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About This Book


Dr. Cresswell Simmons, a dream worker, is passionate about traumatized psychics and works in a psychiatric hospital to find those she can help. Six months ago, she barely survived a traumatic experience with a patient. Now on the cusp of returning to work and dreading every minute of it, she’s asked to step back into the same case that almost destroyed her. She desperately wants to say no, but an eight-year-old boy’s life is at stake.

Gray Burnett had worked on the original case, watching the devastation that had hurt Cressy. When asked to help her retrieve the information they need, he agrees—but more to protect her and the little boy than following orders. When her return to work is less than joyful, he wonders at the undercurrents in the hospital, as jealousy, admin disputes, even Board of Director members dominate the investigation and not in a good way.

Cressy is used to a world that doesn’t understand her work, but she needs Gray to open up and to see what’s going on around them. It’s the only way they will survive, as the case takes a bizarre turn that shocks even her…

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


Chapter 1
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Cresswell Simmons blinked in the darkness, the drum of the phone beside her slow and insistent. She groaned as she reached out a hand. She checked the number on the caller ID and whispered, “Dr. Maddy?”

“Sorry Cressy,” Dr. Maddy muttered. “I forgot what time it was.”

“Or what time zone it was. Where are you?”

“I’m in England right now.”

“Great, that’s nice for you. I’m in Maine. Remember?”

“I know. I’m just…”

“You just what?”

“I’m in trouble.”

At that, Cressy bolted upright.

“What kind of trouble? Do I need to call Drew? Grant? What’s going on?”

Dr. Maddy’s laughter rolled free through the phone. “No, not that kind of trouble. I need help, very specialized help.”

“Oh no, not again.” Cressy moaned.

“Unfortunately you’re the only one I know who can do something about this.”

“And you know how it hurts me to do it,” she muttered.

“And yet you’re getting better at it,” Dr. Maddy added encouragingly.

“At least you hope I am.”

“We’ve certainly saved a lot of people,” Dr. Maddy noted, “so I don’t really want to think of this as being something that we can’t do more of.”

“Because it’s not you going into these crazy minds and trying to figure out how to straighten them up and decide who is sane and who is not.”

“I know. This one’s…”

“Special?” Cressy asked. “You say that every time. You do know that, right?” She pushed herself up against the headboard and rubbed the sleep from her eyes. Looking around the room in the dim light, she checked the alarm clock. “It’s five in the morning,” she muttered.

“Yep, I know. I know, and I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine. Who am I going after, and what’s going on?”

Dr. Maddy began, “It’s a male.”

“That’s a change,” she noted, with a yawn. “Won’t make a damn bit of difference, you know? I still might not get in.”

“You might not be able to, but Stefan has had some luck with him, and I’ve had just enough luck to realize that he’s there.”

“And, if he’s there, why isn’t he coming out?”

“Now this is the part that gets dicey.”

“Uh-oh, don’t tell me this is another dangerous one. You know I don’t like those.”

“I know you don’t, but this is a boy. He’s only twelve years old, and his mind is still at the point where we can do something with it.”

“Where is he?”

“He’s in Bishop’s Sanatorium,” Dr. Maddy stated.

Cressy hated that, absolutely hated it whenever it involved a sanatorium. Especially that one—her home away from home—when she’d been working at least. “And who’ll get me out when I get locked in there?”

“I’m really hoping you will get in and get out without any trouble.”

“You’re hoping for that, but you’re not sure that it’ll happen, are you?”

“I can’t be sure. You know that. It’s dicey, but both Stefan and I think that the boy’s in there and that he’s hiding.”

“And why is he hiding?” she asked. “You need to give me some background.”

“His family was murdered. By a family annihilator, as the FBI profilers call it,” Dr. Maddy explained, her voice low.

“Great, and I suppose you found this one through Grant.”

“I heard about him from Grant, and Grant gave me all the background history on the boy. Which is already rough enough.”

“Are you sure the child even wants to come back out?”

“I don’t think he knows he has a choice. I think he’s hiding because he believes the annihilator is still coming after him.”

“Was the annihilator caught?”

“Yes,” Dr. Maddy confirmed. “He’s been locked up, and this little boy needs to know that it’s safe to come back out to reality.”

“Great. Well, you make it sound easy enough, but, if it were easy, you would have done it already.”

At that, she sighed. “No, I… It’s never that easy, is it?”

“No, it sure isn’t.”

“The boy has had some testing done, and basically he’s nonviolent, but he’s withdrawn, disassociated from society. One of his doctors has been working with him and saw obvious signs of stressors, where slight noises make him jump. All kinds of stuff are going on in there.”

“Right, of course there is,” Cressy agreed. “And how is it you think I’ll get him out?”

“I need you to go in there. I need you to go into his head and to tell him it’s okay.”

“Again, if it were that easy, you would have done it already. So what’s the trick?”

“The trick is, he’s not listening,” Dr. Maddy shared. “As far as he’s concerned, the wrong person was caught, and so he doesn’t believe us. I haven’t been able to convince him otherwise.”

Cressy pondered that for a moment. “Okay. And you think it’s all part of the boy’s delusion?”

“Yes, I do. Grant does. Everybody does. We have a confession from the killer, so the boy should be free and clear. Yet he doesn’t want to come out. I think he’s just so caught up in his own psychopathy that he can’t get out.”

“Fine, I’ll try,” Cressy stated, “but, even if I can talk to him, that’s no guarantee that he’ll want to come out. You know it’s safe in there.”

“It is safe,” Dr. Maddy acknowledged, “which is why he’s there. I just need you to try.”

“Is there something else that is special about this one?”

“There’s always something special, but yes. He has a grandmother who’s desperate to have him come back to her. The poor grandmother lost everybody, and now it’s just this little boy and an aunt. We want to give him a chance at life.”

“How long ago did this happen?”

“Four months.”

Cressy winced at that. “Just enough time for him to settle in there.”

“I know, and that’s why it’ll take somebody special, like you.”

“Yeah, you know that the sympathy and flattery stuff really doesn’t work on me.”

At that, Dr. Maddy laughed. “I know, but will you try?”

“Yeah, I’ll try. I also want the name of the FBI agent assigned to the case.”

“Why is that?”

“Because I need to know what this boy went through and what he’s built for a retreat, a shelter in his own head, so I can make him realize the world outside of that shelter is also safe. And Lord help us all if we’re wrong…”

“I can give you his name,” Dr. Maddy replied, “but—”

“Oh, don’t tell me. He’s a nonbeliever, I suppose.”

“Yeah, he is. He knows that Drew’s married to me and that we have both worked with FBI Agent Grant Summers before, but, as far as this other agent is concerned, it’s all BS.”

“And is that because he’s also very gifted and he’s ignoring it or because he only sees black-and-white?”

“I’ve only met him one time, and I would tend to say he only sees black-and-white, but I don’t really know,” Dr. Dr. Maddy admitted. “That’s up to you to sort out.”

“You never make it easy, do you?”

“It’s not me,” she replied. “I’m a pushover for kids.… Last time we talked, so were you.”

“That’s a low blow.” Cressy growled into the phone.

“No, you’re right. It is. I’m just… I need you to go in after him.”

“I told you that I would,” Cressy repeated, “but I’m not going in unprepared. And you know what happens if I open up that line.”

“I know. I do. Stefan will help. I’ll be there, and, on this end, if you contact that FBI agent, we can make sure that nothing else happens.”

“Yeah, but once we open the doors to crazy, crazy comes out,” Cressy declared.

“And, when we open the doors to somebody who’s hiding,” Dr. Maddy added, “joy, laughter, and love can come out again. Let’s give this little boy a chance.”

“Fine,” Cressy said, “but I’m calling the agent in the morning.”

“You don’t have to. He’ll be there in an hour.” And, with that, Dr. Maddy started to hang up.

“What’s his name?” Cressy cried out.

Dr. Maddy’s voice rang out loud and clear. “His name is Gray, and you met him last time. He was there.” Then Dr. Maddy hung up, leaving Cressy to stare down at the phone in dismay.

She also hadn’t asked for the name of the boy, but she knew the file would be coming. All the files would be. It’s also why there would be an FBI agent attached, whether she asked for it or not. Obviously a whole lot more was going on in this case than Dr. Maddy had let on. Especially if the FBI would be at her door in an hour.

With that, she threw back the covers and headed for the shower. In spite of herself, she was intrigued. And a little scared. The last time she’d been caught up in one of Dr. Maddy’s cases, Dr. Maddy had damn-near died. Cressy really wasn’t about to sign up for another one of those again.

Yet, as she stepped into the bathroom and stared into the mirror, she shook her head. “Seems you did it anyway, fool.” Then she got in and turned on the water.


Chapter 2
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Knock-knock. Knock-knock.

Cressy stared at the door, her brows furrowing, as she studied the huge wooden piece. It had been a long time since she’d opened the door to strangers.

When a voice on the other side called out, “Dr. Cresswell Simmons? This is FBI Agent Gray Burnett.”

She stared at the door with dread. She knew perfectly well that, once she opened it, if she opened it, there was no going back. But she still hadn’t found a way to come to terms with what she was about to do. She got up and slowly walked toward the door, then opened up the little peephole and stared out, expecting to see a stranger on the other side, but this wasn’t some stranger.

She opened the door to frown at him. “Don’t I know you?”

He slowly nodded. “Yes, we’ve met.”

She wasn’t sure about where or when, but then she’d blocked out a lot of things in life that were unpleasant. The fact that she recognized him and yet didn’t remember how she knew him meant that he belonged to an era that she did not want to recall. Slowly she opened the door wider and let him in.

He stepped inside, took a casual look around, and then turned to face her.

That’s when it hit her. “You were part of the case,” she murmured, staring at him, the fear rising deep inside her.

“I was. I was one of the FBI agents working that case back then.”

She wrapped her arms around her chest, then closed the door and slowly walked back into her living room. “And you’re here now. Why is that?” she asked, realizing her tone was hard.

He hesitated, then asked, “Did Dr. Maddy contact you?”

“Yes.” Then she noted another connection. “You’re the one who works with Grant.”

He nodded. “I am.… Are you okay?”

She gave a bitter laugh. “How is anybody ever okay after something like that?”

“Look. I don’t know why you even agreed to do this,” he began. “I know what you went through last time, at least some of it, and it was pretty traumatizing.”

“Yeah, it was,” she confirmed, tossing him a look, “but I’m not some delicate flower.”

He stared at her. “I never thought you were, but it was only a few months ago.”

“Six months actually.” She shook her head and stared out the window. “A pretty long six months.”

He nodded in agreement.

“Why you?” she asked, turning to look at him.

“I honestly don’t know. Grant just told me that I was connected.”

Her eyebrows shot up at that. “Did he say in what way?”

“No, just that Dr. Maddy had insisted that it needed to be me. I don’t know more than that.” He hesitated and then raised both hands, as if frustrated in his own right. “I don’t have much to do with this stuff, you know? I’m not a believer,” he admitted, gentling his tone. “I’m not trying to insult you guys because I’ve seen some phenomenal work, especially from Dr. Maddy and Stefan.”

“Yet you’re still not a believer.” She frowned. “Even though you just shared how you’ve seen some incredible things.”

He studied her and then nodded again. “I know, and it sounds like a complete dichotomy. I get it.”

“Because it is,” she replied in exasperation. “You either believe what they’ve achieved, or you don’t, in which case you’re probably on the wrong side of the fence and definitely aren’t the person I need with me for this battle.”

“You say that as if you’ll be at war,” he noted cautiously.

She glared at him. “What do you think that last battle was?”

He winced at that. “From what I saw, it was some kind of a strange off-the-charts commotion, yes,” he confirmed. “If you’re thinking it’ll be like that again, why would you even agree to do this?”

“Because apparently a twelve-year-old boy is at the heart of this.”

“Yes, there is that.” He let out a sigh.

“The question I’m struggling with is, why you agreed to go.”

“Because a twelve-year-old boy is at the heart of this,” he repeated.

At that, she realized he didn’t want to be here, but he would do it just because of that boy. She blew out her breath. “That was the right answer.” She gave him a weak smile.

His lips twitched. “I’m glad I passed one test, at least,” he muttered. “But for somebody who doesn’t deal with it all the time, this isn’t very comfortable stuff.”

“For somebody who does deal with it a lot, it’s also not comfortable stuff, so don’t kid yourself. What I do is already at the edge of normal in my world, and I take it way past my normal,” she stated boldly. “I have a degree, and I work in a field where I have the respect of my colleagues for the results that I achieve, but they don’t realize the kind of inside work I really do on the patients.”

At that, a grimace slid across his face, and he gave a clipped nod. “Everything I’ve heard about what you do sounds like fantasy—or rather some horror movie.”

“After the last time, absolutely,” she agreed. “I had come up against something like that before, but never with that kind of power, that kind of strength,” she whispered, wrapping her arms around herself. When she realized that they still stood in the front hallway, she motioned toward the living room. “Please, come in and sit down.”

He hesitated, then kicked off his shoes and walked in, settling in the single armchair.

She looked over at him and smiled. “Obviously you’re not at ease.”

He shrugged. “Would you be?”

“I don’t know,” she replied. “I’ve never been in your situation.”

“How did you get into this?” he asked curiously.

She snorted at that. “I’m not sure anybody gets into this. As you can imagine, I didn’t have much choice.”

“It would help me to understand if you could explain a little bit.”

“Explain how I got into doing what I’m doing?” A bit of exasperation was evident in her voice. “An explanation will not help you at all. It won’t make what we are facing any less challenging, and it sure as hell won’t make it easier on me.”

He stared off in a corner for a moment, then finally turned back to her. “Stefan told me that you wouldn’t be easy.”

She burst out laughing. “Easy isn’t part of my domain.”

“Dr. Maddy explained how it was a defense mechanism, kind of like a fear reflex.”

She winced. “Yeah, see? That’s the problem when working with people who understand what you’re going through. There really is no privacy.”

“Maybe not, yet we’re here to accomplish one thing, and that’s to see if there is a whole, sane boy on the inside, hiding from the world.”

“Oh, he’s there all right,” she declared, “but apparently the family annihilator is right there with him.”

Gray flattened his back against the chair and just stared at her. When his phone buzzed, he pulled it out and answered it automatically. “Hey, Grant. Yeah, I’m here,” he answered calmly, but he knew his tone was off, and no way he would fool Grant, since they’d been close friends for well over a decade.

“Yeah, I know what you’re going through,” Grant said. “A bit of a shock, isn’t it?”

“I’d seen her before, so some of it isn’t a shock.” And then he frowned at her, almost smiling inside when she gave him a frown right back.

“She’s thinner than last time,” Gray noted, narrowing his gaze as he eyed her. “Looks like she’s had a hard time.”

She snorted at that, then got up and walked into the kitchen.

He grinned and kept on talking. “Yeah, she just left the room.” As soon as he thought she was out of earshot, he whispered into the phone, “What the hell?”

“I know. I know,” Grant replied in a soothing tone. “It’ll be bad. We get it. Or it could be bad anyway.”

“Oh, no doubt about it. You missed what she just told me.”

“What’s that?”

“She said the annihilator is still in the boy’s head—or something along that line,” he clarified, yet still confused. “So, don’t ask me any questions about it. That’s something that needs to go back to Dr. Maddy and Stefan. Not sure Dr. Cresswell’s totally sane.”

“I’ll talk to Dr. Maddy right away because that’s not my understanding. I thought this would be a routine checkup, and all we needed was to confirm that the boy was really where he needed to be or that somebody there could help him,” Grant stated, his voice sharp. “I’ll get back to you.” With that, Grant hung up.

As Gray sat here, trying to digest the little bit of information he had,… Cressy came back out into the living room, holding two cups of coffee. She held one out for him, which he gratefully accepted. “How did you know I like it black Dr. Cresswell?”

She snorted. “It wasn’t hard, since that seems to be the way any ‘real man’ takes it,” she declared, with an eye roll. “And call me Cressy. Everyone does.”

He nodded in acknowledgement. “I’ll admit that Grant and I both take it that way.”

“Yep, and so do Rohan and Nick and a couple other FBI agents I’ve met over the years. A simple thing to remember.”

He chuckled. “I appreciate it.” She didn’t respond and just sat back down again. “Look. Can I ask you what you mean when you said the annihilator is still there?”

“The boy saw something, and, when he saw something, he internalized it.”

“Okay.” When she didn’t say anything else, he became restless. “I get that you don’t want to share information, but it’s kind of awkward, as if I’m trying to pull teeth here. I wasn’t aware that the boy knew, saw, or had any information on the annihilator.”

“I don’t know that he has any info, nor did I say he had any,” she corrected. “That’s a different story.”

He blinked. “Sorry?”

She sighed. “Just because the boy has experienced what he has, the information is in his memory banks, but that doesn’t mean he knows it’s there. Nor does it mean he can pull out that information.”

“So he really can’t help us solve the case?”

She frowned at him. “You haven’t solved it?”

He frowned right back. “No.”

“Great,” she muttered under her breath. “I wasn’t aware of that either.” Just then her phone rang. “Yes, Stefan,” she answered, with something akin to disgust in her tone. “He’s here.”

Gray immediately leaned forward and spoke. “Stefan, I’m here.”

She put the phone down and announced, “Go ahead. You’re on Speakerphone.”

“I’m glad you two have met again,” Stefan began calmly.

“You could have told me it would be him,” Cressy noted.

“Would you have let him in the door?” Stefan asked.

She sighed. “I don’t know. I didn’t get a chance to decide that though, did I?”

He chuckled. “I think I know by now how you would have reacted.”

“So, in other words, I wasn’t given a chance to react, and, once again, you were manipulating the situation. That seems to be a recurring thing.”

Silence came on the other end, and even Gray was surprised, since very few people ever spoke to Stefan like that.

His tone was mild as he replied, “Get up on the wrong side of the bed this morning?”

“Yeah, ever since Dr. Maddy put in the request,” Cressy muttered.

“It is a twelve-year-old boy, and I think he deserves a chance in life.”

“Sure he does, but you do realize that—”

Before she could say anything more, Gray leaned forward and interrupted, before it got out of hand. This was not getting them anywhere. “Stefan, she mentioned something about the annihilator being there.” When another round of silence came from the other end, Gray turned to see her frowning at him. “Unless she was just saying that to get rid of me.”

She rolled her eyes. “I don’t have time to spend saying crap just to get rid of you. The door is right there. I could just kick you out.”

“I don’t kick out that easily,” Gray noted mildly.

“You just might in a case like this,” she pointed out, her tone turning heavy.

Stefan, his voice hard, intervened. “Zip it, both of you. Are you sure about the annihilator, Cressy?”

“Of course I’m sure,” she snapped. “I just don’t know how much. I don’t know whether it’s just his memories, the little bit that he saw, or what. I don’t know. But I also wasn’t aware that this case hadn’t been solved. You have to know that is a completely different story, as far as I’m concerned.”

She heard voices in the background and realized Stefan was talking to somebody. “Grant says they have a lead on somebody, and he is nowhere near the boy.”

She pinched the bridge of her nose.

Gray could tell that, whatever it was, it was upsetting her even more. “She doesn’t appear to like that answer,” he told Stefan. “Maybe it will help to know we did have a suspect charged and awaiting trial, but we’re concerned it’s the wrong suspect.”

Stefan, his voice clipped, added, “I can take another look.”

“Yeah, you need to,” Cressy replied. Then she whispered, “I’m not sure I’m up for this.”

Stefan’s voice softened. “Look. If there was anyone else I could call, I would have, but you’ve had six months to get back out there.”

“Great, thanks. Hey, anybody else could have done this in that time, no problem. You’ve had your holiday, now get your act together and get out there. That’s it, right?”

“No,” Stefan countered. “You know that’s not what I meant.”

“Maybe not, but I get it. You don’t think I recognize that I’m taking a cowardly way out by not doing this work anymore?”

“It’s not cowardly,” Stefan declared. “Very few people have ever endured the kind of a scenario you had and survived. The fact that you did survive already makes you very special.”

“Great. So, what do you want to bet that there isn’t some sort of billboard to the spirits on the other side, saying, Hey, look. She’s the best of the best. Why don’t you come give her another try? Anybody else? Any other takers? Let’s put bets on it too.” Her tone was irate by then. She got up and paced around the room, a small, lean fireball.

Watching her pace was giving Gray a headache. He leaned forward and whispered, “Stefan, is this dangerous for her?”

“Sure it’s dangerous,” Stefan replied, “and she knows that. We will do everything we can to minimize the danger. We underestimated just how dangerous her last case was. That blew up on us. We weren’t prepared.”

At that, she raced over to the coffee table, where her phone was, then leaned over it and stated, “We couldn’t have done anything about it anyway.”

“Do you think I don’t consider that all the time too? You’ve been doing this work for a very long time. We’ve been helping a lot of people, but unfortunately there always seems to be more people to help. I do feel responsible for what you went through.”

She groaned. “Look. You’re not responsible, Stefan. I know that. I never held you responsible for it.”

“You might not have, but that doesn’t mean that I don’t hold myself responsible,” Stefan stated calmly. “We were working the case together, and neither of us had any idea it would blow up in our faces. Everything aside, we survived.”

“Sure, we survived, but you went on to live a normal life, whereas I’ve been basically hiding in my apartment for six months.”

“Isn’t it time to come out then?” Gray asked her in a reasonable tone.

She turned and glared at him. “Sure, you handle the ghosties this time then, and we’ll see how quickly you come out of your sanctuary afterward.”

He pondered that. “I guess that’s what it’s all about though, isn’t it? You’re afraid.”

She stared at him and, in dulcet tones, said, “Wow, give the man a prize.”

He winced. “Look. I’m not trying to be thick over this, or difficult. I just mean that, if this is something you can’t do, then I may as well go because we’re just wasting time.”

She groaned. “It wouldn’t be so bad, but…”

“But what?” he asked, still bewildered.

“But what if it happens again?” she asked, glaring at him. “What if I’m walking right back into the same scenario I just got out of?”

He let out his breath slowly. “Is that even a possibility? I mean, surely the last time, when whatever happened, happened—and believe me. I haven’t spent too much time thinking about it because it gives me the heebie-jeebies,” he admitted, looking suspiciously around, “but is it really possible that something like that could ever happen a second time?”

“Yes,” Stefan confirmed through the phone. “It is possible. Is it likely? No, but it is possible.”

For the first time, Gray was starting to understand what was going on here. “So, are we seriously thinking this will be a repeat of that nightmare?” Her reluctance made some sense now. “I couldn’t even come to grips with what happened last time. You know perfectly well that I’m not a great believer in any of this stuff, and, as she pointed out when I just told her that, it makes absolutely no sense, not when I’ve seen the remarkable things that you and Dr. Maddy have done.”

“Which doesn’t make me feel any better,” Stefan admitted, “because she’s right. Either you’re a believer or you’re not.”

At that, Grant joined the conversation. “I don’t know about that, Stefan,” Grant added. “I can’t do any of the stuff that you do, but I have seen enough that I no longer disbelieve. If you or Dr. Maddy tell me that I need to do something, and it’s for the sake of saving lives, I do it and ask questions later. It took me a while to get there, but obviously Dr. Maddy has helped me on various FBI cases, and that has helped bring my belief system forward a little bit.”

“Ya think?” Stefan quipped.

“Where is the boy staying?” Cressy asked shakily, but Gray could tell from the dread in her voice that she already knew.

Stefan replied, “You know where he is. He’s being held at your local facility.”

“Of course. My facility, right?”

“Yes,” Stefan confirmed. “You still have an operating license, don’t you?”

“If you mean, privileges at that hospital, yes, I do. So, was that the other reason you called me?”

“Yes, because you have privileges there,” he admitted. “Though I could probably have gotten you in as a guest anyway. You’re on a sabbatical. Is that correct?”

“Yes, but it’s just about over. I’ve been getting questioned by my colleagues about whether or not I’m coming back. Up until now, the answer was an absolute yes,” she muttered. “Or at least to ease back into it gently.”

Gray watched her carefully, now that he understood more. He had been around some last time and had heard more about it afterward. Still he hadn’t fully known what was going on, and maybe that was a problem now as well. “Look. I only came over to talk with her.,” he admitted, staring at the phone. “Grant wanted me to come over.”

“He wanted you here, so I could assess your energy and could confirm that I could work with you,” she shared. “I just wasn’t aware that this would all be happening right now.”

“Yet you know that time is of the essence,” Gray noted.

“Sure,” she muttered. “Time is always of the essence.”

Stefan, his voice warm, added, “Cressy, I know that this is something you’ve been holding off on, and I agree wholeheartedly that you should be getting back to work and all, but I certainly understand if you’ve been trying to tell yourself that you’re not ready.”

She snorted at that. “Trying to tell myself I’m not ready?” She shook her head. “I know I’m ready to a certain extent. I also know that this is not something I really want anything to do with, but, as agreed, I will go to the hospital and meet him.”

“Good,” Stefan replied, a note of satisfaction in his voice.

“But I’m not guaranteeing anything,” she stated. “I might not even connect with the boy. As you probably know, I shut down everything for quite some time.”

“I know you did,” Stefan said. “That’s part of the reason for the sabbatical. You burned out and, when you burn out, it can take a while to come back again.”

“And that’s only if I’m prepared to come back,” she stated in a husky tone.

“Got it,” Stefan replied. “I do appreciate the fact that you’re willing to talk to the boy.”

“Right,” she muttered. “I was already booked to return to the office on Monday.”

“You could go a little earlier, just to see where things are at the place, right?” Gray asked her.

Cressy sighed. “Yes, I could.”

“What reason did you give for your absence?” Gray asked.

“I took a sabbatical for research.”

“That works,” Gray replied, “so nobody will question you too much.”

“Except for asking questions about the research I was doing,” she murmured. “I really don’t want to give too many explanations.”

“Don’t give any if you don’t have to,” Gray suggested. “Sounds as if maybe keeping things quiet is more important.”

“It’s not always that easy,” she noted. “Colleagues can be fairly persistent when they’re looking to see what kind of work you’re doing, since our jobs are only as safe as our results. The work is more of a life for us, and, if I’ve come back with new techniques, they’ll want to know about it.”

“Would you normally share?”

She gave him half a smile. “In my line of work I would normally share all kinds of things, but nobody—and I do mean nobody but the people on this phone call and Dr. Maddy—understand exactly what I do.”

At that, Stefan laughed. “I don’t even understand what you do. I understand the results, and I understand you’re a miracle worker, but that’s about it.”

“Fine, I’ll go in on Monday.” When Stefan went silent, she groaned. “You want me to go in now, don’t you? As in right now?”

“I don’t know what’s wrong with the boy at present,” Stefan admitted apologetically, “but it seems something is changing, something is moving.”

“And you can’t sort it out?” she asked.

Stefan laughed. “No. Contrary to what everyone believes, I can’t do everything all the time.”

“Wow, that must have been an unfortunate surprise for you,” Cressy quipped.

Stefan snorted. “You do know that you’re the only person who ever talks to me like that?”

“The world would be better if more people did,” she declared.

“You’re just mad because I told Dr. Maddy to call you.”

“You could have called me yourself, you know?”

“I could have, but I figured that the first contact after all this time would be better coming from her.”

“You mean, the request would be better coming from her.” Then Cressy let out a big heavy sigh. “You also knew I couldn’t turn down anything to do with a twelve-year-old boy.”

“I would like to know more about how that works,” Gray said, from beside her.

She glanced at him and shrugged. “Part of the reason I got into this was, when my sister was eight, she had a psychotic episode and ended up in an institution herself. The only way I could stay in contact with her was… to do what I do.”

“But what is it that you do?” Gray stared at her in frustration. “I have no idea what you were doing, but honestly all I saw last time was you going berserk. So, I wasn’t at all sure what to think when I was asked to come help you now, and all I could think was, Why me?”

She studied him for a moment, then laughed and laughed. When she could finally speak again, she muttered, “Good God, you really have a death wish to show up now, if that’s what you thought was going on last time.”

“Nobody explained anything. At least not in any way that I could understand.”

“That’s the kicker,” she noted. “Somebody may or may not have attempted to explain, but it’s not the easiest thing to explain or to understand, so that’s a whole different step.”

“When and how did you contact your sister?” Gray asked, his tone mutinous.

She grinned. “I went into her mind to say hi.”

He frowned at her. “Did she say hi back?”

“She absolutely did,” Cressy confirmed. “I was the only one who could reach her, the only one who could talk to her, so I went dancing through her mind.”

“Are you sure you were actually talking to her? I mean, you were just a kid yourself, right? How old were you?”

“I was ten,” she replied. “As the older sister I felt responsible for her.”

“Oh, I get that. I have a kid sister myself, but I don’t go dancing through her mind. And that’s… a very strange way to put it.”

“Not really,” she corrected, with a heavy sigh. “All kinds of things are in people’s minds that you don’t want to touch on, and you don’t really have any way of knowing how the filing system in each individual brain is set up. So, I open a door,… check it out, and just choose to look further or to leave and try the next door. I call it dancing through their mind because I go from one aspect of their mind to another, until I get to wherever I need to be.”

“And where you need to be is what?”

“In my sister’s case, I needed to be where she was, the personality at her core. I knew that was the part of her I could talk to, so I could get her to come home.”

“Come home?”

She studied him and shook her head. “You should tell Grant that you need to take on a different job and just refuse this one,” she declared. “You’ll sleep better at night.”

“Probably, but I’m not the kind of person to walk away from a challenge.”

“This isn’t exactly a challenge,” she argued, “but you might consider the fact that this will potentially be a very difficult scenario for you.”

“You still aren’t telling me anything.”

“Nothing to tell,” she replied in exasperation. “I go into people’s minds, and I find out where they’re at, what they’re thinking, and how they’re thinking. Then, based on my medical training, I diagnose them on whether they’re actually psychotic or maybe just caught up in their own crazy world and don’t know how to get out of it or many other different scenarios. Therefore, you might want to tell Grant you want to change jobs.”

At that, Grant, who was still on the phone, along with Stefan, spoke up. “And, of course, I would tell him that he could walk away, except for the fact that Dr. Maddy says he’s important.”

“Stefan, why is he important?” Cressy asked.

“Because he was there the last time,” he murmured. “Cressy, you pulled on Gray’s energy as a ground.”

Startled, she turned and stared at him. “I did?”

Gray just shrugged, having no idea what that meant.

“You did,” Stefan declared. “So the fact that Gray functioned as a ground for you, seemingly unaware, while you used that to keep your own sanity, means that, if we run into problems in this case, Gray’s the person I would want there with you to help you out.”

“Even though I have no idea what you’re talking about and no idea how to do whatever it is that you think that I should do?” Gray asked, feeling more confused than ever.

“The thing is, you don’t need to do anything, Gray,” Stefan shared. “You have an energy that’s compatible with hers. So what you would need to do is just give her permission to do what she needs to do.”

At that, she burst out laughing. “If you guys could see the look on his face right now, it’s priceless. He’s trying to figure out how to run, and you really should let him.” In between giggles, she was trying to keep her voice steady. “It’s really not fair to him.”

“Maybe not,” Stefan admitted, “but the only reason you survived last time is because of him, so he stays.”


Chapter 3
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Cressy watched as Gray left soon afterward. He hadn’t said a whole lot more, and neither had she. He hadn’t quit or asked for a transfer, but she was waiting for it. It was a bit scary for him and for her, particularly after what Stefan had shared. Gray didn’t really feel as if he had any business being involved in this, and she understood that, but she also needed to assess what Stefan had revealed. Because, if she would do this, she would definitely stack the deck in her favor. Not to the extent of hurting somebody else because that would never work out karmically, but, if having Gray there would make a difference, then she would have him there.

As soon as he was gone, she phoned her office and checked in with her administrative assistant, who’d been assigned to help one of the other doctors in the meantime. Cressy told her admin that she would come in and do some work and just get a feel for the place again over the weekend. It was Friday, and her assistant was more than excited to know she was returning. They had always had a great working relationship but hadn’t had contact while Cressy had been gone because she literally had come home to heal.

Cressy had managed her patient cases for a couple months, from a distance, in order to keep things moving through the system, but, after that, she had pretty well just crashed and burned, stepping away completely to heal, until she could actually start to think again. Now it was hard to know what to do, but the choices weren’t terribly great either. She would do what she needed to do, and, if that meant helping this twelve-year-old boy, that’s what she would do. Still, the whole scenario was difficult.

She knew Stefan didn’t mean to put her on the spot, but he would do anything to help the people out there who were like them. Obviously this boy was gifted and didn’t belong in a sanatorium. Normally she would have rushed in to help the boy, but, after enduring the firestorm she’d previously been involved in, she hesitated.

As she slowly rebuilt herself over these last six months, she’d been forced to face the fact that she wasn’t as strong as she wanted to be. Not only that, but that her skills were lacking. It was a double blow. It was a bit like a loss of innocence, and, in that sense, it was devastating.

Devastating, yet, according to Stefan, also necessary to help Cressy come to terms with the type of work she did and to find peace with it. Of course, all of that sounded fine and dandy when it wasn’t about her, but when it was about her, then it was a different story. Maybe she needed the rest anyway. She’d been pulling night shifts for what had seemed like an endless amount of time because it gave her easier access to the people in the way that she needed.

It was one thing to dance through their minds, but another thing completely to sit down and actually communicate with them, all to help them find their way home again. She had to do that in the privacy of her own office—or sometimes in their hospital rooms. However, since everything was recorded, she had to be careful that nothing she did in the too-far-out-there variety ended up on tape. So, work and don’t leave proof was her mantra.

She did have a few people in her professional world who thought that Cressy shouldn’t be allowed to do anything like this work, and a few had no idea what she even did. That made it even harder for Cressy to function, knowing that some people were out to get her.

Whether Cressy liked it or not, not everybody in the world wanted her to succeed.
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By Saturday morning, Cressy had had a good night’s sleep, and that helped. She knew the fear was something she would just have to temper down. Plus, once she had done some of this work again, it would definitely be easier. Kinda like falling off a horse in that you had to force yourself to get back on in order to keep enjoying the sport. Still, it’s not as if she enjoyed her gift as sport, but she knew she did good work, and people out there needed what she could do. That left her very little in the way of options, other than to just get back to work.

On the surface, it all sounded easy. Everything sounded fine, until it actually came time to do something like that, and then it wasn’t quite so easy at all. However, she’d been doing this work for a lot of years, a lot of it as a professional, after she finally got her degrees. She’d worked on the side in a practicum as an assistant for many years as well.

So, getting back to work was just another step, another thing she needed to do in order to keep her professional status going. She had enjoyed her time off and had definitely needed it. She had been running herself into the ground long before that incident anyway, so a rest was good. She had done a lot of research and had taken the time to write up her notes into some sort of semi-coherent book.

As she got ready for her day, she pondered her options. If she were to officially meet this boy, she should probably take Gray with her, although it would look kind of odd to have him along—unless he’d already been assigned to the boy for a particular reason that only the FBI knew. Cressy had already told her admin to expect her there this weekend, so Cressy would go into the office early, by herself, just for an initial look-see, as she was slated to return to work full-time on Monday anyway.

As she considered that, she noted that solution felt much better regardless. She could go in before her coworkers all got in and could actually settle into being back in the space again. She could visit some of the patients, take a look at the client and the employee rosters, see who was new, who was different.

As she thought about it, she warmed to the idea even more. Not giving herself a chance to change her mind, she had breakfast, dressed for work, packed her bag, and headed to the center. As she walked in the front doors, the security guard looked at her, frowned for a moment, then his face cleared.

“Dr. Cresswell,” he greeted her, with a beaming smile. “Are you back already?”

She laughed. “I am. It’s been a long time.”

“It has, and yet it hasn’t,” he replied, with a bashful grin. “It’s nice to see you back here again, where you belong.”

“Thank you, Jerome.” She gave him a beaming smile. “I needed the rest though.”

“Oh, that you did,” he agreed. “You always worked yourself to the bone, but you’re looking much better.”

She grinned at him. “You always were a charmer.”

“You’re an easy one to charm.” He waved at her and added, “Go on in. I don’t think you’ll find that much has changed at all.”

“Oh, I think there’ll be a few things,” she replied. “At least I hope so.”

He laughed at that. “Let’s hope it’s all good things.”

And, with that, their banter concluded, and she headed inside, noting that her badge still worked on all the doors, which made her feel better. Nothing like having credentials that gave you control over where you went and what you went for, and, to a certain degree, that’s what the key card gave her. She’d never really lost her access, the way she had lost what seemed like so much else in her life. Most of all was that sense of control, after the big blowup.

In this moment, it was just nice to know that some things were still functioning. Maybe in her heart of hearts, she was worried that somebody would have mentioned something—about what must have looked like a complete breakdown to many people. Maybe some thought Cressy wasn’t fit to work anymore.

However, remembering that her own boss had contacted her not long ago—to verify that she was still coming back on time and appeared to be relieved when Cressy had confirmed that she was—she immediately discarded that idea and realized that she really was needed and wanted here. The fact that some people in her world didn’t like to see her doing well wasn’t her problem. It had always been and always would be their problem, not hers.

As she walked inside her office, she smiled as she noted how much was the same. Six months had seemed like a long time, yet it really didn’t appear that much had changed at all. In a way, that was also kind of depressing as well. You would like to think that, over time, things would have shifted in some way, but there was a timeless look to the place, as if it were somehow above the ravages of time. She smiled at several of the receptionists. One was new, but another bounded to her feet in excitement, immediately running in her direction.

“Dr. Cressy,” Mallory cried out, giving her a big hug. “It’s so good to see you. I didn’t think you were coming back until next week.”

Cressy muttered, “I just wanted to get in, to see my office, to reorient myself with the grindstone, plus check out some files, all before I came in, ready to hit the ground running on Monday.”

“Sure, that makes perfect sense. We’re so glad to have you back,” she declared. “The place has been a nuthouse ever since you left.”

It was an old joke, and Cressy smiled to hear it again. “Considering we’re actually in a nuthouse…” she whispered.

“Right? People don’t believe that when I tell them where I work,” she shared, with a chuckle.

“That’s because, you know, respect for the patients and all.”

Mallory smiled. “Yep, I hear you. It is what it is.” She beamed at her and let her go. “If you need anything, just let me know.”

“Yes, I will. Is any coffee on?”

“Coffee’s always on. You know that,” she teased. “It’s the lifeblood of this place, at least for most of us.”

And it was. Almost everybody would have agreed with that comment. Cressy smiled and nodded. “I’ll grab some on my way through.”

She headed over to her office and stepped inside, quickly closing the door behind her. An eerie silence filled the place in a way that she hadn’t really expected. Yet why wouldn’t there be? It’s not as if anybody had used her office in the meantime. This was a massive building, and, when Cressy had gone on her sabbatical, the place had been short-staffed as it was. She couldn’t imagine it was any different now.

They were always looking for people to come and work for them. It was just one of the hardships in their world these days. There was always a shortage of help, and they struggled, desperately needing good doctors and good orderlies too. Cressy had no idea who was still here and who wasn’t. She would get a staff list and figure it out as she went.

She would know a lot of people, and she probably wouldn’t know an awful lot of others. It was just the way life would be for a while. She smiled as she sat down at her desk, then kicked back, put her feet up on the desk, and crossed her hands at the back of her head. It really was good to be back. She pondered all the reasons why she had held off. Most of it was out of fear, yet she could talk to almost nobody about that because nobody really understood everything she’d been through. No one but Stefan.

Since Stefan was the one pushing her to come back here, she wondered if he was doing it mostly because he realized she needed to get out of this six-month holiday-resort mentality she had been working under.

At that, he popped into her mind. Feels good, doesn’t it?

“It does,” she murmured, “but I’m not telling you that.” He laughed at that, and she grinned. In her own office she could talk to him out loud, but she didn’t dare do it when anybody else was around.

How are you feeling? he asked.

“Better, but worried. I’m okay though.”

The worry is natural. However, you’ll do just fine.

“The job is okay,” she murmured. “I don’t know how many of my patients are still here. I’ll have to start at the beginning. That was the hardest thing, when I walked away. I had patients in need of treatment, some who were getting quite a bit better, and I just… I had to leave.”

At some point in time, Stefan stated, you must do what you need to do for yourself. We all do. You were burned out, and, as I recall, you were well on your way to that before our fiasco.

“Was I?” she murmured. “Or was I just, I don’t know, maybe I wasn’t so much burned out as just needing more of a break.”

Same diff, Stefan stated. Burned out is burned out, no matter what you call it.

She laughed. “Fine, I certainly needed more downtime, and I’ll take more in the future, if and when I am done here.”

I wonder, he murmured. You’re really not very good at taking time off before it’s a necessity.

She chuckled. “No, I’m not.”

Did you give any more thought to having Gray around?

“Do I have a choice?” she asked. “I figured that would be something you guys insisted on.”

We’re trying not to insist on anything, he replied. You know as well as I do that we have to work with the right energy, and, if we fall into that trap of insisting, then we don’t have the right energy to work with…

“Right, I know,” she murmured. “I get it. I actually came in early so I could get the feel of the place again, and so I wouldn’t worry about that all weekend. Plus I don’t want that to happen on day one.”

I’m glad you did. Plus it also gives us a chance to talk.

“Have you worked with anybody in here since?”

Nope, and that’s actually been good too.

“I’m sure it has been,” she said. “I do know that I left quite a few patients in the lurch, and that was hard for me. Hopefully now I can catch back up again.”

You might find a bit more professional jealousy in the mix now.

“That will be a certainty,” she agreed, with a laugh. “Not just because I took time off and actually got a sabbatical out of the deal but, aside from that, not everybody appreciated the way I went about it.”

Of course not, Stefan noted. All your time and effort? Everybody else wanted a piece of it.

“Does anybody else really know what happened?” she asked cautiously.

No, I don’t believe so.

“After we are done here, I’ll get up and take a walk around and see who’s here, who’s not, and then get an update on the files,” she murmured.

Good enough, and, if you sense anything at all, let me know.

“You mean, before I go see him?”

I highly suggest you take a covert visit first.

“Oh, I plan on it. Don’t worry. I won’t approach him without that. You’re pretty sure he’s in here, huh?”

I’m pretty sure he’s in there, Stefan confirmed. I’m just not sure what he’s doing.

And, with that, Stefan was gone.

Startled, she frowned, wishing Stefan had elaborated on that last point. Because what he was doing was one thing, but Stefan made it sound like the boy was doing something that startled Stefan, and that in itself was a whole different ball game.

With a few minutes to log in to her computer, she brought up several of the last notes on the meetings and went over a bunch. Then looked at the case files of the new patients who had arrived in the last six months. There was always somebody new, and she just didn’t have any way of knowing who, not until she had a chance to log in and to check it out.

With that done, she noted that two hours had already gone by, and she still hadn’t grabbed that coffee. That was kind of her life here. Always so much to do, so many patients, that Cressy found herself going from one thing to the next to the next. She got up and walked over to the luncheon area, where there was a coffee station, and thankfully found a fresh pot.

She quickly poured herself a cup, and, with her keys and her coffee, knowing it was late morning already, and various people were out and about, Cressy headed out and just wandered for a bit. She stopped to talk to several patients, some who knew her. Several others didn’t know anybody. Many were on medication and were responding really well since she’d left, and that was good news. Also, as expected, several had deteriorated.

She understood why for a couple of them, and would work with them as soon as she got back into the groove again. But one of the things she had to watch out for was making sure she didn’t do too much, too fast. Otherwise the patients would pull on her at a rate that she couldn’t handle, and nobody would do well as a result. She didn’t want to do that.

Continuing her walk, several security guards talked to her as she passed by. Most she had known for years and were happy to see her back. Nobody had shown any overt disgust that she was back, and the orderlies were all delighted. She had a great relationship with most of them too.

As a matter of fact, these people were her family, and, yet, for whatever reason, she’d been completely unable to handle being here after that last scenario. She wasn’t sure that anybody knew exactly what had happened, but the bosses above had set it up so that she had applied for a break and was taking a research sabbatical. To a certain extent that was true, but there had also been a significant omission, but, hey, she was happy to just be going forward right now.

As she walked back down toward her office, Dr. Mendelsohn walked up in front of her, a big smile on his face. “There you are,” he greeted her. “I heard you were coming back.”

“I had never planned to be gone for so long,” she said. “I just needed that long overdue break.”

“Hey, I understand.” He gave her an eye roll. “If I could get a cushy break like you got, I would.”

She winced, knowing that would be something she heard from a lot of them. “You can always apply for a sabbatical, just like I did,” she suggested.

“Yeah, that would be tempting, but, chances are, they won’t give it to me. No way. I’m not their gifted child.”

“I’m hardly a gifted child,” she joked, trying to downplay it. She’d heard that comment from people quite a few times before as well, and it fell just as flat now as it had back then. “So, tell me about the patients. Anybody new? Anybody difficult? Any great breakthroughs? What have we got?” She quickly tried to put the conversation back on a more formal footing, and thankfully it worked.

He launched into a discussion on several of the patients he’d been working with. “We’ve got one who’s doing really, really well,” he shared, with a big smile. “We’re absolutely stunned at how well. It’s almost like… magic. He’s doing so great.”

“Good, that’s excellent,” she agreed. “Tell me all about it.”

And that set them off on a more professional discussion and away from the snide comments that really didn’t help her at all. Particularly after she’d needed the sabbatical so badly and was feeling anything but gifted at that point.

Still, by the time he’d brought her up to date, he looked at his watch. “Now I’ve got an appointment.” He gave her a bright smile and added, “So I’ve got to run.” And, with that, he took off down the hallway.

She grinned at that because they all did just that on a regular basis. Everybody would do the best they could, but they would get caught up in their work, and then they would end up late and have to run to the next appointment. Feeling so much more at home than she’d really expected—also realizing just how much she’d missed this place—she slowly walked back to her office, intending to just pick up her purse and leave for the day.

Taking this extra time to visit had been her chance to get her footing and to begin to ease back into the world she’d left behind so abruptly.

At that moment, one of the board members—who shouldn’t even have been here on a weekend—caught sight of her.

“Cressy?” Dr. Willoughby called out.

Cressy smiled and waited, as he walked over and gave her a firm hug.

“You’re looking wonderful.”

“Thank you,” she said, with a smile. “I really did need a break.”

He nodded. “I know, and we should
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      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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