and feel the wood, but she couldn’t apply much pressure to lift up a beam. And the wood was covered on top. She didn’t know if it was topped by a mossy or a grassy slope by now or whether more wood or even roofing tiles were purposely laid down.

She returned to the double set of doors that should have opened from the center outward and checked the pins on the sides. The doors were made of wood, not steel, but some crossbar must have been on the other side because she couldn’t see any latch between the two of them but did see a shadow, and she wondered if a two-by-four blocked the doors from opening. Which would make it very hard for her to get out. She didn’t have anything small enough to fit in the crack between the two doors, and yet strong enough to lift the beam on the other side. Somebody had put her and Brenda in here and had secured the doors deliberately.

She hesitated calling out but knew that her friend needed help, plus Sandrine didn’t want to stay locked in here another minute. Taking a deep breath, she placed her mouth close to the crack between the two doors and called out, “Hello? Hello? Can you open this door, please? My friend needs help!”

She wasn’t sure what to expect, but, when no answer came, she returned to her friend and sat down. Brenda was unconscious again, her breathing shallow and low. And, just when Sandrine thought all was lost, she heard footsteps. She raced to the door and waited.


Chapter 3


[image: ___]

As Sandrine watched and waited in the shadows, a bar was removed from outside the wooden doors, confirming her suspicion of a two-by-four closure. Then both doors were opened. She stared in shock at the soldier standing slightly above her. She hopped to her feet and ran toward him, climbing out of the enclosure. “Oh, my gosh,” she said. “Thank you for opening the door.”

Then she stopped because the look on his face was anything but nice. “My friend needs help,” she said, motioning toward Brenda. “I think she’s got a concussion.”

“She’ll be fine,” he said. “I have food for you though.”

She brightened at that. “Any chance of blankets?” she asked hopefully. “We need to be dry.”

He shrugged. “What do you expect when you come in out of the ocean?”

“I was hoping for a way to the mainland,” she said, not exactly sure what was going on, but whoever this person was, she doubted he was a soldier, regardless of his attire. At least not one from her country. “Is there any way to get us back?”

He shook his head. “Not right away. And I don’t have any blankets with me.”

At that, her hopes plummeted. “Do you have any spare blankets you can bring later? Or a way to build a fire? We can’t have one in there. Not enough ventilation.” She looked at the ground, fairly sandy with little bits of rocks. “We could build one just outside the doors though,” she said. “That would help.”

He shrugged. “As long as you don’t leave this area, that’s fine,” he said, “but you’ll have to forage for your own wood. And I don’t want you gone for very long.”

She hesitated, not sure exactly what was going on. “That’s fine,” she said. “Do you have any paper or matches?”

He laughed. “If you want a fire, build it yourself,” he said. He turned and picked up a plastic container with a big flat lid. Giving it to her, he said, “This is your food.” Then he turned and walked away. At least he didn’t lock the door. But then she was at the base of a long rock face. The shelter that they were in had a lot more rock above it, and they were nestled in a little sandy cove.

“Wait,” she called, running behind him.

He spun around and glared at her, his hand going to his hip.

That’s when she saw his gun. She swallowed hard. “I get that no wood is here, that I can’t build a fire and that you’re not very willing to help us,” she said, “but I do appreciate what you’ve done so far.”

His hand dropped slightly, and he stared at her, assessing her out in the light. “Well, make sure you stay grateful,” he said. “I don’t have to do this.” With that, he turned and left.

She took several deep, calming breaths, trying to figure out exactly what was going on. She wasn’t sure if they were prisoners or whether his words were a veiled threat that more would happen to them if they didn’t behave. But, as she looked around, only sheer rock walls and sand were here. She saw no wood, nothing to burn at all. Only more sand. At least out here it was dry and a lot warmer. If she could get Brenda out here, it would help. Sandrine put down the plastic container and walked back inside, but Brenda was sound asleep. Sandrine frowned at that but took off her shoes and her socks, then laid them outside to dry. If nothing else they needed to get some of these wet layers off.

It took a bit to get Brenda’s T-shirt and pants off. Sandrine wasn’t even sure it was the right thing to do, but wearing soaking wet clothing wouldn’t help her friend either. Sandrine laid them out in the sun as well, then quickly stripped off the outer layer of her own clothing as well. She was hoping the guard wouldn’t come back any time soon, since two women in just their underwear might put ideas into his head that she didn’t want there. She wrung everything out carefully and spread them on the hot sand, hoping they would take no time to dry. Then she went back in and checked on Brenda. Now on the floor without her clothing, Brenda was bound to be that much colder.

Brenda woke up at that point and stared at Sandrine. “We’re still here?”

“Unfortunately, yes. I need you to come outside into the sunlight,” she said. “I don’t know when we’ll have our visitor back, but I want us to get dry and warmed up while we can.”

With a great deal of effort, Sandrine helped Brenda to her feet, and they stumbled slowly out into the sunlight. They had not even a rock to lie on. She helped her friend lie down again and said, “Try to get warmed up, okay?”

“The sun feels really good,” Brenda whispered.

“I know,” Sandrine said. “But listen. At least one man is here, so we can’t stay in just our underwear.”

Brenda opened her eyes and stared at Sandrine in shock for a moment. Then she whispered, “I hear you. Let’s get as dry as we can.”

That was the best she could do for the moment, so Sandrine headed to the plastic container and lifted the lid. Inside was a cooked fish and a few biscuits. She swallowed hard because the man gave her no water. And, while she didn’t know what was down in the little corner where the rocks opened up to the ocean, it wouldn’t offer fresh water. She realized she’d come up against another issue, and it wouldn’t be an easy one to remedy. They would need fresh water far more than food.

Sandrine slowly replaced the lid on the container and returned to sit beside Brenda. If nothing else, Sandrine would sit and guard her friend while the two of them warmed up and their clothes dried off. Beyond that Sandrine didn’t know what else she was supposed to do.
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The coast guard had laid out the marine maps for them. Keane and Lennox were already at the initial spot where the women had gone missing. Keane had the transcripts of the coast guard interview with the two men, Scott and Greg, and had heard the guardsmen’s search stories as well. “Any reason to believe the men deep-sixed the women?” Keane asked the captain in a low tone.

The captain looked at him and shrugged. “We’ve seen people do worse.”

“I know it’s pretty easy to get rid of somebody out here, particularly in ugly weather.”

From where they sat, watching the currents, and from the patterns on the map Keane had, it was hard to say where the two women would have ended up. “I understand several islands are around here where the women could have landed.”

“Yes,” the coast guard officer said. “We’ve taken our boats around all of them and found no obvious sign of the two women washed up on shore or even caught up in the shallows.”

“Okay. We’ll take the Zodiac and hit each one of these islands as well,” Keane said.

“The Zodiac is yours to use,” the captain said. “We’ll stay out here for the next twenty-four hours, unless we get called away before that,” he said. “I’m not sure how much longer after that we can wait nearby. Regardless, we will return here as often as possible over the next week. Send a signal for a pickup, and we’ll be there.”

“Good enough,” Keane said. “That’s another potential issue. Maybe another boat picked them up.”

“They could have been taken to all kinds of places, though nobody has contacted the authorities.”

“That’s the best hope we have,” Keane said. “We can certainly hope for something like that.”

But, in his heart of hearts, he didn’t hold out much hope. He studied the map a little bit longer. “I think we’re ready to head out.”

“Good,” the captain said. “Keep in touch. We’ll expect a check-in from you every six hours. If not, we’ll send in the cavalry.”

Keane nodded and headed to the lower deck. Lennox waited for them with scuba gear, in case needed, but asked, “What else do we need in the Zodiac?”

Keane said, “Rescue and tactical gear.” Unbeknownst to the captain, Keane also had his duffel bag with additional firepower, in case they came up against something unexpected. Keane didn’t like to be out in the middle of nowhere unarmed, plus the talk of that installation worried him. As did that distress call from a week earlier. The coast guard had no further light to shed on that phone call either, the officer said, but they had increased their search of the area, yet had never found anything to back it up in those initial days—until they found the couple dead thereafter.

With the gear secured in the Zodiac, Lennox hit the throttle, and he and Keane headed toward the first of many islands they needed to check, although one of the four largest were the estimated locations most likely to find the women. To start with, the men did a very slow pass around the first one, coming up along the shoreline as close as Lennox could, checking in the shallows and moving around each and every one.

As soon as they circled back to their beginning point on this island, Lennox put in at a small landing. It wasn’t exactly a beach, but they could disembark and beach the Zodiac. Then the two of them crisscrossed the small island, looking for any sign of human inhabitants, but found no sign of anything, other than a few seagulls.

With the first island under their belt, they hopped back into the Zodiac and went on to the next one and did the same thing. They discounted the small islands first, and, when they came to the second largest, Lennox pulled onto a small beach with steep rock cliffs all around. After they landed and disembarked, pulling the Zodiac up onto the beach far enough that they wouldn’t have to worry about it floating away with the tide, Keane and Lennox then stopped and searched the area.

“Interesting formations here,” Keane murmured.

“I don’t see any other way to search the top, except by air.”

“And, if somebody is up there, how the hell did they get there?” he asked, studying what appeared to be really steep elevated sides to this island.
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      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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