

[image: Cover for Jax]



Jax


The Mavericks, Book 3

Dale Mayer

Books in This Series:

Kerrick, Book 1

Griffin, Book 2

Jax, Book 3

Beau, Book 4

Asher, Book 5

Ryker, Book 6

Miles, Book 7

Nico, Book 8

Keane, Book 9

Lennox, Book 10

Gavin, Book 11

Shane, Book 12

Diesel, Book 13

Jerricho, Book 14

Killian, Book 15

Hatch, Book 16

Corbin, Book 17

Aiden, Book 18

The Mavericks, Books 1–2

The Mavericks, Books 3–4

The Mavericks, Books 5–6

The Mavericks, Books 7–8

The Mavericks, Books 9–10

The Mavericks, Books 11–12


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.

No time to rest. The world is a mess …

He’d barely made it home from helping Griffin only to find himself called to rescue a doctor on a cruise ship overtaken by pirates in their search for Abigail Dalton. The pirates had no trouble killing passengers until they found the right woman. With one man at his side, Jax sneaks onto the ship to rescue her.

When she heard the gunfire, Abby hid in the venting on the ship. When a man susses out her hiding place, she’s sure her world is about to end. Only Jax is on her side; yet he came with just one man to help. Stunned, she stays close as Jax frees the ship and keeps her safe—until they find out the real reason for this nightmare, when she’s forced to England to face the two-legged monster of her nightmares …

The safest place is at Jax’s side, but Abby knows all too well how slippery this monster really is and how easily he steps from the shadows to grab his victims …

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Chapter 1
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Jax Darrum had seen it coming, but he wondered how they would make it work. As far as he understood, Kerrick and Amanda were doing just fine in Paris. But Lorelei and Griffin? … Well, they had hit it off right from the beginning and Jax couldn’t be happier for his friend. It was a lonely lifestyle these SEALs had chosen to lead, and each and every one of them had come to this point as a jumping off spot to something different, to making a choice to do something else.

He hadn’t told Griffin but Jax’s agreement to come on this mission was so that he could take the lead on one op and one op only. He was leaving the military, and he was leaving everything to do with this type of life. The Mavericks team had asked Jax specifically to help Griffin as a warm-up to doing his one mission sometime later. He figured that it was the same for Kerrick and for Griffin. Jax wasn’t sure about joining the Mavericks unit for what would be his one big job, but the unit trained everybody before they took the lead on their one mission and then were done. But, as Jax thought about it, nobody in the Mavericks unit needed training.

This was like the peak of their careers for them. Jax didn’t know if they would all be brought back to do something else. It was possible though, and Jax would consider it. He also knew that most of them were getting paid enough money that they wouldn’t have to work again. He’d never discussed that part either with Griffin or Kerrick. Jax didn’t even know if Griffin knew what Kerrick had gone through. What Jax did know was that the next job was his to head up. He hoped that he had a couple weeks or a month or two before then. Hell, he’d be happy to have a year or two in between these particular jobs.

They were hard and intense, but once the op was done, so was he. He didn’t have friends or family to worry about, so he was in a much easier situation than Griffin and Kerrick. Although, now that they had met and been partnered up for these Mavericks operations, things had changed for those guys too. That didn’t mean that they, in any way, shape, or form, were ready to go out the same as Jax was. They’d all come to the point where, if this was the last mission for them, then that was the last mission, and they didn’t really care to go on any more missions.

Neither did he. He was moving on to something different. He just didn’t know what. He had a hankering for travel, to see the world as a tourist for a change, instead of skulking through the night in the shadows of darkness, watching other shadows move as they tried to take over worlds and governments and individuals.

Sitting on a beach and watching the sunrise would be a pretty decent way to spend his time, and sitting on the same damn beach and watching each new sunset would be a unique opportunity for him to just relax, maybe with a cold beer and with a friend or two. Now that would make his life pretty damn perfect.

He was headed back home again. He had been on his phone, setting up arrangements for his apartment and making sure his landlady knew he would arrive soon. The silly things in life that you had to organize. As he landed in California and grabbed his single bag and headed outside the airport, his cell buzzed.

He glanced down at the screen, groaned, and said, “Hell no. What?”

“How tired out are you?”

“Fucking tired,” he said. “It’s not like I got much sleep on the last job.”

“That was two days ago,” the man said in exasperation.

Jax heard something in that voice, and he asked, “Hell, Griffin, is that you?”

Griffin chuckled. “Hell yeah, it’s me. Is that okay?”

“I don’t know,” Jax said. “What do you want?”

Immediately all the humor fled as Griffin said, “We need you.”

“Are you coming with me?”

“No. Somebody will though.”

“Why is it always like that?” he asked. “Some of these jobs are getting pretty thin for just one or two of us.”

“If it can be more, it’ll be more. I promise I won’t send you out without backup.”

He snorted at that. “But it won’t be you though, right? You’ll be holed up somewhere nice and cozy with Lorelei.”

“If I could join you, I would,” Griffin said regretfully. “Lorelei and I will see each other on a regular basis now, spending time with Amelia Rose too. We’re giving the child time to adapt before Lorelei leaves.”

“I’m almost jealous,” Jax said. “Almost but not quite.”

Griffin snorted. “Your time will come. You won’t even see it happening, and, before you know it, it’ll be right there in your face.”

“I doubt it,” he said, “but whatever. So, what’s the job?”

Griffin took a long, slow breath and said, “You won’t like it.”

“I never liked any of ’em,” he said. “So what’s the deal?”

“We’ve got a cruise ship that’s been taken over.”

“Pirates? I’m one man. Remember that?”

“It’s a one-man job. We need somebody who can go in and take them out, one by one.”

“I still am not going alone. Someone has to watch my back.”

“Do you remember Beau?”

“Hell yeah, I remember Beau. That man could eat crawfish like nobody else I’ve ever seen,” Jax said. “Then again he’s huge. He can’t hide anywhere. He’s too damn big.”

“Well, he won’t be eating crawfish this time. And he won’t need to hide for long. As a matter of fact, he’ll be shooting bullets at pirates. He always was a dang good sharpshooter. So he’ll meet you there.”

“Meet me where?”

Griffin snorted. “Off the Florida coast. You should be there right on time.”

“No,” Jax said. “I just got off the goddamn plane in California.”

“So you’re already packed, right? You hear your name on the PA system? Yeah, that’s to go pick up your tickets. You’re flying out now.”

And, with that, Griffin hung up.

Jax swore.


Chapter 2
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Jax got off the plane and took several deep breaths, trying to acclimate to the humidity of the Florida air. He shook his head, picked up his duffel bag, and stormed toward the double doors of the airport. As soon as he exited the air-conditioned environment, he had to stop and take several more long, deep breaths. He didn’t get a chance to do anything else when a huge bear of a man walked up and gave him a hug. He hugged him back before stepping slightly away. Then he looked up at the man he knew as Beau.

“You’re one of the few men who hug me,” Jax said.

“More men should do it,” Beau said with a big grin. “You ready for this?”

“Hell no,” Jax said. “This is all stupid. What the hell will two of us do against pirates who have already seized a cruise ship?”

“Military is ready to send in a crew. We’re going in first, that’s all.”

At that, Jax raised his eyebrows and said, “Well, that’s welcome news.”

“I know. I thought the same when I heard,” Beau said. “Would prefer to see a team of six or eight with us.”

“And how are we getting there?”

“Well, I’d like to say that our transport is a fancy chopper to the destroyer so all our tactical gear will be coming with us, but I think we’re taking an underwater SEAL delivery vehicle as close as we can, then climb onto the cruise ship quietly. Thank God this is a smaller ship. Can you imagine if we were facing one of the mega ones? Of course it’s just us here, and that’s bad enough.”

Jax rolled his eyes. “Just the two of us …”

“Yes,” Beau said. “But, hey, we’ll be there as soon as we can.”

“Why Florida?”

“We’re flying military planes from here on in,” Beau said.

“Did you have something to do with the arrangements?”

“No, other than being handed them. My orders were to pick you up and to back you up.”

“Well, thanks for coming,” Jax said. He ran a hand down his face and said, “I just finished being Griffin’s backup.”

“I heard,” Beau said. “It’s almost as if the Mavericks are picking those of us who are ready for a change. One job to try it out and all that.”

“And what if that one last job isn’t successful?” Jax asked.

“Doesn’t bear thinking about,” Beau said. “Never has before.”

Jax couldn’t argue with that. He followed Beau to the SUV, and very quickly they headed to the docks and then onto a military airplane. That started a very long and arduous trip across the ocean until they landed on the destroyer. Almost immediately they set about mapping out their route. “Where the hell is the cruise ship?”

“Off the coast of Panama,” Beau said.

“I didn’t realize pirates were an issue down there,” Jax said quietly.

“Normally they’re not,” Beau said. “But apparently they’re looking for fresher waters.”

“Well, hell, if they just stole the personal belongings off everybody on the cruise ship, that’s loads of stuff but not much cash money, I bet. Everything is credit cards and onboard credit and online payments nowadays,” Jax said.

“I think they’re after a little more than that.”

“Do we know what?”

“A female passenger,” Beau said.

Jax’s heart sank. “That’s bad news. Who is she? The daughter of some wealthy mogul somewhere in the world?”

“No, she’s not. She’s a doctor. Apparently the pirates reached out for the cruise ship’s manifest and their passenger list. Her name is there, so they’re searching room by room for her.”

“Do we know why they want her?”

“She devised some new surgery that one of their doctors utilized, and the patient isn’t improving. In fact he’s dying.”

Jax came to a dead halt, turned, and said, “What?”

Beau shrugged those massive shoulders of his and said, “You know it takes very little to create a war.”

“So, she’s in a different country, and she creates a new method that works for her but not for a bunch of other doctors? More specifically, for a doctor who’s working on some member of a highly valued family, and now she’s to fix his mistake?”

“I think they want to take her back to heal this patient.”

“In other words, they’ll hold her responsible but give her one chance to fix her mistake,” Jax said sarcastically.

“Something like that.”

“And how do we know this?”

“One of the crew members got the word out. Then social media’s buzzing with most of this. Too many passengers to stop word from getting out. Fortunately the pirates are fairly low-tech and don’t realize how quickly all this information is traveling around the world now. It’s become a very high-profile case,” Beau said.

“So you would think that, being an American cruise liner full of Americans, the American government would have sent in a couple teams,” Jax said. He still struggled to believe he was heading there with one backup.

“They are. They’re coming in behind us. But they want you to find her first.”

“Me?” Jax looked at Beau sideways. “What will you do in the meantime?”

“I’ll help you find her,” he said cheerfully. “Hopefully before the pirates find us.”

“Great,” Jax said. “The odds suck. Of course that’s the way we like it.”

“Exactly. I have the ship’s blueprints, the passenger list, and some data on the doc; but we do not have any history on the players involved.”

“We don’t know any of the pirates?”

“No, and neither do we know the family with the sick patient.”

“Interesting,” he said. He finished tucking his gear into his SEAL delivery vehicle, then turned to have Beau check the air tanks on Jax’s back and everything else he carried. Jax reciprocated. When they were given the go-ahead by the seaman on shore, the two of them hopped into their SDV’s and were dispatched into the ocean. They blasted out very quickly, and Jax estimated, from the time of launch depending on the speed they should have about a ten- to fifteen-minute swim max, to the base of the cruise liner. Then they’d get on board, strip off their gear, and get to work.

It took twelve minutes. And for that, Jax blamed the currents that surged up from below. They were darn strong and pulled on him every bit of the way. When he finally clambered up to the loading level on the cruise liner and slipped inside—just as the sun rose on a pretty Saturday morning—he took a moment to take stock and to let his breathing return to normal. He quickly stripped off his scuba gear and dry suit, tucked it into a corner of the room in case they needed it, and waited for Beau to do the same. Then, dressed in night-ops attire, they readied themselves, weapons at their ankles. They split up, both with comms in shoulder harnesses to stay in touch with each other.

While Beau went right and would work from the topside down, Jax went left and worked his way to the bottom level where the mechanicals of the ship were. He didn’t figure how he’d find the missing woman, but maybe some of the employees on board would be a little more amiable to helping them out. Depends if the pirates had captured the engineer or even the captain. Then the rest of the crew would be rendered uncooperative. Jax pulled out his phone and uploaded the file on the woman, Abigail Dalton. He frowned at that. Two first names. How did that work?

Each of the ship’s main departments had doors with windows inset in them. As Jax neared what should be the engine room, he listened first, then chose his moment to catch a sidelong glance from one edge of the door’s window. The engine room had two pirates standing watch, and everybody under guard was male. Jax didn’t go in and free the men but sent a message back to his contact at the Mavericks base and to Beau. Then Jax moved on.

A gunshot had him freezing in his tracks. Bastards. Had they shot someone?

He turned around and crept back. Both guards were walking around, laughing and joking. They had their rifles, but both were slung over their shoulders. Not that they couldn’t whip them up and shoot anybody quickly, but, as one pirate walked toward the engine room door, coming toward Jax, he realized his decision to let them be had been taken away from him. He needed to deal with this guy now or be seen.

He crouched down low, and, as soon as the door opened, he came up underneath the first guard’s rifle, swung it around, and fired one shot, killing the other pirate guard. Then Jax wrapped the rifle’s sling around the first man’s neck and pulled it tight, snapping his neck. He walked inside, dragging the first pirate, and looked at the four men tied up on the floor. He pulled out his knife, quickly cut them loose, and asked them if they were okay.

All the men nodded. They hopped up, jumped around, and said, “Who are you?”

Jax quickly explained.

“What are we supposed to do now?”

“I want you to stay here,” he said. “I’ll locate and take down the other pirates, but I can’t have you moving around the ship. Do you hear me?”

The men looked completely relieved at the idea.

“I’m counting on you people being here when I come back.”

“Not a problem,” the first man said. “This is where we belong, no doubt about it. We’ll lock ourselves in.”

Jax smacked him on the shoulder and said, “Good man. And don’t tell anybody else. No communication at all—got it?”

They nodded.

“Even the captain?” one asked.

Jax shook his head. “This is the first level of the ship that I’ve searched so far. I don’t know what pressure the captain is under already. We can’t let him have this info.”

The men look confused, and Jax said, “What if the captain’s wife is on board, and the pirates are holding a gun to her head? If the captain tells the pirates that I’ve just released you guys, they’ll come after you and me, and they’ll take her out at the same time. Probably taking out the captain too, after he sees his wife die.”

The men all nodded. “So communication silence until we’re out of this.”

“At least you’re ahead of the game. You’re free and clear right now. Please stay locked up.”

And, with that, Jax quickly disappeared. The door closed and locked behind him. Good. But his priority was finding this Abigail person. Even the name stuck in his throat. Mentally he shortened it to Abby. Now, if only she was healthy and capable of doing some of the things he needed her to do. He had no clue about her age, but he suspected she would likely be sixty years old plus gray-haired, yet hopefully fit since she was a doctor. Otherwise he would have a heck of a time getting her off this ship. And he had no doubt he needed to do that and fast.

With the bottom level cleared, he moved upward. He went room by room by room. He took out two more pirate gunmen, confiscating their weapons and leaving everybody else in place. By the time he came up to the stateroom levels, he knew his search would take longer. He had texted Beau to come meet him here, down on the far side, checking the same level as Jax was but from the opposite end of the ship. They checked for anybody in hiding. He met many people who were still hiding away in their rooms, thinking that they could stay there. And he agreed with that, but nobody seemed to know anything about Abigail Dalton.

Then he and Beau repeated their search on the other stateroom levels, working their way upward.

By the time Jax was done with this stateroom level, he was frustrated and aggravated. He came up another level to the kitchens. At least one set of kitchens. And found two more pirate guards. He swore as he saw them because these guards weren’t joking, talking, or doing anything except holding their rifles on a bunch of people while the pirates sampled the food set off to the side. And the look on their faces said they’d just as soon kill every one of them. He had no way to know if Abigail was in there. He quickly tapped out a message to Beau, letting him know the status on the kitchen.

His response came back. Coming up on your six.

Jax waited until he heard the tap on his comm unit, indicating Beau was in reach. With him on the far side, the two of them opened the double doors to the kitchen. Jax dove to the floor, reached up, and fired a single shot as one pirate gunman leveled his rifle in Jax’s direction. Jax put a bullet in his forehead and dropped him. Screams came from all around him, and he quickly swung his weapon to check that Beau’s man was down.

“Stop,” he said, holding up one finger. “We need silence. We can’t let the rest of the pirates know that you guys are free.”

In an instant, the screams muted to sobs as they hugged and held each other carefully.

“You’ve got enough knives in here, so untie yourselves and confirm that each of you are unharmed,” he said. “But not one of you is allowed to leave this room until we tell you to. Do you hear me? You’re putting everybody else in danger if you so much as step foot from this room.”

Until he extracted a promise from every one of them, and he wasn’t even sure then, he stepped back slightly, looked at the two chefs, and said, “You’re both in charge. I hate to say it, but, if anyone of them moves out of here, you’re to stop them. If that means kill them, that means kill them.”

More gasps were heard, but he shook his head and said, “No, we’re not playing here. You’ll end up getting more people killed if you leave here. And I don’t care if you’ve got brothers, siblings, lovers, or children outside. You stay in here, or it’ll be open gunfire soon. And we can’t have more people letting the pirates know that we’re already on board.”

The two chefs immediately stationed themselves at the doors, weapons in hand.

On that note, Jax and Beau left.
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How the hell did she get into these situations? Abigail had no idea what she was supposed to do right now. When word came that the place was overrun with pirates, she immediately went looking for a good hiding place. The ductwork. Staying up here was temporary though. She couldn’t stay here forever. How long before somebody decided that it was better to sink the cruise ship? Or to blast gunfire all through the place, and she’d die that way by taking a bullet? She wasn’t even sure what strange reason made her hop up into the ductwork and hide when everybody else was rushing through the hallways.

She’d been here for at least an hour, still thinking of what to do. She’d heard some noises outside. Apparently the pirates were looking for her. And that just blew her away, not to mention terrified her. Now she couldn’t trust anyone because she didn’t know who would turn her over to the pirates. She didn’t even know how many pirates were here and what weaponry they had. All she knew is that they wanted her for some reason. She groaned when she thought about it. It had to be connected to her work. That’s all the world knew her for. Why else would anyone come for her? Her techniques were already controversial in the traditional medical world but gaining traction with each success.

Yet her techniques worked, more often than not. But then she knew what she was doing. A lot of doctors had joined the bandwagon and claimed that their methodologies and their protocols had enabled her to jump to the front of the research game.

She understood that because research was all about being the first person who could show results. And unfortunately too often, the results that the researchers showed weren’t any good. So the main goal was always to keep people funding your research. Universities would let doctors go if they weren’t bringing in enough grant money. Her claim to fame was a stem-cell collection system, and so much research was going on everywhere with many new systems arriving almost daily. Stem cells were big money. Her system was fast, simple, and reliable. So she didn’t understand why anybody would have any problem with it, but apparently people did. Or, at least, they weren’t seeing the same results.

She didn’t understand that either, and she really didn’t understand why these pirates would give a damn. They wouldn’t. So why the hell were they after her?

Just then she heard sounds in the room beneath her.

She closed her eyes and prayed.


Chapter 3
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When whoever it was walked out of the room, Abigail took a slow breath and gently released it. She could only hope that having checked this room to find it empty, nobody would come back in again. She breathed a heavy sigh of relief this time, grateful that the only reason the ductwork sustained her up here was because of her petite size. She scooted along, thinking about exactly where in the ship she was. The ductwork seemed to run all along the place, but the last thing she wanted to do was get caught up in some heavy-duty equipment that would kill her faster than anything.

She moved as quietly as she could. She’d long given up on her shoes, leaving them back in her room under the bed. And now, with her bare toes pushing her forward on her belly, she scooched another twenty feet forward. She came up against a branching of the ductwork. A noise distracted her, only she didn’t recognize what she heard. Some engine or motor purred to her left. The last thing she wanted to do was go toward that.

She shifted to the right and headed down what she hoped would be the center of the ship. She didn’t even want to come on this damn cruise in the first place, but her mother and her sister had insisted that Abigail needed a break and that she should take one of these cruises to get her completely away from her job. She’d finally given in and booked it on her own, secretly looking forward to some time alone.

They didn’t understand that she had brought her work with her and that her job was exactly what she lived for. She’d met lots of friends over the years, and several had tried to stay but somehow her work had dominated and they’d drifted away. She’d had relationships but nothing that went the distance. None appealed. At least not in the way they wanted to appeal. Not in any way.

She didn’t know how she was supposed to overcome this distrust of relationships. It’s not that hers had been bad. They’d been good. They’d been loving. But they’d all ended up with this boredness to them. She figured they just had to address it before they got too far down that pathway. In several cases though, the men had found other women to add excitement to their lives.

She kept moving ahead until she heard another odd sound. Was that gunfire? Her blood froze, and her body stiffened in shock.

Up until now, she hadn’t considered people were dying. She’d heard the screams and the shouts but nothing else. But gunfire now definitely changed that. She shifted off to the side and looked through an access panel but found an empty room below. So where the hell was she? Between the eighth and ninth decks? Or did she get as high as the seventh? It didn’t really matter though, except that it determined how hard it would be to get topside if the pirates sank the ship.

She definitely wanted to go up if she could, as in higher up. Above the pilot’s station would be nice. At least then she’d have some hope of surviving a sinking ship. She crept forward, looking for signs of life at each grate she came across, but she found nothing. At the next grate, she saw a hallway and elevators. One was open and sitting, waiting. A stairwell should be nearby, for those who didn’t want to take the elevator, but she couldn’t see if from this grate.

What would happen if she went that way in this ductwork?

She headed in that direction, but it didn’t lead her to the elevator shaft. And she wasn’t sure how to go from the ductwork she was in up to the next level. However, her ductwork branched off again now, connected to at least ten to twenty feet of pipes, but they were all smooth sided. Up, down, left, right, crisscrossed. She wasn’t sure how to get out of this maze or where she was or how to move upward.

She wondered at the options facing her, then headed back to where the stairs and the elevators were, and slipped out of an access panel in the ductwork into one of the closest rooms. Then she stepped into the stairwell and quietly raced upward again. As she opened the stairwell door at the top, she heard a voice beside her. She turned to see a man dressed completely in black, his face covered with black markings. … He was armed. She stared at him, completely frozen.

He nudged her gently with his hand. “What’s your name?”

The last thing she would give would be her name. In spite of her best efforts, her nickname slipped out.

“Abby,” she said. “I’m Abby.”
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Jax stared at Abby. “As in Abigail Dalton?”

She nodded slowly, but the look on her face was one of terror.

He grabbed her before she had a chance to run, his fingers wrapping snugly around her upper arm. He pulled her close against him. “Well, I’m Jax, from the US government,” he said. “Apparently the pirates are looking for you. Do you know why?”

She stared at him in disbelief.

“Answer me,” he said. “Do you know why?”

Finally she shook her head.

“Social media says your methods don’t work. They need you to help somebody in their family.”

“So it is connected to my work,” she said in a daze.

“Only because their doctor botched it,” he whispered.

She shook her head. “That makes no sense. I have pioneered a way of collecting stem cells. Lots of doctors are doing it around the world now. It’s not something you can really botch.”

“Well, maybe it’s more a case of,” he said, “it didn’t work.”

“Meaning, it didn’t make the person well?” she said with a shrug. “Of course not. It’s only one technique in a long line of medical arsenals.”

“Right,” he said. “Well, apparently the pirates want to kidnap you and take you back to wherever this family member is, so you can fix him.”

She stared at him. “But I don’t even know what the problem is.”

“Well, I don’t think they’re too interested in waiting around and asking questions,” he said gently.

She nodded slowly. “So you’ll turn me in then?”

“No,” he said, frowning. “Why would I do that? I’ll take you back to one of our ships and then come in and take out the rest of the pirates.”

He saw the relief on her face, but then she frowned. “What about all the other people here?”

“What about them?” he asked.
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      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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