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With another SEAL unit under attack needing their help, Megan gets too close and the bad guys turn on her. Evan is her only safety, but this enemy is gunning for both of them now, and they need to find out what happened to their friends—fast, before they become the next MIA.
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Chapter 1
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What a shit storm.

As ops went, this one had hit the toilet in a big way. And in Mexico to boot. Two SEALs down. Two more injured but ambulatory and the shit just kept on dripping. Levi and his unit were in trouble – Evan Wilson was part one of the extraction team. The second half was the helicopters flying in.

Gunfire ripped through the uneasy silence. Evan sank lower. In order to make the extraction Evan’s team would have to clear and hold a place for a helicopter to land. And that wasn’t easy. This was a first for him. He wasn’t as new to the unit as Chase and Brett, but he couldn’t be called an old timer yet either. He’d have said seasoned until this mess. Now he realized that for all the good times, he’d been relatively lucky as far as missions went.

Because when SEAL ops went bad – they went deadly.

But they weren’t going to leave any of their men behind. Especially not Levi.

Sweat dripped down his forehead. High on the landing atop the plateau he’d been picking off the enemy below one by one. There was one more. He just needed a good shot. Swede and Cooper were getting closer. Once clear they could run in and pick up Levi. Although knowing him, Levi wouldn’t leave without Stone. But then Stone and Levi were two of the same. Four of them had come over and ran into trouble immediately. Evan and the eight-man unit he was part of had been dropped in to get them out.

Word was reinforcements on the enemy side were minutes away and carrying rocket launchers while their military helicopter was six minutes out. Then again, those were the odds they loved. They did shitty like the rest of the world did well.

It should be their motto.

Another head popped up. There. He took the shot and moved on. He didn’t need to see the result, he was a hell of a sniper and that had been an easy one. Now…he shifted when he heard Markus behind him. “Left.”

Shit. He lined up again. Was there no end to these assholes?

He took another shot. Seeing Swede and Cooper on the move, two of the biggest men in the unit, he sprayed the area to give them a free run.

“Move, move, move,” he whispered as he mentally ticked off the minutes before the helicopter arrived.

He could hear it in the distance.

A hawk’s cry ripped through the air. Damn well time. Hawk and Shadow were moving through the enemy taking them out one by one as silent and as lethal as only those two could.

He waited, the dust settling…the air still, then he caught a movement on the right. He looked through his sight. Bull’s-eye.

Wap, wap, wap.

The noise of their ride home echoed in the distance. He gauged it at four minutes out. A long four minutes. And he had a job to complete before then.

There’d been no enemy fire for two minutes. Then Hawk and Shadow were down there. Not much would escape them. Those that did, he took out. They were less than a hundred yards from the landing site but up an exposed hill. He had six men behind him.

The other two of Levi’s team were both injured. Mason and Dane were trying to stabilize them to be airlifted out. Brett and Chase were on the far side, holding their position.

Wap, wap, wap.

Three minutes.

Another bird cry in the sky. Good. Swede and Cooper had their men.

Now to get them all back and in the air safely.

He hadn’t seen anything heavier than automatic rifles yet but could hear vehicles approaching. With the damn rocket launchers if the intel was any good. The last thing he needed was to have the helicopter go down with all of them on board. That was not a statistic he was willing to be a part of.

Dane crawled up beside him. “Status?”

“They are on the return run. No enemy fire in four minutes.” He paused. “The men?”

“Tough and in rough shape. One is almost done.”

Shit.

Dane slipped back to the injured men.

Done usually meant physical injuries that killed his career. Everyone here knew that was the end of the line. The worst nightmare for them all.

He could only hope that Levi and Stone were in better shape but knew that was a pipe dream. Levi was a personal friend of his. He’d seen the lines deepen on his face over the years. He needed to get out before it killed him. Maybe after this.

And suddenly the men were racing toward him. He sprayed the area as Swede carried Stone and Cooper packed Levi. Wap, wap, wap.

They raced past Evan.

Helicopters approached from behind.

Come on, show yourself. I know there is one more of you bastards. No way am I letting you take any of us down at this point.

Wap, wap, wap.

The dust flew as the helicopter lowered to the ground. Men scrambled to get the injured onboard. Mason called. “Moving out.”

Evan didn’t move, his gaze searching the territory. He’d be the last one. One prick was still out there and now the first of several vehicles had arrived. It sat…waiting. Well, so the hell was Evan. The men would need less than two minutes to scramble aboard, secure the injured and lift off.

He figured he needed thirty seconds.

There.

He hoped they had a damn good pilot. He didn’t want to be left behind.

But neither was he going to let his team be taken out because he missed something.

Time.

He lifted onto his heels, crouched and ran, his eyes scanning.

He saw the bastard. Now loading a rocket launcher on his shoulder. Evan lined up the shot and fired. The man’s head flung back as Evan flung himself into the helicopter.

“Go, go, go,” he yelled, lifting for another shot.

The helicopter rose, the movements faster than expected, and so damn smooth he knew who the pilot was. Didn’t that figure?

It was Ice. Her real name was Icelite, some kind of Nordic druid name. But she was known as Ice for her cool calm under pressure performance. Was her new co-pilot with her? Megan? His heart immediately said yes.

If he were honest he was damn glad to have Ice. And Megan.

It’s just he’d rather have Megan under him.

Like she’d been three years ago. They’d parted ways after one hell of a hot and heavy weekend. He’d gone on to bury his sorrow and regret that he hadn’t moved to make it more than that ever since, and she’d ended up engaged. What the hell. Thankfully she’d come to her senses.

Ice, now she was a whole different matter. Her name had been linked with Levi but no one asked – ever.

“Nice shot,” Dane helped him to his seat when the helicopter leaned to the side as it turned and headed home.

He looked around at the rest of the men and mentally counted them off. “We’re flying heavy.”

“Full load plus one. Can’t be helped.”

Evan nodded and closed his eyes.

“Ice will get us home safe.”

“Who’s she flying with?” Evan asked in an even voice, hoping Dane wouldn’t read into the question. But he knew. His heart already knew. He was such an idiot. Why didn’t he realize he’d had a good thing at the time? And move to make it more than a fling? Just think of the years they’d missed. They’d parted ways amicably, but he’d never been able to find the same magic with anyone else. Reinforcing that she was the only one for him.

Then again, maybe it was all in his head. The memory better than the reality. Who knew? Unless he had a chance to get her back in his bed and see if that magic was actually what he remembered, there was no way to know.

But he wanted to find out.


Chapter 2


[image: ___]

Megan watched her radar screens while the helicopter buffeted to the side as Ice slipped away from the attack. Megan had nerves of steel but Ice – well she was like none other.

Unless you mentioned the name Levi to her in private. Then her nerves would shatter. But in public she’d never show a reaction. Megan, on the other hand, well she’d spent her life wearing her emotions on her sleeve. She’d been working hard to change that.

The two of them made a great team even knowing the two men that bothered them were both on board. One had just shot the enemy to shit, and the other had been shot to shit. She could see the white-knuckle grip of Ice’s hands, but not everyone would recognize the signs.

Megan was only holding her own because she had seen Evan get on the helicopter alive and well. And who knew she still cared so much? Now if they could navigate the hell out of here…

“Clear,” Ice muttered under her breath to the helicopter. “Take us home, sweetheart.”

Megan cast her friend a sidelong look, seeing the strain around her mouth. “He’ll make it. He’s tough.”

“He will. He is.”

Nothing more. Then again what could Megan say? This day sucked. She’d seen a lot in the seven years she’d been in the service. But nothing ever prepared one for losing friends and never for losing them in front of you.

“Evan okay?” Ice asked.

“Yeah, the hotshot walked through fire as usual,” she muttered. She wouldn’t say the two women were close friends, but the job demanded trust and that required a little getting to know one another. She considered Ice a friend and hoped the relationship would deepen.

“Takes skill.”

“And attitude.” Megan didn’t know anyone else who could do what he did and always smile about it. Hell, several of the SEALs never smiled. Then again, many had nothing to smile about. At least that was before the Keepers were born. Evan was one of Mason’s group now, but wasn’t a member of the Keepers yet. That wouldn’t happen until he found his true love. And that was just unbelievable to her. He’d been the opposite of a Keeper when she’d known him. He was a player. A swinger. A man about town with the best of everything – and all to hide the emptiness inside. But he couldn’t see it. Didn’t want to see it. And if he did, he didn’t seem capable of knowing how to change it.

Then her knowledge of him was three years old. She’d been back East since then, but gossip traveled fast and far and often.

Apparently the luck of the Keepers was still holding with Cooper and Markus being the latest casualties. At least that’s how some guys referred to them. In truth she thought they were all jealous. She was.

The easy short-term relationship scene was good for both sexes for a lot of reasons, but it got old quick.

At least it had for her. She’d even had a two-year relationship after her sheet-dancing weekend with Evan.

She’d been approved for the helicopter-training program and sure as hell wasn’t going to turn that down. And Evan had made no talk of anything longer than the sweat drying off his back, so when she was given the ship-out date she took it and ran, but like an elastic stretched too far, she’d taken the first chance for a transfer and returned to the West. Only she hadn’t considered Evan as part of her motivation. Until now.

As soon as she arrived she’d been paired with Ice and that part of her life had stabilized and moved forward in a solid way. She loved her work and the people she worked with.

She’d been happy. Then she’d seen Evan again… And everything came rushing back.

The helicopter straightened out and flew a steady course to the ship. The miles were easy now that they were clear of enemy fire.

She loved her job. As in really loved her job. She knew the men in the back felt the same but when was it done? When was it time to walk away and do something different? She had no children. Her parents were both military, so it wasn’t like she’d had much choice. She’d been groomed to go in this direction since birth, although the flying was her own particular bend to the scenario. But it felt right. God she loved the freedom. And knowing that she was needed. That there were people – good men doing dangerous jobs counting on her – well that just added to it.

“You good?” Ice asked.

“Perfect.”

Which was their code word for life sucked but they went on anyway.

Megan sighed. She turned her gaze away from the tight lines around Ice’s mouth. “Perfect is what we do,” she muttered.

“Amen, sister.”

For the next hour they flew through the brilliant sky up the coast back into US airspace. They should have been out of enemy airspace and safe at this point, and there was nothing untoward in the sky. It was a smooth flight homeward. If you ignored the fact that four of their own were badly injured in the back.

“Update?” Megan asked through her headset.

Mason answered, “Two stable, one critical and Levi is holding.”

Ice could hear the answer too.

She frowned. She knew the risks. They all did. But was there anything more painful than knowing there was a road one should have taken but hadn’t and now could lose the opportunity before being given a second chance?

“He’s strong,” Megan said calmly. “He’ll pull through.”

“He might but Stone is going to lose his leg.”

“And I know he’s going to think that’s the worst thing that could happen to him, but you and I both know it’s not.”

“No, but this is his life. It’s his whole purpose for existing,” Mason said in a low voice. “There’s no returning to the unit after this.”

“Well, if the others make it, chances are there are going to be four who need some career counselling.” In the background she could hear someone swearing and cussing. “What’s the commotion?”

“Levi screaming at Stone to hold on.”

“Yeah, that sounds like him.” She’d only met Levi a few times but his character wasn’t hard to miss. Another question burned her throat. She shouldn’t ask. She wanted to desperately but there was no way she wanted the others to know she cared. She’d seen him jump in but there’d been a lot of firepower at the end. He might have been hit.

“He’s fine.”

Startled, she caught her breath back. Then had to ask. “Who?”

And gasped when he said, his voice equally low, “Evan.”

Shit shit.

“Good,” she said calmly, her heart pounding in shock. “I’m presuming all your unit are?”

“They are,” he said equally casually.

She sighed. “Thanks, Mason.” She knew he’d understand.

She glanced over at Ice to see a small smile playing at the corner of her lips. “What are you smirking at?”

Ice gave her that flat stare she was so famous for. “Nothing worth smirking at here,” she said, her tone of voice cool. But then she ruined her hard ass look by adding, “It’s well past that point.”

“You’re a fine one to talk,” Megan said with spirit. Ice was a hell of a woman, but they hadn’t become friends by backing down from each other. No woman in the military was short on backbone. It grew thicker and deeper and stronger with the territory.

The ship came into view. They were two minutes away. They’d made good time. But was it fast enough for the injured men? Christ she hoped so.

Within minutes they were down and organized chaos took over the back of the helicopter. When she was done with her last check through she pulled her helmet off and exited her side. Instantly, she was engulfed in the crowd. A heavy hand grabbed her by the upper arm.

“What the…”

She spun to find Evan tugging her back. Startled, she drummed up a smile. “Hey, nice shooting back there.”

He nodded his thanks, but his tone was cool. “Likewise.”

“Except I wasn’t shooting.”

“No, but it was pretty fancy flying.”

“Nothing more than usual. And Ice well, she’s Ice.”

His lean face was covered in dirt, his clothes muddy and torn. But it was the worry and exhaustion written in the lines on his face that endeared him to her. “How are they?” she asked softly. She knew all SEALs were one unit but they all had some closer connections than others. Levi was Evan’s friend.

The lines deepened. “It’s hard to say. Levi will live. Stone is going to lose his leg. We’re not sure, but he could lose both.”

She swallowed. “That would be tough but then he’s tough too. He can get through this.”

“He is and he will but that’s not the end any of us want. For ourselves or our friends. The others aren’t in great shape either. Likely none will be returning to active duty.”

“I’m sorry,” she said sincerely, trying to tug her arm free. He wouldn’t release her. She stood tall in front of him. “Was there something else?”

He took a deep breath and released her. So she guessed the answer was no.

“When did you get back?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Almost a month ago.”

He reared back slightly and frowned at her. “I didn’t know it was that long ago.”

“Why would you?” she asked in a cool voice.

He snorted. “Because I normally have an internal radar where you are concerned.”

“Right, a radar that tells you when to run in the opposite direction,” she said, shaking her head. “Honestly, I’m surprised you’re talking to me now.”

He looked surprised. “I never did that. I wouldn’t. I seriously only just found out you were back a couple of days before this mission. Of course I’d heard about the hotshot lady pilots. Ice and her new co-pilot. You’ve made a hell of an impression.”

“No, that’s Ice. I’m just the sidekick.”

“And a good one at that. Ice told me you were the best she’s had.”

She loved to hear that. Then again, Ice was something else. “She’s phenomenal,” Megan said warmly. “I’ve never met anyone like her. It’s as if she’s connected instinctively to the machine at all times. Mentally and physically. I swear it.”

“She’s as much of a legend as Levi is.”

That brought the conversation right back around. She couldn’t help but notice how quickly the group moved away from them. She’d long since lost sight of the injured as they’d been raced to medical below.

She reached into the helicopter for her bag only to find it already in Evan’s hands.

“Thanks,” she said grudgingly.

He raised an eyebrow at her tone. She sighed. “I like to look after my own gear.”

“Duly noted.” He passed it to her.

She hefted it over her shoulder. “Catch you later.”

Keeping her stride steady she walked inside. It was all she could do to not turn and look behind and see what he was doing.

“How about coffee?” he asked from right behind her.

Well, that answered that.

“Not today.” She threw him a smile. “We’re taking the helicopter to North Island for repairs and then I get to sleep in my bed.”

“Alone?”

Megan misstepped. “Sorry?”

“You heard me.”

“I hope I didn’t. That would mean that you really were putting your nose in where it didn’t belong.”

“I wouldn’t do that.” He held his hands up in front of him but with a big grin.

“Good. Because it’s none of your business.” Getting pissier by the minute and not really sure why, she turned and took several more steps again.

“What if I want it to be?”

This time she was ready for him. She knew him from old. “I’m not looking for a good time anymore, Evan.”

“Are you sure? We were good together.”

“We were. But we are no longer.”

He opened his mouth and she held up a hand to stop him. “I’m not looking for the same thing now.”

He nodded. “That’s good. I don’t want the same thing either.”

She shot him a look of disbelief. “Right.”

“Hey, if you can change so can I.”

“Maybe and maybe not.” She shook her head. “This is a stupid conversation.” She kept walking. “I’ve got to go. Save the games for someone else.”

And she kept on walking.

[image: *]*

She was more beautiful than ever. Older, stronger, her spine stood straighter. She’d matured into something so much more than before.

And he wanted her. He’d always wanted her.

But she wasn’t there for him – at least right now. And that was something he’d do his best to change. He turned and headed back to grab his gear. The return to reality came with the grim awareness that someone else wasn’t going to be able to look after their own. He joined the rest of his unit to find Ice hauling an armload.

She was carrying Levi’s gear. She handed it over to Mason. He accepted it.

Like a baton being passed, she turned and walked away.

How she’d gotten her hands on it Evan didn’t know but assumed she’d either found it after the medics stripped him or it had been left in her helicopter. She always went over her helicopter. With a nautical awareness. Everything was meticulous with her. Hell, Levi was the same.

They were a matched set.

He had no idea what went wrong between them, but something had and it had been major and final. And yet neither had another partner.

Ice walked past him, her long single braid down her back, her deep ocean blue eyes cold like her name. She gave him a short nod and kept on walking.

In two steps he’d reached Mason and the growing silence in the group. “Levi?”

He shrugged. “He’s alive. But we don’t know more than that. They all are.”

“Good. Then we take care of their stuff until they get back.”

As plans went it was the best they had.


Chapter 3
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Megan woke the next morning, sore and tired. Not sure why but she tried to shake it off as she put on her jogging clothes. Outside, she stood listening to the birds as she took several huge gulping breaths of fresh early morning air into her lungs.

After a couple of stretches she headed out. Her legs were rubbery. Uncoordinated. As if she needed to go back to bed for a few more hours. But that wasn’t going to happen. She just had to push through it.

She was good at that. Ignoring the heaviness, she hit the trails at a sprint sure to set the blood pounding in her veins. The day was gorgeous. It was early with a freshness to it that had her lungs sucking in joy. She pounded forward at a steady rate, watching as the world slowly woke up.

At the end of her five miles she stopped several blocks from her small house and walked the rest of the way to cool down. She did a few arm stretches to loosen up. A hot shower then she had to get to work. She had a long day ahead. Hopefully not as bad as yesterday.

Missions like yesterday’s were hard on everyone. Especially when their own got hurt. Caught up in her own thoughts, the whiff of his presence caught her by surprise. She knew before she looked at her front door that Evan was going to be there.

In fact, he was almost at her side. She slowed to a stop and studied his beloved face, while wondering at the longing for what they’d had. How could the pull be so strong after so long – and flare up so fast? He was deadly to her senses.

“You’re looking better,” she said by way of greeting.

“You’re not,” he answered, his gaze intense on her.

“Nice. Not.” She shook her head. “Is that how you charm all the women in your life?”

“Are you a woman in my life?” His grin lit up the loneliness in her heart.

“No. I’m not.” She glared at him but there was no heat in it.

“Would you like to be?” And he flashed that devilish grin at her again.

“Hell no.”

The grin fell away. “So can I drop the player pretense now?” he asked in a quiet voice.

She froze. “Is it a pretense?”

“Absolutely.” He laughed but the joviality was gone. It was a serious calm Evan now. Secure in himself. “I might have been like that a long time ago, but years have gone by. I’m different. You’re different. Why don’t we just leave it at that?”

“That works for me.” And it did. She didn’t need to hang on to that shit. She’d almost made it to the chapel and the whole white picket fence thing. That she didn’t was her fault. But he didn’t need to know. Besides if he’d changed to the man before her, then she liked what she saw. More than liked. Knowing he hadn’t wanted more than a fling held her back last time. And circumstances had conspired against them. They were both older, more mature, and maybe both were interested. Although she’d need to wait a bit on that one. She didn’t want to rush into anything. And fail again. He was a good man. He deserved more.

“I’ve got to go. I’m late already. I’m supposed to meet up with Ice this morning and also have a training session on a computer upgrade later this afternoon, too.” Listen to her. She was babbling like an idiot.

“Sounds exciting,” he said smiling.

“Well not as exciting as rescuing big bad SEALs,” she said teasingly.

“Needed an extraction, not a rescue, thanks.” But he smiled at her. “And I do mean the last part.”

“You’re welcome.” Laughing, she ran up the stairs to her front door. She slammed it closed behind her and headed for the shower. Running into Evan had taken up precious minutes.

The hot water felt damn good. But by the time she was dressed she had to skip breakfast. She didn’t want to go in late – and for just once, she’d like to be earlier than Ice. It hadn’t happened yet.

And today was no exception.

“Good morning,” Megan said quietly as she made it to where the helicopter was undergoing repairs after yesterday’s flight. Ice had flown it back to North Camp after they’d been given clearance to return to base. She watched Ice check over the helicopter like it was her baby. And it was in a way. “How is it?”

“Two bullet holes, both needing to be fixed but she’s solid.”

Megan nodded. Of course there were holes. She remembered the bullets hitting as they came in for landing, but with all the chaos and a safe return she’d forgotten about it. Not something Ice would ever do. She walked over to see the damage. Thankfully it was minor. “How is Levi?”

Ice shrugged. “They are all in intensive care. None will be back to work – for a long time – if ever.”

Megan sighed. “New recruits coming up.”

“These four men are not replaceable.” Ice’s voice was colder than ever.

“None of us are,” Megan said quietly.

Ice closed her eyes. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to snap at you.”

“Hey, it’s understandable.”

“More than you realize. Stone is my brother.”

Megan gasped. “What?”

“Stepbrother. We spent a decade in the same household growing up, but then he moved out and our parents split. It had been the second marriage for each of them, and the last I heard they were both on thirds.”

“Have you been to the hospital to see him?”

Ice shook her head. “He’s in surgery and will be in intensive care for a while. I’ll go later.” She turned to look at Megan. “How’s Evan?”

“Cocky as ever.”

“Really?” She frowned. “He’s not been that way for a long time.”

“Well, we do have some history that might be bringing out that behavior. He says he didn’t know I was back. Hell, I’ve been here a month now. If he’d wanted to find me then he would have.”

“He changed after making it through BUD/s training,” Ice said. “Something inside him settled. He wasn’t just military. Now he was elite but with it came a ton of responsibility. It was the making of him.” She waved a hand. “I like who he is now.”
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      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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