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PROLOGUE


Ever

Five years ago…

He’s gone.

I can’t believe he’s really gone.

Maybe he’ll come back. Maybe he’ll realize what a stupid, selfish decision he’s made and he’ll come back. He’ll beg forgiveness and after we make him grovel just a bit, we’ll open our arms up and tell him it’s okay. We’ll assure him that a moment of weakness is all it was. I know my mom can’t do it, but I’ll give him the strength and fortitude he’ll need to get us through this family disaster. I’ll take care of both him and mom, and he’ll see…that as a family, we can handle anything.

But deep down…I know he’s not coming back.

My tears have finally dried and I sit up in my bed. I rest my hand on my pillow, which is soaking wet from the rivers of sorrow I cried. My brain is thumping like a brass band has taken up residence inside. Cocking my head slightly, I can still hear my mom’s muffled sobs in her room next door. I think her tears may take a little longer to subside than mine.

Swinging my legs over the side of my bed, I stand. I’m a little wobbly but I guess that’s to be expected after lying here for almost two hours…just crying. My head feels fuzzy and my body weak. There is no time for that, however.

I need to go to my mom.

Opening her bedroom door, I see her lying on her side. She’s curled in a fetal position, with one of her pillows crushed to her chest. She’s trying to hold on to something, and sadly, a pillow is all she has.

I walk to the edge of the bed. Her eyes are closed but wet rivulets seep out from beneath her dark lashes. Her nose is bright red and her lips are dry.

With extreme gentleness, I pry the pillow out of her clutches. She doesn’t even open her eyes, but a warbled sound comes out of her throat, and fresh tears start pouring. I slip into bed and replace the pillow with my body. Her arms come around me, desperately clutching to my warmth. She buries her face into my neck, and now I can feel her tears streaming from her skin onto mine.

I reach up to stroke her hair, which is thin and brittle. I’m surprised it doesn’t break off in my hands.

“Shh, Mommy. It will be okay.”

My mom just sobs harder, and for the first time, my own grief starts to subside. In its place, I feel a boiling hatred start to manifest. It starts in the middle of my chest, and I can almost imagine liquid lava bubbling and expanding in my heart. It overflows, running through my veins. I can almost feel the heat in my fingertips and toes.

My mind turns dark. Angry, vicious thoughts consume me for the man who has just destroyed me and my mother.

My name is Ever Montgomery. I am sixteen years old and I vow to myself…I will never let something like this happen to me again.


CHAPTER 1


Ever

Present day…

I quietly shut the door to my apartment, forever closing out a chapter of my life. I lean back against it, sighing to myself. I wait for the onslaught of tears to come but they don’t. My eyes remain dry and my heart remains cold.

On the other side of the door, I can hear my ex-fiancé walking away. His steps sound sure and confident. But then again, Marc has always been sure and confident. It’s without any bitterness that I admit Marc’s healthy ego is what attracted me to him in the first place. He was one of those men that always got what he went after. He pursued me mercilessly when we were undergrads at Duke and I eventually fell to his charm. He talked me into transferring to Columbia my senior year after he landed a swank job on Wall Street. He even had that knowing look on his face when he presented me with a three-carat stunner at Christmas…already knowing that I’d say yes to his proposal.

Marc’s confidence infused me with confidence that I could actually be in a healthy relationship. He had finally convinced my jaded heart to open up to the possibility of a happily ever after. My last semester at Columbia found me walking around with a dopey grin on my face while my diamond glinted in the Spring sun. I was marrying the man of my dreams and I had been offered a job at The New York Post where I had interned the previous summer. All was right in my world and my life was perfect.

But I should have known it was too good to be true.

Just three weeks shy of my graduation from Columbia’s School of Journalism, I was given a healthy dose of reality to bring my head back down from the clouds of love. My afternoon class was canceled so I was practically giddy to be going home early. I was so ready for college to be over with so I could join the real world. That place where I would have a satisfying career, I would marry my one true love and we would have two-point-three kids to raise in a posh, Connecticut suburb. I was relishing an afternoon of laziness and then I would cook a romantic meal for when Marc got home from work.

I should have figured something was wrong when I opened the apartment door and heard a banging noise coming from the bedroom. But I didn’t understand what it was. So I walked down the hallway, seeking out the cause. I remember thinking stupid things to myself. Like maybe the building manager was fixing something in the bedroom, or maybe Marc was home early and was hanging a picture on the wall.

I was so stupid. So naive.

Even those first few seconds, when I opened the door and found Marc’s naked body pumping away in between two tanned legs, I thought maybe intruders had broken in and were having sex in our bed. But then awareness crept in as soon as I recognized the small birthmark Marc had on his lower back.

My cheeks still heat with embarrassment as I recall just staring at Marc, working his magic. I couldn’t see the woman’s face but by her breathy moans, I could tell she was all in. I have no clue how long I stood there, but finally, it dawned on me that I should be pissed as hell and I finally found my voice.

“Honey…I’m home,” I said with syrupy sweetness.

You would have thought I shot electricity between the two of them because Marc reeled backward as if he’d been shocked. The woman shrieked and started pulling the sheets over her body, but I didn’t look at her. I stared at Marc as he slid off the bed and pulled on his pants over his shriveling dick.

“Ever…baby…I’m so sorry,” he began. He started walking toward me with his arms held out in supplication.

I still can’t believe the lack of emotion I exhibited. My voice was flat when I said, “Sorry for what? For screwing around with—”

I turned to look at the woman in my bed and gave a sharp gasp. I was looking at the mortified face of my classmate and friend, Kelli. I had a surge of anger course through me, and then it flared hotly. Hotter than my anger toward Marc. In hindsight, I can only assume that I subconsciously had higher expectations of Kelli than I had for Marc. Or maybe subconsciously I knew Marc would do something like this to hurt me.

And you have to wonder what that really says about me.

Kelli started crying and stammering out an apology.

I did my best talk to the hand move and said, “Save it, Kelli. Just get out.”

Marc and I watched in silence as she pulled on her clothes, racking sobs leaving her mouth. She turned to look at me before she left, whispering another watery apology and then she was gone. I haven’t seen or spoken to her since.

Turning to Marc, I was very surprised to find tears pooled in his eyes. I gazed at him dispassionately, waiting for despair, or a little bit of hurt, or even annoyance to finally overwhelm me. All of those feelings would have been apropos.

Instead…I felt nothing.

I didn’t feel a thing past that initial surge of fury, which had now strangely dissipated into a low throb of disappointing acceptance.

“I’m so sorry, Ever. Please believe me. It meant nothing.”

Oddly, I did believe him. I knew all too well how easily men could disconnect from their feelings. I knew how easily men could be swayed by their dicks. And I certainly knew that men were weak.

“How long has this been going on?”

“This was only the second time. I swear it.”

I’m not sure how that was supposed to make me feel. Was that worse than it only occurring once? But better than it being three times?

“Why?”

Marc sighed and crossed his arms over his chest. “I don’t know. Because she offered? Because it was easy? Dangerous? Take your pick, but I don’t have a good answer. But I do know that I love you more than anything.”

A strangled laugh finally bubbled up out of me and I couldn’t stop. My first, strong emotion toward Marc after finding him fucking one of my friends, and it was amusement. How screwed up is that?

“You love me?” I asked with sarcasm. “You clearly weren’t thinking about your love for me while you were banging Kelli.”

“It won’t happen again. I promise, Ever. You have to believe me.”

I looked at him, trying to find something within me to care about his words. But I came up empty. I lingered over his handsome face, taking in the sheen that still coated his blue eyes and the fullness of his lips that had been on my body just that morning. I tried to pull something out of myself, but nothing came. My heart had emptied out and my walls had come up, firmly slammed shut.

It was a defensive mechanism I had mastered several years ago, and one that was nearly impossible to breach once in place. Marc had been the only person to break through those walls, and I had finally let them down because he asked me to. But now, I was fortified and I didn’t think battering rams led by the Ottoman Empire could cause them to come down again.

I gave him a sad smile. “You’re right. It won’t happen again. I need you to pack up and leave.”

Marc spent the next hour begging and pleading. He cried. He lamented. And when I wouldn’t cave, he finally turned ugly. He told me this was my fault, that had I paid more attention to him, that he wouldn’t have gone looking elsewhere. Apparently, he had forgotten the unbelievably good fuck that I had given him just that morning.

His words bounced right off of me, cold-hearted bitch that I had just become. It was like someone had flipped a switch in me and all of the love and desire I had felt for this man was replaced with black ice. I didn’t take betrayal well. Just ask my father. He can verify.

I had not seen Marc again until today. He had texted me and asked if he could have the engagement ring back and we had made plans for him to come pick it up. I had no problem with that. It was sitting in the bottom of my underwear drawer and would rot there for all I cared.

The exchange was fairly straightforward. I had just gotten home from finishing my first full week at The Post, and was heading out to a party within the hour. I didn’t have time for small talk or insincere pleasantries. When I opened the door to see Marc, I waited for some spark to flicker. For some acknowledgment from my heart that it still beats inside my chest.

Again, I came up empty.

He merely thanked me politely for giving him the ring back. I told him “no problem” and closed the door. And just like that, Marc was fully out of my life.

I pushed away from the door and headed back to my bedroom to change. I was going to a party with my friend, Emily Burnham. It was actually sort of a working party for me. She had managed to get me an interview with Lincoln Caldwell, goalie for the New York Rangers. The Post has me working on lifestyle pieces right now and when I pitched the idea for this story, my editor jumped all over it. I wanted to show what a day in the life of New York’s hottest sports star was like. I ran the idea by Emily and with just one short phone call, she had Lincoln’s agreement. It clearly helped that her brother, Ryan, plays for the Rangers and that her boyfriend, Nix, is Lincoln’s brother.

So Emily is picking me up to take me over to Lincoln’s condo. He is throwing an end of season, beach-themed barbeque for his entire team and their families. Lincoln suggested doing the interview there, in a casual atmosphere, and so I could see what the Rangers were like when they shed their pads and skates.

It’s a warm, day so I take off my reporter uniform—aka pencil skirt and pressed, button-down shirt—and opt for a pair of shorts, a cute halter top, and sandals. I touch up my makeup, which basically consists of some eye shadow and a little mascara. I disregard the fifteen tubes of lip gloss in my drawer as I don’t like the way it makes my lips sticky. I pick up a tube of Burt’s Bees Lip Balm and stuff it in my front pocket. I think briefly about putting on some sunscreen because my skin is pale and burns easy, but then easily dismiss it. The afternoon sun won’t be too harsh and I’ll just make sure I sit in the shade.

As I wait for Emily to arrive, I go through my notes on Lincoln Caldwell. He’s originally from Hoboken, New Jersey and played college hockey at the University of Minnesota. He was a first-round draft pick at the end of his junior year and has been New York’s starting goalie since then. He’s twenty-four, devastatingly handsome and single. He’s every New York woman’s wet dream. Hell, he’s my wet dream, too. My heart may be dead but my body isn’t.

Looking at the glossy photo his PR rep sent to me this week, it’s hard not to get sucked into his looks. He wears his brown, sun-streaked hair short on the sides but a little longer on top and he has it flipped in about a dozen different angles across the top of his head. His eyes are hazel, reflecting greens, golds, and browns that are surrounded by freakishly, thick eyelashes. He has a scar than runs along the bottom of his chin and I wonder if it’s from a hockey injury or did he fall out of a tree when he was a little boy. I jot a note down so I can remember to ask him, but it certainly does nothing to diminish his sex appeal.

The lobby buzzer rings and I throw my notepad, recorder, and pen in my purse. I perch my sunglasses on top of my head and make my way down to meet Emily.


CHAPTER 2


Linc

Why in the world did I even consider throwing a party for my entire team and their families? It’s a known fact that the host ends up working his ass off the entire party and doesn’t have any time to enjoy himself. When I haven’t been chasing down extra ketchup, hamburger buns and ice creams for the kids, I’ve been making sure the beer stays stocked and the food keeps hot. I don’t think I’ve stopped running around since the party started two hours ago.

I glance around at all of the people and my heart swells a little. I love watching my team having fun, particularly those that have families. It’s fucking awesome being able to get together, away from the pressures and stress of the season. I’m fortunate that I get along so well with most of my teammates. There’s a few…not so much, but oh, well. Today is about enjoying everyone.

The Rangers did well this year, although I’m still bitter we didn’t advance higher than the second round of the playoffs. But that fact does nothing but fuel my resolve to work harder on my training over the summer. There is always room for improvement in my book.

I spy my brother, Nix, sitting in a chair, watching the festivities and enjoying a cold brewskie. Nix isn’t much of a social animal. He only agreed to come to this party because I told him everyone’s family would be there and that guilted him enough into coming.

Grabbing a bottle of beer from a nearby cooler, I walk over to him, keeping my head down so I don’t get stopped. I need to relax for just a few minutes.

“What’s up?” Nix says as I plop down in a chair beside him.

“Just want to chill for a few minutes. This is the first freakin’ beer I’ve had all afternoon.”

“Well, Cheers!” Nix holds his beer up and I clang mine against it.

“Where’s Emily?”

Nix glances at his watch. “She should be here soon. She’s driving in from the city.”

“So, you two have been going pretty strong for a while now. When are you going to pop the big question?”

I watch as Nix’s eyes warm up and he gets a silly smile on his face. My brother…the tough, war-hardened Marine has been brought to his knees by a woman. Who would have thought?

“I don’t know. When the time is right, I guess.”

I punch him lightly in the arm. “The time is right, dude. No sense in waiting.”

Nix takes a huge pull on his beer. “I want to ask her dad first. So it won’t happen until I can talk to him.”

“So pick up the phone and call him.”

Nix shakes his head adamantly. “No way, man. That shit has to be done in person.”

“Really?” I ask with curiosity. I know nothing about how proposals work, and frankly, I really don’t care. That’s not on my agenda for years to come, if at all. Still, I can’t help but ask, “Is there some etiquette rule that says it has to be in person?”

Nix grins at me. “No, you moron. There’s no rules whether I even have to ask him or not. It’s just…I want his approval. For Emily’s sake. That’s all.”

“So, again, I ask…why don’t you just call?”

The devious smirk that tilts Nix’s lips is hilarious to me, and I know he’s getting ready to say something epic. “Because…I’m going to threaten him with bodily harm if he says no. That is much more effective in person.”

I guffaw loudly. Only my brother would threaten a U.S. Congressman and possible next President of the United States. Nix lives by his own rules. It’s a quality I admire and actually try to replicate as much as I can. I look up to my big brother in more ways than I can even count.

“Linc!”

I look over to see who is calling me. One of my teammates is holding up a full bag of garbage in his hand.

“What’s up?”

“I’m going to throw this in the dumpster for you but we are out of garbage bags. You got some more upstairs?”

I stand up from my chair. “Yup. I’ll go get ’em.”

Turning to Nix, I say, “I’ll catch up with you later after Emily gets here.”

♦

Heading into my building, I stop briefly at the mailbox and grab its contents. I shuffle through the stack as I head up in the elevator. Smiling, I open the letter from Teton Realty and quickly scan it. It’s the confirmation of my reservation for a cabin in Jackson, Wyoming. I take my summer vacation there every year and I am stoked about heading there soon.

I dump the mail on my kitchen counter and reach under the sink for some more garbage bags. When I straighten back up, I’m momentarily shocked when two female arms circle me from behind. My first instinct is to step away, because trust me, I’ve had my share of crazies that have made some pretty overt moves on me. But then I smell the familiar perfume and I know it’s just Brenda. I relax slightly.

Turning in her arms and dropping the bags to the floor, I rest my hands lightly at her waist. “It’s about time you showed up.”

She laughs huskily. “So, you’ve been looking for me, huh?”

I shrug my shoulders noncommittally. I invited Brenda here as my “date” and I use that term loosely. Brenda and I were introduced a few months ago by a mutual friend. Our relationship, if you could call it that, consists solely of booty calls.

When I took her on our first and only date, which was a blind setup by said mutual friend, I recognized an instant attraction to her. She is simply stunning, as well she should be. She’s a model and her work varies from high-end editorial work to hotter than hot swimsuit spreads.

The attraction on her part was mutual and we barely made it to the bedroom when I brought her home at the end of that date. Since then, we hook up whenever she’s in town, which isn’t all that often. Still, I like her. I mean…I like her as a person. Not for any type of deep relationship or anything, because I am definitely not looking for that at this point in my life. Luckily, neither is she. Neither of us expects monogamy and about the only thing that we mutually insist on is using a condom every time we fuck.

She leans in and sneaks a kiss. She’s super tall, coming in just a few inches shorter than me, which makes for some amazingly convenient oral sex when we want to sixty-nine it.

As if she could read my thoughts, Brenda slips her hand down and fondles me through my shorts. “We could slip into your room for a quickie right now.”

I grab her hand and tug it away. I’m not one for exhibitionism and anyone could walk through my condo at any time. “As tempting as that sounds, I have guests and a ton of things to take care of. But tonight…don’t plan on getting any sleep. Can you stay the night?”

She smiles at me, not in the least put off by my refusal to fuck her right now. “Of course, sugar. I’ll hold you to it though.”

Brenda turns and walks out of the kitchen. I assume she’s heading down to the party.

I pick up the garbage bags and before I head back down, I decide to give my dad a call. He’s been down with a bad cold, otherwise, he’d be here at the party. I just need to check on him and head toward my bedroom for some privacy.

As I turn down the hall, a gaggle of giggling women come out of the guest bathroom. They are young and I doubt they are much over twenty-one, if that. They must have been invited by some of my single teammates, but hell, for all I know they could be crashing. There are three of them and they are all wearing bikini tops that don’t leave much to the imagination and shorts that are so short, I wonder why they bother.

I nod politely at them and they all start giggling even louder. I make sure my back is turned on them before I roll my eyes. I don’t know why, but I’ve never been one for women that are overt in their sexual appearance. Don’t get me wrong. I love the naked female body. I could look at it for hours…days…even years. I could make a career out of running my hands and lips across a naked woman. But I like a little mystery. I like to wonder what lies beyond. I like to have to work for it.

Shutting my bedroom door, I pull out my cell phone and dial my dad. He answers on the second ring.

“How’s it going, kiddo?”

My dad punctuates the question by a deep, hacking cough and I wince. “It’s going fine. You, however, are sounding horrible. Did you go to the doctor?”

I listen as my dad coughs, then wheezes. Finally, he says, “No. I’m just taking some stuff I got at the drugstore. I’ll be fine.”

“You don’t sound fine, Dad. You sound terrible. Maybe I should come over and get you right now. We can go to an urgent care clinic.”

“You’ll do no such thing. You are in the middle of a party and have guests. You stay your ass there.”

I smile. My dad is such a tough son-of-a-bitch when it comes to his own health, but he has a heart of gold when it comes to the happiness and well-being of his own kids. It’s always been that way.

“Fine. I’ll call you later tonight to check in.”

“There’s no need. Stop worrying.”

“Whatever, Dad. I’m hanging up on you now.”

My dad laughs but before we say good-bye he says, “You still coming out next weekend with Nix and Emily? Figured we could fire up the grill.”

“Absolutely! That is if I don’t have to drag your sorry butt to the doctor’s before then.”

My dad chuckles, which leads to another coughing fit. “You’re not too old for me to take across my knee now, sonny!”

“Yeah, right. You’re too soft to even think about spanking me.”

And it’s true. My dad never laid a hand on me and Nix growing up. He never had to. It’s not that we were angels or anything, but for some reason, after our mom died, we really respected our dad. Whatever he told us to do, we did. Whatever boundaries he placed, we abided. Oh, we had our little rebellious times, but our dad would always talk those things through with us rather than seek to physically punish us.

He is, just simply, the best parent a man could hope for.

“Alright, son. I’m hanging up and heading to bed. See you next weekend.”

“Okay, Dad. Love you.”

“I love you too, Linc.”

Hanging up, I smile. I hope I turn out to be at least half the man my father is.


CHAPTER 3


Ever

“So, have you heard from your ex-douchebag?” Emily asks as we drive into Hoboken.

I laugh easily. “Language, Miss Burnham. Where did you learn such a word?”

She takes her eyes off the road to grin at me mischievously. “It’s what Nix calls my ex. It just seems appropriate.”

Emily is one of the very few people that knows I caught Marc cheating on me. She and I had become good friends since we met in a journalism class at Columbia over a year ago. She’s down to earth and smart as a whip. She also had a sympathetic ear for me when my engagement came to a screeching halt.

Turning my attention back to her original question, I tell her, “Well…as a matter of fact, he came by just a bit ago to pick up the engagement ring.”

“He wanted it back?” Emily asks with shock.

I shrug my shoulders. “I didn’t mind. It’s not like I’d ever wear it again.”

Emily snorts. “I would have hocked the damned thing then bought a lifetime supply of condoms so I could screw my way through every hot guy I came across.”

I’m the one that snorts now, which turns into the type of laughter that makes my ribs hurt. “Now that is a thought. Too bad I already gave him back the ring. Still…now that I’m a full time, working woman, I can afford my own condoms!”

“Yes,” Emily shrieks in laughter. “I’m a firm believer in using a good orgasm to put a smile on your face. It’s a plan!”

Our hilarity dies down into chuckles and then Emily glances at me again. Her face is full of kindness. “Seriously…how are you doing?”

“I’m fine,” I say. And I mean it. “Haven’t even shed a tear over him.”

Emily is silent for just a moment then she says, “That’s not good, Ever. You need to grieve.”

“I can’t,” I admit frankly. My heart lurches just a tiny bit, then settles back down in its casing of ice.

“Can’t or won’t?” Emily has a sage wisdom that no twenty-one year old should have.

“I can’t. I think I may be broken or something.” My words come out matter-of-factly, and there is no bitterness or pity. I really do think I’m broken, but there’s no sense in lamenting about it.

I look at Emily and she looks back at me with worry. Taking one hand off the wheel, she reaches over and grabs mine. “You’re not broken. You just need some time to come to grips with what happened.”

Oh, if only she knew. I had come to grips with it already. This was not my first rodeo as Marc was not the first man to betray me. My heart had been crushed once before, and the pain of it nearly killed me. Now, that man caused me to grieve…hard.

So hard, I thought about ending it all. Luckily, I had the fortitude to push past it.

After going through that much pain and misery, it was a miracle I had even opened myself up to Marc. I had been so closed off, so remote, that I didn’t think it was even possible for me to exhibit love. But Marc had managed to break through those walls I had so carefully built after my first heartbreak, and I had basked in what I thought was true love.

Silly me.

The moment I saw Marc in bed with Kelli, I felt those walls take shape again. It was like cinder blocks and mortar stacking up around me, hardening fast and making the way to my heart impenetrable. And while it kept all of the external hurt away from me, it also kept all of my emotions inside. There wasn’t a single crack or crevice through which my tears could escape.

I was definitely a broken woman holed up in a prison of her own making.

Emily and I thankfully move on to small chit-chat. She tells me more about Lincoln and some of the other players that will be there. I’m pretty nervous, truth be told. I’m a huge Rangers fan and I actually have a Lincoln Caldwell jersey. I had even thought about bringing it and asking him to sign it but that screamed too much dork for my comfort level. Besides, it wouldn’t be professional of me.

We arrive at Lincoln’s condo complex, which is pretty impressive. It’s gated and sits on the Hudson. Emily leads me through a courtyard to a grassy area on the backside. I’m immediately hit with the sound of music pumping and the scent of grilling hamburgers. We turn the corner and I’m overwhelmed by the amount of people. There has to be close to three hundred people milling about. A sand, volleyball court has been set up and there is a game in progress. Children are running everywhere with balloon animals in their hands. I then shudder when I see the clown that’s making them.

I hate clowns. They creep me out.

Two large tents have been erected, each holding numerous tables where people sit eating food. I start really looking at the people and I recognize several of the Rangers. Most of them have their wives or girlfriends with them. Some are holding babies or playing soccer with the kids. It’s an idyllic setting and one I had not envisioned when I was invited.

My attention is diverted by a man I can only assume is Emily’s boyfriend, Nix, as he stalks toward her and then picks her up in a bone-crushing hug. He then kisses her so passionately, my face turns red. After he finally sets her down, he looks at me and says, “Hey, I’m Nix. You must be Ever. It’s good to
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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