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About This Book


What happens when the very men—trained to make the hard decisions—come up against the rules and regulations that hold them back from doing what needs to be done? They either stay and work within the constraints given to them or they walk away. Only now, for a select few, they have another option:

The Mavericks. A covert black ops team that steps up and break all the rules… but gets the job done.

Welcome to a new military romance series by USA Today best-selling author Dale Mayer. A series where you meet new friends and just might get to meet old ones too in this raw and compelling look at the men who keep us safe every day from the darkness where they operate—and live—in the shadows… until someone special helps them step into the light.

A born protector, Asher signs up for jobs even the most trained men won’t take…

But finding a set of female autistic twins in mainland China—after someone has gone to a great deal of effort to make sure they are never found—isn’t easy. Finding those responsible behind the actual kidnapping is even harder…

Mickie, hired to look after the twins for the last six months, is still recovering from the trauma of being beaten and drugged, waking to find her adult charges gone. Beside herself already, then seeing Asher, her ex from ten years ago, is another sock to her gut. And to her heart.… She’s not the same person she was back then and, being with him again, shows her just how much she’d screwed up her relationship with him.

Yet betrayal, deceit and bodies litter their pathway as they struggle to save the missing women before the kidnapper’s assassins get close enough to take them out instead…

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


Chapter 1
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Asher Tromblay walked along Coronado Beach, wondering at the strange turn of his life. He was leaving Coronado, and this was his goodbye walk. Technically he was already no longer part of the naval world, and, after doing that job to help out Beau, Asher would head off on his own mission next. He just didn’t know when and didn’t know how. He’d already gotten rid of everything in his life except for a small sterile apartment in San Diego, and that was it. But then he didn’t want anything more.

It was so strange to be at this stage. When he entered the military and became a Navy SEAL, he never thought about life after the navy. Most men only lasted eight, maybe ten years. Asher had crossed that line himself now. The guys on the Mavericks team had all found something else to do with themselves, and he had too. More of the same, just better.

Just then his phone rang. He looked down and read the Caller ID. Mavericks. He laughed at that. “Asher here.”

“You ready?” Beau was on the other end.

Asher took a deep breath. “Ready? Where am I going?”

“How do you feel about Asia?”

He frowned at that. “After those girls sold into the sex trade?”

“Well, you’re going after somebody else over there,” Beau said. “We think it’s connected to the same deal we just came off of in Alaska, but that’s not the main concern. We are still working on that, but it’s not the focus of your mission.”

“Well, it should be a pretty big concern,” Asher said.

“Maybe,” he said. “What we’ve got is a set of twins.”

“Great,” he said with a laugh. “What age?”

“They’re thirty. They were picked up at their hotel room in Shanghai and apparently are being held for ransom somewhere in China.”

“What connections do they have to the Alaska cult?”

“None directly but maybe they intersect with another human trafficking ring or sex-trade black market operation. The twins are models,” he said. “Their mother is a highly sought after wedding planner for the rich and famous and was in China to research and to prepare for a high-profile wedding in Shanghai.”

“Why would the twins be kidnapped?” Asher asked.

“We’re hearing all kinds of theories. Maybe it’s a political statement. No clue. If you’re ready to go, you leave in five hours.”

“Well, I’m going,” he said, “but my Chinese sucks.”

“You’ll have a partner on the other side this time.”

“And who’s that?” he asked.

“Ryker. And another person will be helping out.”

“Who are we thinking has the twins?”

“I could be wrong, but the most direct link among the theories, consistent with the facts at hand, is that the mother has some client—either a current one or a hopeful future one—holding the twins captive, forcing the mother to take on the planning of some upcoming wedding.”

“Well, that brings up a whole new meaning to bridezilla,” Asher said, but no laughter was in his voice. He turned to face the ocean sprawled in front of him. “And these are thirty-year-old twins?”

“Yes. We understand they’re autistic.”

“Are they difficult to handle?”

“Yes. Probably so. At the same time, you must keep your eyes and ears open in case you hear any information on the sex traffickers.”

“We never did get any of that rundown after the Alaska op, did we?”

“The Mavericks team is working on it. They got a line on one supply chain.”

“Is this connected?”

“No, I don’t think so. Not from what we’ve got so far. But it would be nice to have closure.”

“And you, are you heading out on another job?”

“No. I’m here as your central communication center.”

“Are we ever doing team missions?”

“We help one person do a job, and then we’re into team jobs.”

“If you say so,” Asher said. “Did you ever think about quitting?”

“Before? All the time,” he said. “But it’s different now. We get to say no sometimes. We get to say yes sometimes. The budget is there. The decisions are ours—not the brass above us.”

“I get it,” Asher said. “Makes a whole lot of sense in many ways.”

“So, are you up for this?”

“I’m up for it,” he said. “How am I getting there?”

“Military transport, various kinds, disembarking at a US military base in South Korea.”

“And from there?”

“And from there,” he said, “you’re on your own.”

“My backup will be there?”

“Your backup plus one will be there,” Beau said.

“Who’s the plus-one?”

“Her name is Mickie,” he said.

“I only know one woman named Mickie,” Asher said. “It better not be her.”

“Yep. Sorry. It’s her. She’s the private nurse for the twins.”

And then Beau was gone, leaving Asher staring at the phone in shock. Mickie was his ex-fiancée from his early days in the military. While she’d finished nursing school, he’d gone into SEALs training, and then, she’d gone into Doctors without Borders.

What the hell was she doing in Asia on this assignment as a family nurse and as his plus-one? That didn’t bear thinking about.

Of all the women in the world he wanted to see again, she was not one.


Chapter 2
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Asher had hitched an undocumented ride on a US military cargo plane across the Pacific Ocean, arriving in the wee hours this morning, now Tuesday, having jumped over the rest of his Monday into his new time zone here, to slip his way on board a nearby navy ship to crash for a few hours. He now stood on the deck of the USS Chosin and stared at the town in front of him as the sun rose. He was docked at the US base in South Korea. Nobody was allowed to know he was here. Nobody was allowed to know he was leaving. Such was his current life. But then, as he had no end of files on his cell phone and a disk in his fingers and a laptop in his backpack, that was about all the help he would get.

Except for his backup plus one. That still really bothered him that Mickie was his plus-one. He couldn’t imagine what was going on there, but the order had been given. It was up to him whether to follow that order, but this was the only order he had. And maybe he could live with that. The trouble was, this op was a lot of responsibility on his shoulders. Thankfully he had a backup. Ryker. Asher just didn’t know where his partner was yet. He took several deep breaths of the fresh morning air and then walked down the disembark plank.

Once on the boardwalk, he kept walking. Several others had disembarked with him. Asher was a little more obvious in that he wasn’t in uniform. He had deliberately kept to the center of the crowd. He had gear with him that he would need to set up, but he wanted to be on land and away from the base first. Something about working mostly alone had him looking at everybody, including other servicemen, even navy seamen, as potentially being part of the problem. If Asher was the solution, who else was out there? And what were they doing? And were they on his side or somebody else’s side?

He shrugged and moved forward.

As soon as his group reached an open area, he could see more and more crowds filing in to meet up with the seamen just getting off. Asher stepped to the side, slipped around the corner of a building, and headed toward Seoul, but his real destination was the Port of Incheon area. He wanted to reach Shanghai as soon as he could. He’d done some research on the best method of travel to get him into China, and flying seemed the fastest and the easiest.

Except he wanted nobody to see his face, so a private boat would be the better option to sneak him in. His backpack was full of cash, and he could access more if he needed it. He headed along the edge of the walkway, his gaze covertly searching the whole area. He would recognize his backup.

As soon as he separated a little more from the group, his gaze caught sight of a tall male, dressed all in black, leaning against the ropes up ahead, his face turned away from Asher. That set of shoulders. That haircut. Even though it had grown out, it was still short. Asher walked up and passed him and said, “Good morning.” This man was yet another old friend of his. Inside, he was grinning.

Ryker stepped in behind him. As soon as they were in among the buildings, Ryker, beside Asher now, said, “We have a boat.”

“Good,” Asher said. “Do we need other supplies first?”

“No, we have pretty much everything we need from here, and, what we don’t have, we can pick up in China.”

“Good enough.” China was well-known for having anything and everything available for a price. And it wasn’t even all that expensive. Within minutes, they turned onto a smaller dock where a good half-dozen boats were tied up. One of them looked more like a speedboat than anything. He assumed that was his. But, no, Ryker took Asher to another, a fishing boat.

Ryker hopped in. “Grab the line, will you?”

Asher quickly untied the knot from the dock and tossed the rope into the back of their boat; then he stepped in as well and moved forward. Ryker turned on the engine and put out toward the open sea. As Asher looked around, this boat was just one of many and was a whole lot more inconspicuous than the speedboat would have been, although the speedboat would have been faster.

As soon as they were out and away from everybody, Ryker turned, looked at him, and said, “You might want to sit down.”

Asher raised his eyebrows but sat down in the passenger seat as Ryker opened up the throttle, and the engine surged forward. Asher let out a laugh because, under cover of a fishing boat camouflage was one very sweet engine.

Ryker shouted over the wind, “Totally different deal this time, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” he said, “but I’m liking it.”

“Did you ever do much undercover work?”

Asher shrugged. “Not enough. This is definitely what I prefer.”

“Me too,” Ryker said. After that, they just shared silence for a long time.

Finally Asher had to ask, “I heard we have a plus-one?”

Ryker nodded. “But Mickie is not here. She’s in Shanghai.”

“Okay,” he said slowly, still stunned she was involved at all. “So why were the twins in Shanghai when they were taken, yet the mother was working on some China wedding?”

Ryker laughed. “I think the first stopover was China. Then the second part of the trip had them in Shanghai.”

“Okay,” Asher said, still considering this new information. “Do we know why Mickie is with us?”

“She was separated from the twins,” Ryker said. “When they were kidnapped, she was knocked out and drugged heavily. When she came to, the police didn’t appear to care too much about what had happened. Then the mother contacted somebody who contacted the Mavericks and set her up with us.”

“And the advantage of having Mickie is what?”

“Apparently, when we grab the twins, they can be a little difficult,” Ryker said.

“As anybody with special needs can be. Hell, I can be on any given day,” Asher said with a nod. “So maybe it did make sense that she was there. But I’m surprised. She’s doing private nursing?”

“I don’t know anything about it,” Ryker said. “She was a nurse with Doctors without Borders in the past. I know that much, but apparently now she’s doing this.”

Asher wasn’t even sure what this was, but it had been a good eight years since he’d seen her and ten years since they were engaged.

Ryker glanced at him. “Problems?”

Asher’s smile slid sideways. “No, we have a history. That’s all.”

Ryker chuckled. “Of course you do. It’s not like anything would ever be easy.”

“It was a long time ago. We were very young.”

“Got it,” Ryker said. “Chances are she’s married with half-a-dozen kids already.”

That threw Asher. If she was, she surely wouldn’t be hired as a live-in private nurse outside of the States, would she? But no point in asking questions nobody could answer. Much better to wait and see how the chips fell. He was a professional. His job was to return the twins safely to their family. According to his notes, home was in Geneva.

And then he thought about Mickie and Geneva and realized that her gig made more sense than he thought. Because Mickie’s grandmother had been Swiss, and the last time he’d seen her grandmother, she was in good health but aging rapidly. Maybe Mickie had left the Doctors without Borders organization to look after her grandmother? Again he found himself questioning and doubting the circumstances when there was really no point. They’d get answers soon enough. Hopefully first thing this afternoon when they reached Shanghai.

[image: * * *]

Michaella Hunker, Mickie for short, waited impatiently in a small hotel in Shanghai. She couldn’t sleep, and she kept checking the time. Currently it was just before one p.m., Tuesday, the day after the kidnapping. Actually about thirty-six hours later. But she had been drugged for the first eight hours, which was a blessing of sorts, cutting short her actual worry time, but she hated that the twins were in the hands of their kidnappers for so long. For too long.

This was definitely not Mickie’s first choice of location for a meet, given the kidnapping of the twins from here, but the twins’ mother, Chandra, had ordered Mickie to await the US team coming to help, while Chandra had promptly booked herself into another hotel. So Mickie had been trapped here another twenty-eight hours, given the team’s flight time of around twelve hours and another eight for a secret boat ride into Shanghai, not to mention the five-hour delay before the team’s plane even left the States and maybe a short nap had been thrown in there somewhere too. She just hoped, with the time zone changes involved—some fifteen to sixteen hours ahead of California’s time zone—that this team was well rested and had no jet lag issues.

She’d been on the oceans around here several times during her stints with Doctors without Borders. But after Mickie left that organization to look after her grandmother, her life had been at a much more sedate pace. And yet, she still found herself automatically reverting to some of her automatic responses during her years with Doctors without Borders. As in hating the crowds here, yet loving the atmosphere.

But, at the same time, that seemed like a lifetime away. Her grandmother had passed away six months ago after a two-and-a-half-year-long illness, where Mickie had been at her side every day. That loss hurt so badly that Mickie hadn’t wanted to stick around the empty house. Said empty house had been left to her, along with enough money that she didn’t have to work, but she didn’t want to sit there with the memories and the pain and the grief rolling through her.

So, when one of her grandmother’s friends had asked Mickie to help look after the daughters—Amelia and Alisha—of a famous wedding planner she knew, Mickie had agreed. The twins were autistic but, due to their ethereal beauty, had done a stint at modeling and had taken the world by storm.

Mickie’s predecessor, Lana, had been with the girls for over a decade—managing their day-to-day schedule and care—until she and Chandra had had a falling out. Chandra’s son, Edward, had urged his mother to fire Lana. So Mickie took over and was currently completing a trial six-month contract with the family. That contract was just about up, and, of course, everything blew up at the end.

She and the twins and their mother had been booked into a famous and well-respected hotel in Shanghai—the same one Mickie was required to stay in now—when a knock came at the door. Not suspecting anything wrong, Mickie had walked over and opened the door to find two gunmen. She’d been knocked out almost immediately. Later the morning of the kidnapping, about eight a.m. on Monday, the hotel’s housekeeping staff had found her, still knocked out and tied up on the floor beside the bed, yet the twins were gone. One of the twins was a diabetic, and the other one dealt with never-ending stomach issues.

The twins had been kidnapped, and Mickie had been dumped. She wished she’d been taken with them. At least then she could have maintained their health, helped to keep them calm, if not safe. She worried about what could happen to them. Why were the twins taken? Blackmail? Ransom? Their mother was well-known and wealthy. So trying to grab a chunk of her money made sense.

Since the twins and Chandra were Americans by birth and the local authorities were of no help, she had called in for a US team. Mickie just didn’t know who was being sent or how many would be in their team.

After several more rounds of pacing, she collapsed on the bed. Chandra had told Mickie not to leave the hotel room, the scene of the crime—in case the twins found their way back here, plus to meet the team Chandra had hired—and the walls were crowding in on Mickie. A knock sounded on the door. She straightened up slowly, and the knock came again.

When a voice she recognized from the dim recesses of her mind called out to her, she raced to the door and opened it. She stared at Asher in shock. He put one finger to his lips and then slipped inside with another man beside him. The door was shut and locked; then he went to the windows, and immediately the second man pulled out a device and checked her room over.

She realized just how much more serious this could get. When the second man finally said, “All clear,” Asher turned, looked at her, and said, “Good afternoon, Mickie.”

She shook her head. “You?”

He shrugged. “Why not me?”

She didn’t have an answer. She didn’t have any answers.

“Before we get into this heartwarming reunion,” the other man said, “I’m Ryker. Nice to meet you. What can you tell us about what happened?”

And, just like that, it became all-business right from the start. She sagged onto the bed again and explained it once more.

“Do the kidnappers know about the medical conditions of the twins?” Ryker asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“This is about a wedding?” Asher asked in confusion.

“I don’t know that either. It seems far-fetched to me, but I know that weddings at this level cost upward of one million dollars.” Asher just stared at her, and she could see the shock registering in his eyes. She nodded. “And I think that’s why, when Chandra refused a potential client because her schedule is booked for five years…”

His jaw dropped a little more. “Seriously?”

She nodded. “You must remember. We’re talking about the megarich here.”

“Right,” he said, swallowing with great difficulty. “And maybe something else is behind it that we don’t know about.”

“It’s hard to say,” she noted. “I highly doubt the future bride will have any inclination to speak up if there’s any truth to it.”

“We do find, when people explain their actions, which we later find out are lies, that they are involved for a very unrelated reason,” Ryker said.

“And I was thinking about that too,” she said. “We were at their home in Switzerland for the longest time, and then Chandra came to do research on two upcoming weddings—one in Japan in four months for the prime minister’s niece and another in China in eight months that she had promised to do for the president’s granddaughter. We landed first in Japan, then came to China.”

Asher, his arms crossed, asked, “And the twins traveled with their mother all the time?”

Mickie shook her head. “In the six months I’ve worked for her, I haven’t done any traveling. And Chandra had been gone most of the time. I don’t know why she brought the twins this time.”

“Were they happy to come?”

She shook her head. “No, they weren’t. They don’t like traveling. They want everything the same. They thrive on routine. They hate change and are getting worse in that regard. They like the things that they know, the places that they recognize, the food that they love. They are truly happy when home, in Geneva, in their garden, with their pets. They are miserable when you take them out of that environment. And it brings on more tantrums and emotional outbursts.”

“So then we need to find out from Chandra why she brought them to Japan and China.”

“And I’ve asked,” Mickie said, “but she hasn’t given me a decent answer.”

“That’s where we start then,” Asher said. “Do you know where she is?” As he spoke, he glanced at his watch. She remembered that about him from before; he was very time conscious.

“No,” she said. “She left me her cell phone though.”

“Her cell phone?”

“Yes, she’s in incredibly high demand. Her office handles most of the calls. Anybody who’s dealing with her on a personal level has a phone number to call her directly.”

“Interesting.” He held out his hand.

She gave him the phone and asked, “Does she know you’re here?”

“To the best of my knowledge,” Asher said, “she’s the one who brought us in.”


Chapter 3
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Mickie stared at the man she’d loved, since forever, trying to see the younger man inside this older, seasoned warrior. But it was hard. She found no twinkle of laughter in his gaze. More lines were around the corner of his mouth. His forehead and jaw were more sculpted, but the tick was still there. The tick in the corner of his jaw as he studied the phone in his hand. She used to reach up and kiss it all the time, telling him that he needed to calm down before that became a permanent feature of his face.

Apparently he hadn’t calmed down because it was there right now. He’d filled out a lot more than she remembered too. His forearms and biceps were massive. He wore a T-shirt, but it looked like it was two sizes too small. Then again he’d always had trouble fitting in clothes. If they fit in one spot, they didn’t fit in another. He stared at the phone, hit a button, and held it to his ear. When a woman answered on the other end, he said, “We’re in China. Where are you?” He looked over at Ryker and nodded. “We’ll come to you.”

He turned and walked toward the door. Mickie bolted to her feet, slipped on sandals, and said, “I’m coming with you.”

He looked at Ryker, who returned his stare and then shrugged.

“It wouldn’t be my choice to have you with us,” Asher said.

Immediately she felt hurt wobble inside. She hadn’t expected it to be him in the first place. She’d seen him maybe eight years ago, totally by accident, at an event. But that had been all since they broke up their relationship a decade ago.

“It doesn’t matter what you think on this subject,” she said. “If there’s any chance of finding the twins between here and there or at any location, I need to come.”

“Are you bringing your black medical bag too?”

Her first thought was it might have been an insult, but his expression held interest and curiosity, not mockery. She reached down, grabbed her large purse, and threw it over her shoulder. “It’s all in here.”

“Good,” he said. “Then come.” But then he stopped, looking at her and pointed at her small travelling bag.

“The rest of my things will be fine,” she said with a frown. “I don’t really have much else with me.”

At that, his lips turned down, as if critiquing her very casual clothing. “We’ll take it anyway.”

“I’m not a warrior like you,” she muttered. “I’m a nurse.”

He nodded, picked up her bag and opened the door, letting her step out in front of him. The hotel door was locked, but Asher had spent a little longer at the door than necessary. She frowned at him, but he ignored her. That was something else she wasn’t used to. Normally he was very attentive. Always there for her. She had to remember why it was that they’d broken up because all she remembered right now were the good times.

The men said something behind her, but she didn’t hear what it was. When she turned, they had already moved rapidly past her and toward the elevator.

“Are you coming?” Asher asked.

They’d walked right by her, and she still stood in the hallway staring at Asher. She gave her head a shake and said, “Yes,” and ran after them.

Once outside, the whole time they walked along the street to Chandra’s hotel, Asher was busy checking blueprints on his cell. Ryker had gone ahead, only she didn’t know where.

Mickie walked at Asher’s side. “What are you doing?” she asked curiously.

“Checking for exits. Checking for cameras. Making sure we’re not walking into a trap.”

“Can you really do that from out here? So far away?”

“I can make a best-guess effort,” he said. “But, if it’s a well-laid trap, it’s pretty hard for anybody to fail-safe that.”

“That doesn’t make me feel any better.”

“It’s not meant to,” he said. “You were targeted. Or rather the three of you were. They dealt with you very efficiently and took what they wanted.”

As if that didn’t make her feel even guiltier. “Must you say it like that?” she asked, hating that her voice trembled.

He looked up, surprised. “Like what?”

“Like you blame me too,” she said. “Isn’t it bad enough that I’m racked with guilt already?”

“Didn’t you say that they came in through the hotel room door with guns, and they were obviously well-trained?”

She nodded.

“You’re what? Five-five, 130 pounds?”

Again she nodded, hating the fact that he’d hit the number right on the head. She’d been trying to lose a little bit of weight, but it hadn’t seemed all that important. Until now,… damn it.

“You couldn’t have done anything then,” he said gently. “Short of having killer martial arts skills and hidden weapons, what would you do?”

“Of which I don’t have either,” she said, “so I did nothing because I couldn’t.”

“Just acknowledge what happened and move on,” he said. “They won’t get a second chance.”

“You’ll protect me?” she asked drily. “I’d have thought you’d throw me to the wolves.”

He jumped, turned to look at her, and asked, “Why would I do that?”

And left her feeling foolish.

[image: * * *]

Asher wasn’t sure what was going on in Mickie’s head, but he didn’t have time for it. He’d compartmentalized his brain and had safely put Mickie back where she belonged. In his past. They had had a great thing, and they had chosen to break it off. They’d each gone their own way. The end. At least it would be if
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   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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