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About This Book


Since achieving his lifelong goal of becoming a Navy SEAL, Dane’s life has been packed with action. He hasn’t had the time or inclination to realize he wants and needs more. After seeing several of his closest friends fall in love with that someone special, he longs for something similar in his own life.

While on a mission hunting a chemical weapons terrorist, Dane runs into a woman who not only captivates him but fulfills his deepest desires. Unfortunately, the circumstances of her presence on the scene are more than a little suspicious. Damnably, Dane can’t determine whose side she’s actually on.

Marielle came to Germany for a short busman’s holiday. She’d never expected to be running away from the very person she’d gone there to see—nor running into the arms of a man she’s tempted to give herself to even knowing she can’t keep him the way she wants to.

As the situation ping-pongs from bad to worse to utter desperation, lives—and hearts—are on the razor-edge between life and death.
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Chapter 1


[image: ___]

The early morning sky blew oranges and reds over the small village in Germany. Stunning. Dane Carter waited on the hillside for the sun to come up, for the right moment to make his move. The rest of the SEALs were in position. They’d been following intel that a key man in a terrorist group had set up headquarters here. The company Hyack had far-reaching tentacles, one of which was connected to a major chemical research company in California with branches in Germany and China.

Hawk’s cry soared over his head on the left.

Dane pivoted, and slid down the embankment. The house was at the end of town. Secluded. It was a 1600s style stone house with small windows and a huge old stone wall surrounding it. The neighborhood was dotted with similar dividers.

The wall backed up against a hill. His position gave little glimpses of the backyards or the inside of houses. They’d been on the road for two days tracking this guy here. He moved into the backyard of the neighboring house.

The house in question was silent. Dark. The backyard where he stood was heavily treed. Dane slipped behind the foliage as a tall lithe young woman walked out the back patio door with a mug of coffee in her hand. She wandered the garden not twenty feet in front of him. Shit. He faded into the shadows.

She pulled out her phone and made a call. Her voice echoed in the early morning air.

“Good morning, Sarah. Yes, I’m here. Pulled in late last night. I did phone you, but you were out gallivanting around.” She laughed at the other person’s response. “How’s Mom this morning?”

Dane cursed himself for not having moved a couple minutes earlier. He needed to move soon.

The woman carried on her bright, happy conversation. “Remind her I’ll be back in a week. I’m just here visiting with my old professor, Dr. Michaels, and going over some of my work while grabbing a bit of a holiday while I’m at it.” The conversation continued for a couple of minutes while Dane sweated his position.

Then finally, the blonde, and boy was she blonde, closed the phone and put it away. With a smile on her face, she tilted her head to the morning sun.

And froze.

“Who are you?” she said in a harsh whisper. Her gaze locked on him.

Dane was shocked. She could see him? No. Not likely.

Her gaze narrowed.

Damn it.

She switched to speaking German. Her voice deep, anxious. He spoke a German dialect, but his formal German was horrible. He couldn’t tell how hers was but it sounded fluid to his ears. Hawk’s cry came again.

Damn it.

He had to go and now. He gave her a bright smile. “Sorry. Have to go.” And he vaulted the huge stone wall at his side.

She gasped but that was the last thing he heard. He landed on the other side to find himself in the middle of the action.

Just where he wanted to be.


Chapter 2
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Marielle Stanfield stood in the garden, her mind telling her she imagined the whole encounter. That she was still jet-lagged from the travelling and time change. Pretty damn wimpy excuse though.

She’d frozen at the sight of him.

Dressed all in black, and huge and hidden like he’d been, was enough to scare anyone, but it was the stillness, the intense assessment of his gaze that had gotten to her. And the surprise. What was he doing there?

Was he hiding? And how the hell had he gone over that tall wall? She was five foot seven, and there was no way she could manage that. She’d climb it but not vault it.

Then she remembered the gun that had appeared instantly in his hand just before he’d vaulted over, followed by…silence. That had been the eeriest part.

The professor’s house was one of these beside her. Did he know what was going on?

Back at the open patio door, she sipped her coffee and waited. Wondered. Hopefully that was a police organized raid and had nothing to do with the person she was here to see. Her trip to Germany had been at Professor Michaels’ insistence for her getaway. She hadn’t wanted to come as her schedule at home was brutal. Yet she hadn’t had a break in over two years and her mom’s condition was wearing her down. When the professor had offered a place to stay as well, then she’d jumped at it. She hoped she didn’t end up working instead of resting. Although a change was often as good as a rest.

She turned to head back inside. With any luck, whatever was going on next door was minor. She’d come here for some downtime – not chaos. Only with that man and weapon – it couldn’t be too minor.

Inside she refilled her coffee cup. This house was owned by a friend of Professor Michaels’. She’d been delighted to find it furnished and with a welcoming basket of essential foods – like coffee and fresh bread. She could do worse than just walk the village and relax all week.

She’d been working as a chemist and finishing her Ph.D. program in chemical behaviors for years. The company she worked with, Tenesco, had an agreement with the university and had worked with several other Ph.D. candidates over the years. She’d devoted everything to her work, and her work/life balance had gone to hell.

Then again, having a life was overrated. She’d been there – done that.

With the heartbreak of a broken romance followed by her mother’s deteriorating condition, she valued peace over all at this point in her life.

In complete contrast to her work that she’d set out to do as part of her Ph.D. program, but now of interest to the company she worked for, she’d been developing new chemical compounds that did all kinds of damage to a specific focused area then dispersed so fast and in such a way as to not affect anyone a few feet away.

She’d tripped over this new behavior by accident.

But that new direction was why she was here talking to her old professor. He’d left UCLA a year ago to specialize in chemical warfare. And although he’d pushed her to visit for a holiday, she had a feeling he wanted to offer her a job. Why would he think she’d want to work for the Germans? She didn’t get it. Michaels was American and so she couldn’t imagine him being involved in anything other than something that would help their country. But she’d been fooled before. Now she worked on the premise of trust no one.

So why had she come?

Finally she admitted the answer. Curiosity.

He wanted to know what she was doing and how it related to his work. And likely how it might be of interest to his employers. She knew he was teaching here in Germany as well as doing cutting edge research on similar types of chemicals. But he worked in weapons research. And that was something she couldn’t handle herself. But she felt compelled to find out what he was doing and for whom. Had he changed so much that he’d create weapons to be used against his country?

She wanted to know but at the same time, she didn’t. What would she do if she found out something unnerving? Unless it was to warn her own country that this type of thing was further advanced than anyone thought it was.

Not that anyone would listen.

Still, if the opportunity presented itself, she’d find out what Michaels wanted – and what he was up to – if she could.

As she turned around to head back into the garden, unable to forget what was going on beside her, the phone rang. There he was. She smiled. “Hi, Professor. Where are you?”

“I’m coming over,” Professor Michaels said. “You up and awake?”

“I’m both.” She glanced out the window for the dozenth time to stare at the house beside her. “When?”

“I’m here already,” he said. “I’m outside and walking toward the front door.”

The house was huge, so it took a moment to reach the front window and look out. He was indeed coming her way – and he’d been coming from the direction of the house beside her.

The house where the intruder had jumped over the wall into the back yard.

Odd. Then maybe he’d come from the house on the far side. But at least now she could tell him what she’d seen, if he didn’t already know. As she watched him sneak a look behind him and quicken his pace, she wondered just what the hell was going on.

She opened the front door for him.

His face lit up. “Marielle,” he called out. “How good to see you.”

He rushed inside and closed the door. “How are you?”

All the right words were coming out but the tone was off. Too forced. Too fast. Too jovial. And his eyes swelled as if searching the room around her.

“I’m fine,” she said, studying him carefully. “What’s going on?”

His feigned surprise finished setting off her bullshit meter. “Nothing at all.” He motioned at the house next door. “There just appeared to be some odd goings on over there.”

“I thought that was your house,” she said, quietly walking back to the kitchen to retrieve her coffee cup.

“No, not at all. I’m several houses over,” he said glibly. Too smooth. And that information didn’t jibe with the information she knew already. In fact, it was just different enough, she wondered why he was lying.

“Never mind all that,” he said, giving her a big smile. “The real question is how are you? You’ve been working too hard again, haven’t you?”

She laughed. “I always work hard, you know that.”

“I do indeed. And you get paid such lousy wages. I do want to talk to you about an exciting opportunity here if you’re interested, and I do hope you are,” he said earnestly. “I’ve been watching your career for years now.”

“I’m not sure I’m ready for anything different,” she said with a small smile, her heart sinking as he confirmed her suspicion. She hadn’t needed to make the trip for a job proposition. “You know how much I love my life in California.”

“Ah, sorry your engagement didn’t work out – do you have a new boyfriend by now?”

She shook her head. “Single and happy that way, thanks.”

“So there’s nothing to keep you in California then, is there?” he said, an overly bright smile on his face, his arms moving in such an expansive motion she had to laugh.

“Well, my mother for one, and I have a job and my Ph.D. is in progress. So moving is out of the question right now.”

He chuckled. “Nothing is ever out of the question.” He motioned to her coffee, “I don’t suppose you have more of that, do you? It’s been a bit of a rough morning.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.” She walked to the far counter where the very modern coffeemaker sat on the very old looking but restored countertop. “I seem to have forgotten my manners.” She poured him a cup and turned to hand it to him.

And dropped it.

She stared at the gun in the professor’s hand.

“What are you doing?” she asked in a hoarse whisper.

“Taking care of business. Not my usual style and pretty poor timing,” he said. “But you weren’t supposed to see this morning’s incident next door – yes it’s my house, but I escaped and now that I have you here, I get to really see your research. I’m so glad you came, my dear.”

She shook her head. “What are you talking about? I didn’t bring my research. I came to discuss it with you, but of course I don’t have it with me.”

“Not a problem, the company I work for is making arrangements to get hold of it as we speak.”

What? “I thought you worked for ChemTech?”

“Oh, I did. Technically I worked for two companies at the same time. I stole secrets from ChemTech until I gained the information my current employer needed. Now I work exclusively for the one. A company whose name I won’t be sharing until you are with them. Tenesco has been good for you but they aren’t your future. Come to my company. You’ll work for me. They have big plans.”

Blindly she reached behind her for the cloth to clean up the mess on the floor. She crouched down, trying to think, but fear choked her throat. And his words reverberated in her head. Her work was being picked up? How was that possible? It should be locked down on the server, except for the copy she kept for herself.

She shook her head. All she’d wanted was to discuss her work and some down time. Lord, how did this shit happen?

“Do you even live next door?” she asked as she worked to clean up the spill. “It’s such a beautiful looking house.”

“Of course it is,” he snapped. “That house has been in my family for hundreds of years.”

Figured.

“Forget the damn floor,” he snapped. “I need you to grab your luggage and anything you might have had time to unpack so we can leave the house as if you were never here.”

The gun tilted her way slightly. “I’m going to follow you to make sure you can follow instructions. As I said, it’s been a rough morning already – please don’t do anything stupid.”

She slowly straightened, her gaze on the man who looked a little more unraveled than he had a few minutes ago, yet at the same time appeared to be a little more in control with that gun in his hand. It had been wavering but was now locked down on her.

Nice. Not.

What happened to the man she’d known for years? She barely recognized him right now.

She snatched up her coffee and turned to go to the bedroom. In truth she hadn’t unpacked her belongings yet. She was an ultra-light traveller and had hoped to shop while here and fill out her wardrobe if necessary – and she’d hoped it was. She loved to shop in other locations as the fashions were so different. Wearing the clothes after she returned always made her smile.

It was short work to collect her things.

He followed her at a safe distance, not giving her an opportunity to get a message out to anyone or to leave any behind. She couldn’t stop thinking about the man in the garden. Was he still here? Would he hear if she screamed? She realized her shady professor had to be part of what was going on next door – had they realized he’d escaped? Or did they not know of his existence? Who knew what had sent them to the house in the first place. But if they did know of him, then they’d be hunting him now. Surely a man capable of vaulting that huge wall was capable of tracking this man to her house. But would he do it in time to help her?

As she carried her single bag back downstairs, she contemplated her limited options.

“Let’s go,” he snapped.

Damn. Her time had run out.

He motioned her to the front door. She nodded and opened it.

Bag over her shoulder, she jerked the door shut on his hand.
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Dane had searched the house – to find it empty. The owner had escaped somehow, even though all exits had been covered. They’d been waiting for hours for the right moment to move in. What the hell had happened?

The light had gone out last night showing the occupant had gone to bed on time. And they’d seen him arrive earlier. No one had gone in or out since.

“It’s on a timer,” Shadow, the quietest member of their team, said, holding up the light in question in his hand. Sometimes his actions were so invisible he was almost ghostly. “Right house but no one home.”

“Yet set to look like someone is home,” Swede, the giant beside him, said. “It’s an old house, any chance there is a secret entrance?”

“In these old farmhouses, quite possibly. Mason and Hawk are searching the lower levels.”

“Shit.”

Swede stared around the too clean room in disgust. “I wonder if Michaels ever lived here.”

“According to our intel he was seen coming and going on a regular basis for the last year.”

“Then where the hell is he?” Swede muttered. “This is bullshit.”

Dane understood how he felt. So much time and work went into an operation like this. This was just one leg of a bigger operation. They needed this guy to find those behind it all. Dane walked to the office. He’d done one sweep through there already but figured a second wouldn’t hurt.

Someone pounded at the front door.

Dane and Swede melted into the background. The door burst open and the stunning blonde from next door raced in, a small overnight bag and purse over shoulder, crying out, “Help, is someone here?”

She ran past Dane. He grabbed her and dragged her into the office, his hand slapping across her mouth. She dropped her bags. Swede covered the open door.

“Mffmph.” Huge scared eyes stared at him.

“Quiet…” he narrowed his gaze at her. “Do you understand?”

Her hands were jammed up against his chest and she could barely move, but he watched her head nod. “Good. Now what the hell are you doing here?”

In a clear concise voice she explained what had happened. Dane was already on the move even as he tried to understand why a beautiful young woman would run to an obviously dangerous man when she was in trouble. It was counter intuitive. When he whispered that question to her, her gaze was clear, her tone concise as she explained, “I figured you were the more dangerous and might save me from him.”

He shot her a disbelieving look while he moved toward the front door, Swede following into step beside him. “Like that makes any sense,” Dane snapped. “You’re then stuck in the clutches of the more dangerous man.”

“True,” she replied calmly. “But you won’t hurt me.”

Both Dane and Swede studied her face for a long moment. Dane said, “Stay here.” And they bolted out the door after her crazy professor.

“Besides,” she called after them. “It worked.”


Chapter 3
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She sat down in the chair at the front entrance, an old Victorian red velvet looking thing, and stared at her trembling hands. She wasn’t out of danger yet. And until the professor had been caught, she wasn’t likely ever to be. How had a simple intellectual holiday turned into this shit? If Michaels had been trying to get her to work for the same company he was, then why the gun? What was he mixed up in? Was it just research they wanted? And if so, who was the company he worked for? Or was it a shadow company pulling these strings from behind? She had no idea what kind of chaos he was involved in. And was her research being stolen right now? How could she stop it from happening? Or as he’d implied, was it already too late? She had copies herself but hated to think that all the years of her hard work had fallen into the wrong hands…

How was it she hadn’t seen this side of him before? And if the men hadn’t pulled this raid on his house this morning, would she have seen it today? Would he have remained kind and courteous and probed to see how far her research had taken her? Would he have made a move then?

And what was with these military men in the professor’s house? They were Americans, she was sure from the look of them and their accents, but she could be wrong, she was a chemical specialist not a linguistics expert. Then again would Americans be involved in a raid here in Germany? Maybe with a joint task force?

She was grateful they were here because by doing what they’d done, they’d forced the professor to show his hand and thus saved her.

She really did owe them her thanks.

At the same time, her gaze landed on an open door beside her. It looked like an office, probably Professor Michaels’ office. Should she look? She had no business looking – really, but after the professor’s actions… Curious and perturbed, particularly after the morning events, she entered the office and she opened drawers and cabinets, looking for clues as to what had been going on.

Everything was empty.

How was that possible? Unless the house was a front. She frowned considering the size of it. That was a very elaborate front then. She leaned against the wall full of books, her gaze caught on something odd. The wall wasn’t symmetrical. The one she was leaning against was too close.

That triggered a memory from a class she’d attended where Professor Michaels laughed about the old house he inherited with secret rooms. It had been used to hide Jews during World War II. Was it this house?

She turned to study the wall.

There were a series of bookends that looked possible. She started pulling, tugging and generally moving anything moveable to find a mechanism to open a hidden door.

The last bookend made a creaking sound and shuffled under her grasp.

“Ah hah.” She gasped as the bookshelf opened to show another room. This one, a well-used office.

“Well, isn’t this interesting.”

She spun around to see two more men dressed in black, the same as the first men, suspicion on their faces. She flushed. “Sorry. I couldn’t resist looking for a secret room.”

“Really?” the first man snapped. “Who the hell are you, and why would you even consider that there’d be a secret room?”

“Oh,” she said, realizing they didn’t know anything. She filled them in on her morning, another two men arriving midway through her explanation. The big blond she’d met outside shifted past the other men and moved into the secret room. “What else did he say in that class?” he asked.

“I’ve been trying to remember but my memory is sketchy. I know he said the house was full of secrets.”

At a glance behind her to the others, he made a motion and everyone scattered. “We’ll have to see what we can find.”

He turned to look at the well-used office space she’d found and added, “This is a great place to start.”

“I can help,” she said, walking to the desk. “What are you looking for?”

“Anything…” but his voice was odd.

She turned to face him and read the suspicion on his face. “You don’t trust me?”

He snorted. “I don’t know you.”

“True, but then again, you were the one in my garden not the other way around.” She smiled and held out her hand. “Marielle Stanfield. Chemistry Ph.D. student at UCLA and Tenesco.”

He shook her hand and said, “And your relationship to the owner of the house?”

She gave him a brief explanation including when she’d arrived and where she’d come from.

He nodded. “We’ll have more questions later. But first, do you know anything about this office?”

She studied the books on the shelves in front of her. Chemistry books. “He worked in here. Not his lab of course, but this was his office.” She pointed out the books. “All chemistry books.”

And a huge selection. Interesting. She wandered the shelf and back again. Her own professional curiosity piqued. There were some really old tomes on this shelf. As in expensive collector items.

Her fingers itched to open them up and see what gems lay inside. On the other hand, she didn’t dare do anything to arouse more suspicion directed her way. Walking back to the desk where the big man was opening drawers at a rapid rate, she asked, “Is there something specific you’re looking for?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Where he’s gone? Who he works with? What he’s really doing here?” He snorted. “I’m not looking to find out how he takes his coffee.”

There wasn’t much to say to that. There was an odd panel on the other wall. She walked over and studied the mechanism in the front of it. And pushed the largest of the buttons. Instantly, a panel opened up and showed a big monitor behind it. She could hear humming as the computer flared to life.

“How about this? Does this interest you?”

He was at her side in an instant. “How did you know this was here?”

“I didn’t.” She motioned to the tall desk. “I’ve just started using a standing table myself and wondered at its positioning here. Then pushed that big black button.” She pointed to it.

“So it’s built into the wall. Why do I think he really meant house of secrets?”

“Yeah,” she said dryly. “There’s likely to be a lot of other things like this.” The monitor flashed asking for a log in.

“I don’t suppose you know what the password is?” He stared at the screen.

“You know…maybe.” She typed ChemistryRocks into the password request box. And didn’t the damn screen start scrolling.

“You know his password?” Now the suspicion was truly directed her way.

“Yeah, see in class he had this phrase he repeated over and over again. ‘Chemistry Rocks.’ He joked that he should use it as a password because he’d never forget it.”

“That’s not normal to tell people things like that.”

“But I doubt he expected any one of his students to actually be at his computers. And besides, we don’t know that anything important is here.” She gestured to the clean desktop screen now showing. “He doesn’t keep much on his desktop.”

“Move over,” he said in a hard voice.

She stepped aside willingly for him to make his own discoveries and take the heat off of her. She had no intention of getting mixed up in any more of this. Her cell phone went off.

She glanced at the number and gasped.

“What is it?” he asked.

“It’s him. He’s calling me.”

The man spun around and stared at her. “Answer it.”

Hesitantly she hit answer and said, “Hello?” She held the phone out so the man could hear the conversation too.

“Hello, Marielle. Sorry we didn’t get a chance to chat this morning. I was a little more concerned with getting away.”

“I don’t understand what’s going on?” she cried. “I came here to see you and you pulled a damn gun on me.” In truth, righteous anger was getting the better of her. She’d spent a horrible day travelling, looking forward to the visit and a short holiday and look what had happened.

“Well, if those men hadn’t come and ruined my morning, then I wouldn’t have had to ruin your holiday, would I? We could have had a nice visit, and I might have been able to persuade you to come and work for us.”

“And do what?” she asked. “You knew I wasn’t looking to change jobs.”

“No, but we didn’t get a chance to talk terms now did we? And my employer is paying great wages.”

“I’m not interested in money,” she said wearily. “I never was.”

“No, I understand that. It doesn’t matter now, the game has changed.” His voice turned ugly. “You see, you will work with me now and you won’t get paid. But if you’re lucky, your mother will get to live.”

He hung up.
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Shit, talk about a game changer.

Dane stared at the regal looking blonde and knew she was trying to hold the tears back. A threat against family was never easy.

He grabbed the cell phone and realized there was no number showing on the caller ID. Of course, it would be a throw away phone anyway. As he watched, she slowly collapsed into the closest chair and whispered, “Oh my God, what have I done?”

He couldn’t be sure what she was talking about. He’d already contacted the other team members about the call. Now with his phone safely away, he needed her to open up. To see what was going on.

“Have you done something?” he asked in as gentle a voice as possible.

She shot him a fulminating look. “No. I haven’t. I came here to have a professional visit with a colleague. And see his work. Talk about my studies.” She threw out her hands and said, “Apparently he was wanting to convince me to work for his company. Likely adding my research to his. I had a suspicion of something similar but…”

“Yours?” he pounced on her words.

“Yes, my latest study has chemical weapon applications. I didn’t intend for that to be the direction of my work, but it appears to be heading there regardless.”

She ran a hand over her face. “My mother, I have to warn my mother.”

“I need your full name, her name and both your addresses and we’ll get on it,” he said. “Chances are he’s not interested in hurting her as much as using her for leverage.”

“If I could get her away safe, I’d just tell to him leave me alone.” She pulled out a notebook and wrote down the information then ripped the page off and handed it to him. “Can you stop him from going after my mother?”

“If it isn’t her it will be someone else close to you.” He shot her a hard look. “This isn’t the time to hold back. Honestly, your excuse for being here sounds a little thin.”

The broken sound that came out of her mouth made him wince. “I work. That’s what I do in my life. I work all day and do research and paperwork all evening – and look after my mom.”

He waited, hoping there was more of an explanation coming.

“When he offered me this place for the week as a holiday and a professional opportunity I grabbed it. I was burning out,” she admitted. “I needed to get away. So what seemed like a too good to be true opportunity…was.”

“And your mother? Is there a reason he’d know about her?”

She nodded. “I’m an only child and my mother is sliding into dementia. She’s not full blown yet but is not fully functioning either. She lives in an apartment beside me and has a part-time caregiver. She’s perfectly fine some days and then other days…” Marielle stared off into space and never finished the question.
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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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