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Love on the edge of the galaxy…


After a fellow convict is murdered on her watch, Calandra Jones escapes the ship of the pirates who liberated the convicts, determined to make it on her own. She doesn’t need anyone and doesn’t want anyone depending her ever again. Just as she’s attempting to arrange passage on another ship headed for a mining colony, she’s abducted by a handsome trader bent on offering her for sale at a potentate’s auction.

Drago Chavez doesn’t understand Calandra’s opposition to his plan. As a concubine or wife to a powerful man, she would be pampered and influential. No woman he’s ever placed has complained about being sold into the arms of a caring owner. Besides, his acquisition of the rebellious beauty is his entrée into a lucrative and exclusive market.

Calandra considers Drago’s goal nothing short of sexual slavery and vows to seduce the trader into changing his mind about offering her for sale. A sensual storm erupts during their desert odyssey that culminates when Calandra is sold, and Drago must decide whether he trusts their love enough to launch a rescue.


From the Author


To those of you who’ve read me before—hello, friends! To new readers, welcome to my world!

I love hearing from readers, and have a very active blog and Facebook friend page. I run contests, talk about my favorite TV shows, what I collect and make, what drives me crazy. I tend to ramble a bit. I’m doing it right now. But if you’d like to learn more about me and what I’m doing or writing about, be sure to check out the “About Delilah Devlin” page after the story.

And if you enjoy this story, please consider leaving a review on your favorite retail site or simply tell a friend. Readers do influence other readers. We have to trust someone to tell us whether we’ll have fun when we open a new story!

Sincerely,

Delilah Devlin

Sign up for my newsletter to be the first to learn about newreleases, free reads, and giveaways: Newsletter
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Chapter One
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Despite the meager light offered by the single crude fixture above the tavern’s bar, Drago Chavez knew the creature in the dark, hooded cloak was a woman.

He first spied her when she elbowed her way through the crowd. She wore a long mantle, no doubt to disguise her figure. Instead, the flowing cloth clung to the enticing curve of her hips as she settled onto a barstool.

His curiosity aroused, Drago withdrew with his assistant Kaspar to a murky corner where the sweet smoke from hatta pipes shrouded the occupants. The better to watch, while he remained unobserved.

He’d heard a ship full of escaped convicts, women from the Dominion prison, the New Attica, had arrived in Arturia’s port city of Aghora. The women could be seen walking on the starship’s dock, closely guarded by the pirate crew of the Intrepid. Drago had heard of none venturing beyond the end of the dock. And the fearsome reputation of the Intrepid’s captain, Adamarik Zingh, kept Aghora’s curious from approaching them.

Drago suspected he now stared at one of the escaped cons. Only a woman tasting forbidden freedom would be so foolish as to wander into this tavern alone. The Pirate’s Cove was a magnet for pirates and petty criminals who made their connections and targeted their next victims within its walls.

The woman was lucky she’d made it this far down the docks. For days, procurers for the brothels had circled like sharks around the Intrepid, waiting for a foolish woman to step beyond the boundary of Captain Zingh’s protection. Drago hadn’t been one of them, but seeing as the woman courted disaster anyway, he hunkered down in the shadows to see whether an opportunity would arise.

This woman was either fearless or incredibly naïve.

And as far as he could tell, she was also broad-shouldered with wide-hips. The sturdy sort of woman Arturian men prized as breeders. If she possessed any beauty whatsoever, she’d earn a trader a pretty dinar at Aghora’s monthly auction the following day.

She ordered ale. Although pitched low, her voice drew the attention of several men standing nearby. While whores aplenty lingered inside the bar, every one of them blended with the décor—shabby, tawdry, over-used. This woman’s voice was youthful, hesitant, but at the same time, sultry.

Drago recognized several of the men closing around the woman who appeared oblivious to the interest she stirred. They were a dangerous lot—belligerent and stupid. Leaning toward Kaspar, he whispered, “Find Gilbert and have him bring around the hovercar. And make sure he’s armed.”

His assistant nodded and left the bar.

Drago decided to make his interest known to the crowd surrounding the woman and approached the bar. He clamped a hand to the shoulder of the man sitting next to her and slipped a dagger between their bodies.

The man’s eyes widened when his flesh was pricked, and he gave up his seat immediately. “Didn’t know this was yer seat, Chavez.”

With a warning glare to the others hovering nearby, Drago slid onto the stool. Angry muttering sounded behind him, but he knew the men were leaderless at the moment. Not one of them would have the balls to take him on.

From the corner of his eye, he watched the woman raise her glass. When her head tilted back, light penetrated the folds of the hood, illuminating her features. He heard gasps from the men around him, knowing they’d been struck as he was by the beauty revealed.

Her hair was the color of Arturia’s desert dunes, golden and rippling, and it complimented skin as pale and lustrous as an Earth pearl.

To hell with the local sale. If the rest of her was as enticing, she’d bring a fortune at the Hazar’s auction—and he’d finally have his foot in the door of the more lucrative market—an opportunity that had eluded him since arriving on Arturia. Leaning close, he said, “You’re attracting attention. This place isn’t safe for a woman alone.”

Her shoulders stiffened. “I’m exactly where I want to be, and I can take care of myself.” She turned on her stool to face him.

Regardless of the deep shadow cast by the hood, Drago was near enough now to discern her full lips pursed in a tight frown.

“Besides, you’re the only person who’s bothered me so far.”

“All right. So you have business here. What’s your price?”

Her eyes narrowed to slits. “Beyond your dreams.”

He deliberately swept his gaze down the front of her cloak and then shrugged. “If you’ve nothing to sell, what are you doing here?”

“I’m looking for transport to New Australia. I’m seeking employment in the minefields.” She hesitated, her gaze searching his face. “I’ll work for my passage.”

Drago shook his head. “I wouldn’t say that too loudly around here—you might just get your wish.”

Her brows wrinkled. “Did I ask for your opinion?”

“Finish your drink. We’re leaving.”

“Huh!” She snorted. “You and who else will make me?”

“Hey,” said one of the men, a tall fellow with yellowed teeth and a scraggly beard. “Sounds like the lady don’t want nothin’ to do with you.”

Drago stood, straightening until he looked the man in the eye.

Yellow Teeth glanced over his shoulder to his buddies, but they all looked the other way. When he faced Drago again, he muttered, “Must be a lover’s quarrel. Sorry ’bout that, mate.”

Knowing the crowd would get uglier by the minute, Drago reached for the woman’s arm and yanked her to her feet. When she swung, he grabbed her fist and pulled her close, his face only inches from hers. “Don’t press your luck. If these men get any drunker, you’ll be the evening’s entertainment. So, unless you want to be spread-eagled on the bar, you’d better come with me.”

Her gaze flicked over his shoulder and then back to his. She blinked, wide-eyed. “Did the captain send you after me?”

Without missing a beat, Drago nodded. “He asked me to keep an eye out for you.”

The woman snorted. “I’m surprised he even noticed I left.”

“How could he not? You’re a beautiful woman.”

“He has eyes only for Evena, now. And she’s not likely to share him with me again. Not after what happened to Aurelia.”

Not knowing who Evena or Aurelia were, Drago murmured, “You feel responsible for Aurelia?”

Her expression turned grim. “Of course I do.” Her voice grew brittle. “My duty was to keep an eye on the high-security cell block. She died while one of your pirate friends had me up against a wall.”

While Drago digested this bit of information, he kept an eye on the door of the tavern as the circle of men around them pressed closer.

When Kaspar slipped back inside the doorway, he gave Drago a small nod.

Good. Everything was in place. Now, all he had to do was convince the woman to leave at his side.

“I don’t remember seeing you aboard the ship.”

Detecting a note of suspicion, Drago glanced downward and wished he could discern more of her darkly shadowed features. “Finish your ale. Our neighbors are becoming more curious by the minute. I don’t want to have to fight my way out of here.”

“A bit on the nervous side, are you?” She straightened and fisted her hands. “I can handle myself in a brawl.” An eyebrow arched. “Perhaps, I should escort you.”

Drago smiled. The woman had a smart mouth and a bravado way out of proportion for her gender. Her courage was misplaced, but she amused him just the same. “I’ll let you lead the way.”

“Fine.” She reached for the glass, drained it, and then slapped it on the counter. “Don’t let me disturb you any further. I don’t need a babysitter. I can make it back on my own.” Chin high, she turned on her heels and strode out the door.

Nodding to Kaspar to watch their backs, Drago followed her outside into the harsh sunlight. He kept pace with the woman’s long strides, passing warehouses and ramshackle offices lining the street opposite the docks. The acrid aroma of engine fuel masked the less savory smells emanating from the alleys.

“Are you one of Captain Zingh’s women?” Drago hoped to divert her attention from her surroundings.

“No.” The single word was clipped.

“You sound bitter.”

“I’m a woman. You’d think I’d know better than to believe that just because a man finds his bliss inside me, his heart will follow.”

A pang of conscience tightened his chest. “Are you in love with him?”

“No. But I had hoped for some small measure of his esteem. Instead, I’m a pariah.”

Drago paused to glance around and wondered where the car was. Had Gilbert ducked into an alley to take a piss? “Perhaps you imagine it,” he murmured.

“No. I see the way the other women look at me.” Her shoulders slumped. “I failed in my primary duty to protect a fellow inmate.”

“You made a mistake.”

“I let Aurelia slip past the security gate. I wasn’t watching the goddamned monitor. If I had…” She drew in a deep breath but didn’t continue.

“Sounds like this woman was someplace she had no business being.”

“I had responsibility for the security of that cell block. I failed.” She dropped her chin. “I just never seem to learn.”

Because he needed to keep her distracted, he continued the conversation, although her answer didn’t really matter. She wouldn’t have to worry about the other women’s opinions any longer. “How was what happened to Aurelia your fault?”

For the first time, she glanced toward him. “Look, drop it. You weren’t there in the high security block when it happened. You can’t know.”

The cargo ship Intrepid loomed in the distance. Its large black hull glistened in the late afternoon sun.

A figure darted out from an alley. Drago recognized Kaspar as he raised a blanket to toss over the woman’s head.

With one well-aimed kick to his groin, she dropped him like a stone.

Kaspar rolled on the ground, cursing and clutching his genitals.

Drago winced in empathy and reached down to grab the cover.

“Bloody bastard.” She straddled Kaspar’s body and pounded her fists against his face. “Don’t just stand there,” she threw over her shoulder.

Drago sighed, and then stepped behind her and dropped the blanket over her head.

She reared up, fighting to free her arms from entanglement and butted against his chin.

Drago tasted the copper of blood. “Easy, now.” He tightened his arms around her struggling body, fighting his body’s natural reaction. “I won’t harm you.”

“Bastard,” she cried, her words muffled by the fabric. “Let me go. Captain Zingh will kill you for this.”

“I thought you said he didn’t have any interest in you. What makes you think he’ll come to your aid?”

“Because I’m a woman, and he’s a bloody gentleman.”

Tightening his hold, he leaned close and ground out the words. “Well, sweet girl, you’re mine for now. Best get used to it.”

“When hell freezes over.” She wriggled partway free and drove a pointy elbow into his stomach.

Air whooshed between gritted teeth. “Damned monkey! Be still, you’ll only hurt yourself.”

“You think I should make this easy?”

Drago wrapped his arms more firmly around her and squeezed tighter. “Kaspar, get up. Gil’s bringing the hovercar close.”

The woman continued to struggle, kicking at his shins.

“Easy, girl. We won’t harm you.”

“Forget Captain Zingh! I’m going to kill you.”

Drago grinned. She talked tough, but she’d be purring like a kitten once she understood her good fortune. He pressed his arms around her ribs, constricting her tighter until she stopped struggling.

The hovercar turned a corner and drove toward them. When it came to a halt, Gilbert leapt out. He spared a glance at Kaspar. “What the hell happened to him?”

Face still tight with pain, Kaspar sat up and groaned, one hand still covering his crotch. “Watch out for her feet,” he said, his voice strained.

“Kaspar, just get into the car,” Drago said. “Gilbert, get a rope from the trunk.”

While Gilbert tied her feet, Drago wound a rope around the blanket, binding the woman’s arms to her sides. “That’ll keep her out of trouble until we’re out of the city. Let’s get her stowed.”

After dumping the cursing woman into the trunk, the men climbed in and drove away from the docks, through the city to the outskirts of Aghora.

Under the cover of darkness, they parked the hovercar in an abandoned barn. After instructing Gilbert and Kaspar to saddle several llamyx for the trek into the desert, Drago carried the woman into his makeshift office. He sat her on a chair, and then turned on a light. “When I free you, I expect you to behave,” he warned her. “You’re in my territory now. There’s nowhere to run.”

He knelt beside her and removed his knife from the scabbard on his thigh. “I won’t harm you. I’m cutting away the rope.”

Moving slowly, he sliced through the rope binding her torso and unwound it from her body. Then he pulled aside the blanket. “Let’s get a look at you.”

He sat back on his heels and stared. Her hood had fallen to her shoulders, and despite her dishevelment or perhaps because of it, Drago admitted she was the most sensual creature he’d ever seen. Her hair was a soft, golden cloud, her lips full and rosy, her nose was slender, and her eyes were large windows into her sultry soul—sharp silvery flecks floating on deep blue pools.

“By the gods, you’re a beauty.”

Chin held high, she glared back, her sky-blue eyes glittering with outrage.

“I’ll remove the rope around your feet. Then we’re going to talk.” He cut the last rope and moved back a little, half expecting her to erupt in a blur of swinging fists and deadly-aimed kicks.

She did neither, just stared stonily.

He sighed and sat on the edge of the desk behind him. “I wasn’t lying when I told you, I mean you no harm. You’re an escaped convict, aren’t you? And I don’t know what Captain Zingh offered you, but I gather you aren’t happy.”

Hearing no response, he continued, “I don’t know if you’re aware, but women such as you are highly prized by Arturian men.”

Her eyes narrowed. “I don’t give a damn what Arturian men want. I’m leaving this planet.”

He continued as if she hadn’t spoken. “Arturian women vie for places in the ha’arems. With your beauty, you’re sure to find a favorable position. Perhaps even in the Hazar’s ha’arem.”

Her brows drew together in a frown. “You’re sending me to a ha’arem? You’d have me exchange one prison for another?”

“You don’t seem to understand. Life in the ha’arem is desirable. You’ll be pampered and petted. You’ll have everything a woman could want.”

“And I’ll just bet you’re doing this out of the goodness of your heart,” she said, sarcasm dripping from her lips.

Heat painted his cheeks. “I’ll earn a commission,” he admitted with a shrug.

“You’re a slave trader?”

“I trade goods,” he enunciated slowly. “Sometimes, I place people in better circumstances.”

“I’ll lose my freedom.” Her gaze narrowed. “How is that a better circumstance?”

Drago began to take the woman’s measure. She wasn’t just stubborn—she was as obstinate as a mule. He’d have to gentle this one slowly…for her own good. “Think about this, blue-eyes. Do you really believe Zingh will outrun the Dominion fleet? He’ll be captured, and the women returned to the New Attica. But you won’t be among them. Isn’t that a better fate?”

“And if he isn’t caught? How is my situation bettered?”

“You’ll be a concubine, perhaps even a wife, to a powerful man. And if you use your assets wisely, you may wield tremendous influence. Your every want will be granted.”

“And if all I want is freedom to leave?”

“You say that now, but someday you’ll thank me. Don’t fight this. I’d rather our time together be pleasant. If you force me, I’ll tie you to a llamyx for the journey.”

For a moment her lips trembled, before she thinned them to a straight line and lifted her chin. “Fuck you.”

Relieved she hadn’t given into tears, which would have annoyed the hell out of him, Drago replied, “Before we leave, I’ll need to see what we’ve got to work with here—if I’m to get you into the catalog in time.”

Her eyes widened. “You’re listing me in a catalog?”

“You’ll be sold at auction. The auctioneer will want advance notice of your attributes to stir interest and attract the highest bidders.”

“You’re selling me in an auction?” Her voice rose. “I’m not an animal.”

“Auctions are the custom here.”

Her face as black as an angry storm cloud, she rose from her chair. “No. Forget it. I’m not going anywhere with you. I won’t cooperate.”

“Sweetheart, you’ll cooperate.” He crossed his arms over his chest. “If you don’t, men will assume you’re playacting and that submission is your game. Do you want some S&M freak to purchase you?”

“I’ll tell them I was abducted and have no wish to be sold.”

He laughed. “They won’t believe you. No woman on Arturia would pass up an opportunity to catch the Hazar’s eye.”

She didn’t answer, but her scowl deepened. Reddened cheeks and the stubborn set of her chin said she wouldn’t make his life easy.

Drago straightened. “Let’s get started. Take off your clothes.”

Glaring, she folded her arms over her chest.

“You can take them off yourself, or I’ll assume you prefer I do it.”

“Oh yeah? You and what army?”

“Oh, I’ll get them off, but they’ll be in shreds. And tomorrow, you’ll spend the day on the back of a llamyx buck naked.”

Drago waited while the woman’s thoughts paraded across her face. Stubborn resistance, followed by a desperate desire for escape. And finally resignation. She reached for the neck of her cloak, unfastened it, and let it slide down her body to the ground.

His gaze flickered over her lithe form, defined by the sleek, black reclamation suit that conformed to her curves. His attention was arrested by her chest. Her breasts were plump, and while he stared the tips jutted against the fabric. His mouth grew dry, and his loins stirred and tightened.

Her expression set in stony rebellion, the
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

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

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

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

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

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

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