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CHAPTER 1


Dozer

No one thought it strange, least of all me, that Greer and Ladd wasted no time in getting married. They were on the verge of doing just such a thing twelve years ago when mutual stupidity drove them apart. I feel I can say that in a judgmental tone because I, too, have done such a thing. But we all have regrets in life, many of which aren’t fixable.

Luckily for the new Mr. and Mrs. McDermott, theirs was easy enough to repair.

Since neither Greer nor Ladd are overly religious, they chose to have the ceremony in a community hall in Upper St. Clair, which is where Ladd lives. From the time he went to California to retrieve the one who got away until the exchange of vows, a mere four days passed. Greer had no family to worry about in terms of schedule and ability to fly in for the wedding, and Ladd’s parents live in Ohio. They own a flooring company and had no problem taking a few days off to come see their son get married for the second time, but to the woman he should’ve been wed to all along.

Many people were deeply touched that Greer asked Ladd’s ex-wife, Britney, to be her matron of honor. Weird? Yes, but also just very right. I’ve always admired Ladd and Britney’s ability to maintain a steadfast friendship even after their divorce, and Britney has become fast friends with Greer.

Completely weird. Completely right.

The actual ceremony was short but heartfelt, and what followed was an immense party filled with good food, even better liquor, and a really crappy-looking wedding cake from the local grocery store since there was no time to have a decent one made. Ladd wore a tailored suit, just one of many he has to have for our line of work when formal attire is needed. Greer went about as nontraditional as one could get and opted for a blood-red cocktail dress that she happened to have in her array of clothing. They made a striking couple, not only because of their near-perfect good looks, but because they looked like two halves of a whole coming together.

I normally don’t wax poetic about this sort of shit, given that I’ve been unsuccessful in love, but that doesn’t mean I can’t take joy in my friend’s happiness.

My gaze sweeps across the room of mostly Jameson employees and a few outside friends. Groups of two, three, four, and five people talk and laugh. There was no time to get a DJ, so music spins from an iPhone hooked to Bluetooth speakers. Cage and Jaime are the only ones dancing, looking like quite the fools. But I suppose the fact that they can be silly together is a testament to how right they are for each other. After all, Cage married her under false pretenses, telling her he was a used car salesman rather than a secret security agent. It took Jaime getting kidnapped—and Cage saving her—for the truth to come out. Luckily, she’s a forgiving soul.

My eyes land on Kynan, the man who started this company, who’s considered the patriarch of the Jameson family. He served as Ladd’s best man.

Kynan stands with his hand wound around his wife Joslyn as they talk with Camille and Jackson. Kynan and Joslyn are very much like Greer and Ladd, having been in love long ago and with that common theme of stupidity tearing them apart. Their second chance is working out nicely. Camille and Jackson are newly in love. He was assigned as her bodyguard and fell in love with the royal princess who stands to inherit not only a country but the world’s largest and wealthiest ruby mine. Many would call him a lucky son of a bitch for those reasons alone, but he scored big time by the mere fact that Camille is an incredibly genuine and down-to-earth woman. She doesn’t give a rat’s ass about her wealth and only wants to help people. I suspect we’ll all be in Bretaria in about a year’s time for their wedding, but no official word on that yet.

Saint Bellinger and Cruce Britton are elbow to elbow talking about something. They’re thick as thieves, which is quite funny since Saint used to be a professional thief. Their wives, Sin and Barrett, are also close friends, but they couldn’t be more different. Sin was also a professional thief, and Barrett is a world-renowned physicist whose IQ actually rivals mine; she’s also the president’s niece.

And yet, when we have Jameson functions, those two are joined at the hip. I expect it’s because their husbands were involved in early missions when Kynan first took control of Jameson, so they’ve been around the longest.

Sin is pregnant, due in July, I believe, and I notice a lot of low whispering between the women. The fact that Barrett is not drinking alcohol leads me to believe we might have another Jameson baby on the horizon.

My eyes land on my best friend at Jameson, Bebe Grimshaw. She’s standing with her son Aaron and our resident psychiatrist, Corinne Ellery Brandeis, newly married herself to another love from the past, Clay.

There is so much love, honor, and commitment among the couples in this room, but probably none as profoundly well-deserved as my best friend Bebe. She pulls her son Aaron out onto the dance floor and boogies to Justin Timberlake’s “Can’t Stop the Feeling” with absolutely no embarrassment. This, coming from a woman who spent years in prison for a crime she actually committed, stealing nuclear codes to sell to another country. That’s shocking to most people within our organization when they learn her backstory, but then they’re told the circumstances—that someone forced her to steal the codes, or they would kill her son. While the court system didn’t care about her reasons, Kynan McGrath did, and he used his very significant power with Congress to spring her from prison. He later followed through after she provided a great service to our country in outing and capturing the hacker who forced her to steal the codes and was given a presidential pardon.

Her fiancé, Griff, watches from the edge of the makeshift dance floor, his eyes possessive of her and his soon-to-be stepson. He’s one of my favorite people in this room, and if there’s anybody here who deserves happiness, it’s those two.

“You going to cut a rug?” a man says from behind me, and I turn to see Malik and Anna. They’re holding hands, looking so right together. Anna’s husband worked for Jameson and lost his life during the same mission where Malik was captured and held for months in a Syrian desert prison. I suppose their love story is as deserving as Bebe and Griff’s, but for very different reasons.

“I’m not sure you could handle my dance moves,” I tease. “But any time you want to throw down, just say the word.”

“Oh no,” Malik backpedals. “This boy most certainly can’t dance unless the music is nice and slow and Anna’s in my arms.”

“Excuse me while I go puke,” I say with exaggerated faux nausea and Anna giggles.

We watch Bebe and Aaron dance. She looks over at me and waves. I lift my chin in acknowledgment. She then gestures for me to join them on the dance floor.

Malik shoves me toward the floor. “Go get ’em, Doze.”

Now, I’ve got some damn good moves, and I don’t mind showing them off. Without hesitation, I join Bebe and her son, and soon, others follow.

♦

It’s late, and the party is wrapping up. Ladd and Greer left over an hour ago for a quick honeymoon down to Turks and Caicos. Because Jameson is a family, no one felt compelled to leave when they did, and we continued drinking, dancing, and eating. I went light on the champagne because I have to work tomorrow morning and I cannot stand being fuzzy-headed. Besides, I’ve never been one to get drunk.

I share a ride back into the city with Cruce and Barrett. Barrett is driving since she hasn’t had any alcohol. I’m tempted to ask if she’s pregnant, but I don’t want to put her on the spot. Those are things she’ll share when she’s ready, but if I’m a betting man, I’m betting she and Cruce have happy news to reveal soon.

Despite the lack of champagne, the frivolity and good times have worn me out, and I can’t wait to climb into my bed. It’s quiet as we head back into Pittsburgh, and I almost doze off in the back seat when my phone buzzes in my pocket.

I pull it out and look at the screen, frowning at the short message that has a red triangle followed by the words High Alert.

My heart jackhammers as I unlock my phone and move to an encrypted program Bebe created. It’s a backdoor monitoring system of all the prisons in the United States, designed to track the status of certain inmates. It’s only accessible to law enforcement, but Bebe isn’t known as one of the best hackers in the world for nothing.

My throat dries when I pull up the single alert and expand it. Words I never thought I’d see:

Inmate: #886305 Ivan Borovsky

Status: Escaped

Nationwide alert

“Son of a bitch,” I mutter, sitting up straight in my seat. It was date- and time-stamped only two hours ago, meaning he is only recently on the loose. He’s been incarcerated in New York for six years after receiving a life sentence without parole for the murders of a husband, wife, and their two children in Miami.

Cruce looks over his shoulder at me. “What’s up?”

My brain spins, putting together the most efficient game plan. I have to call Jessica, pack my bags, and head to the airport. If Kynan will lend me the company plane, I can get there quicker.

It’s essential I get there as fast as possible because I know, without a doubt, Borovsky is headed to Miami.

He’s going after Jessica, and he’s going to make her pay.


CHAPTER 2


Dozer

“Hi, it’s Jessica. Leave a message and I’ll get back to you. Better yet… text.”

I growl as I disconnect the call. It does no good to leave another voicemail on Jessica’s phone. My first one was short, to the point, and hopefully not overly panicked sounding. I basically told her Borovsky had escaped, that we needed to get her moved somewhere safe, and that I was heading to Miami.

I’m assuming the reason she hasn’t heard my voicemail is because she’s sound asleep and her ringer is muted after ten p.m. It’s nearly one a.m. now, and I didn’t really have hopes that she’d be awake and would see my call. She has no landline, so this is the only way to get in touch with her.

I consider calling her mother Claire. She lives twenty minutes from Jessica, and I could ask her to go over and get her out of the house. I choose not to do that mainly because I can’t put her mother in danger. I also consider calling the police and having them put an officer outside her house, but I don’t because I can’t explain how I have such expeditious information regarding Borovsky’s escape without getting Bebe into trouble for hacking into the prison system.

Speaking of which, I glance at my watch and curse as I pace my living room. “Goddamn it… where’s Bebe?”

“She’ll be here any minute,” Barrett reassures me. Cruce put her in charge of managing me since I’ve been a bit of a basket case. Since the minute I saw that alert on Borovsky, I’ve been a mass of jumbled nerves. I explained the situation to Cruce and Barrett as they drove me home, and by the time we’d arrived, Cruce was in full battle-planning mode. I’d called Bebe, and without giving details, asked her to go to Jameson headquarters to pick up some equipment I’d need and meet me at my house, since I live closer to the airport. Cruce had gotten on the phone with Kynan and made arrangements to ready the Jameson plane. Luckily, there’s always a pilot on call for unexpected and emergency trips such as this.

If I can just get on the plane, I can be in Miami in three hours. If I hustle, I can be at Jessica’s house by daybreak and get her the hell out of there and to safety until Borovsky’s captured. I just need Bebe to hurry up and get here with my shit.

“You have to relax, Dozer,” Cruce says in an effort to calm me down. “Even if Borovsky heads straight to Miami, it’s going to take him several hours, probably a few days, to make it there without getting caught.”

I nod in agreement but grimace. “Unless the family is in on this escape—which they probably are, given their resources—and they have a private plane to smuggle him on.” Cruce issues a low curse in recognition of this possibility. “More likely, I have to worry about the family moving on Jessica on behalf of Ivan. His need for revenge will be backed by them without question.”

“Then Bebe better hurry up,” Cruce murmurs.

To distract myself, I bend over my packed duffel bag that sits next to a suitcase filled with clothes. I have no clue if what I threw in there even matches, but that’s not as important as what’s in the duffel. I unzip it and stare at the weapons inside: three different handguns, an AR-15, brass knuckles, a tactical baton, and boxes of ammo. The handguns are a necessity—the AR-15, probably not, but I feel better having it. The brass knuckles for if I’m lucky enough to get my hands on Borovsky, and the tactical baton is something I’ve trained with the past year in hand-to-hand combat.

I smile grimly as I zip the duffel back up. I came into Jameson a year ago, hired for my brain, and ninety-nine percent of my job is putting that brain to use down in the R&D lab at headquarters. But I’ve also spent a lot of time training with Kynan and the other agents. I’ve become proficient in all weapons, and I’m a dead shot at the range. I’ve been practicing mixed martial arts, which I have an affinity for because I’m inherently athletic and I took karate when I was a kid. I’m a big guy, in the best shape of my life because while my brain is my real strength, I’ve always been serious about keeping my body healthy. I get that from my dad.

Kynan has even let me participate in some of the advanced training the other agents do, such as high-speed driving, as well as evasion and torture exercises. I’m not saying I’ll ever want to be a field agent, but I’m not afraid of anything that might come my way.

The only thing that terrifies me is Jessica dying, and I’m bound and determined to never let that happen.

“You really should let us put a team together and go with you,” Cruce says as I straighten.

I shake my head. “I’m not waiting. If you want to send someone to follow me, fine. But I’m taking that plane now… or rather as soon as Bebe gets here.”

As if fate lined up my desires with physical reality, Bebe walks through the front door. She doesn’t knock, nor has she ever. She’s my best friend and has a key to my place. She can walk in any time, just as I have the right to do in her home. Although admittedly, I walked in on her and Griff getting hot and heavy in the kitchen one day, and since then, I’ve used the doorbell.

“Thank God you’re here,” I exclaim, moving toward her. I take both canvas bags she brought and rifle through them, checking to make sure she got everything I requested. It’s a variety of electronic and tactical devices that could come in handy or may not be used at all. Best to have them, anyway.

“Want to tell me what the hell is going on?” Bebe snaps, and when I look up at her, I see Griff standing behind her. Of course he’d come too.

“I don’t have time.” I toss my head toward Cruce as I sling the canvas bags over one arm and turn toward my duffel. “Cruce can fill you in.”

“Oh, hell no,” Bebe snarls, and I’m almost jerked backward as she grabs at the bags and pulls them free. “What is going on?”

Fury rises within me, and I feel an anger toward Bebe that I didn’t think possible. “I don’t fucking have time.”

I’m the most chill man in the world, but I can see wariness in her eyes from my tone.

Griff doesn’t like what he hears and steps forward. “You do have time to tell us what’s going on. If not for us to help you, then to put Bebe’s worry to rest.”

I glance at her again, and she pleads. “Just take five minutes and give me the lowdown on wherever you’re going and whatever trouble you’re facing. Then I’m heading straight back to Jameson, and I’ll be your support from there.”

A rush of shame and frustration expels in a long breath. My mind spins, trying to put into a very quick context something that will make sense.

I choose to go with something she’d understand. “You know the times you’ve dog-sat for me when I went to Miami?”

“Yeah,” she drawls with a frown. “You have a girl there.”

“I have two,” I correct her, and Bebe’s eyebrows shoot up. “A very close, dear friend… her name is Jessica, and her seven-year-old daughter, Thea. I’m Thea’s godfather.”

“I’m assuming those weren’t hot weekend date situations,” Bebe says.

I never did say why I was going to Miami. She assumed I was going to hook up with someone, and I never rectified that. But I don’t state the obvious.

“Jessica’s in trouble. Six years ago, she testified against a member of the Russian Mafia who had committed some brutal murders down in Miami. His name is Ivan Borovsky, and I found out about an hour ago that he’s escaped from prison in New York.”

“Via the app I created to track criminals we want to keep an eye on,” Bebe says with a satisfied smile.

I manage a smile back. It’s her genius that’s given me the jump on Ivan. “He’s going after Jessica.”

“That’s a bit of a leap, isn’t it?” Griff asks, seeking a better explanation. “I mean… I’d assume this guy would run. It seems dangerous to try to exact revenge against a witness.”

“She’s not just a witness,” I admit with a fair amount of bitterness in my voice. “She was involved with him at the time. It wasn’t serious on her end, but he was sort of obsessed with her. When she went to the police with evidence—which was really what they needed to put the nail in his coffin—he took it as a serious betrayal. Trust me when I say… he’s going to kill her.”

Griff and Cruce exchange a dubious glance, and I get that this is all conjecture. But Bebe doesn’t second-guess me at all. Stepping forward, she takes my hands in hers. “Then get your ass down there and get her to safety. I’ve got your back. I assume you’ll beat Borovsky there.”

I nod gratefully. “I should be able to get to her before he does, but I am worried members of Borovsky’s family might try to take her for his use later. I can’t waste any time.”

“Then we need to go,” Bebe says, stepping away and motioning toward the door. “Griff and I will drive you to the airport.”

I should bolt, but instead, I pull my friend in for a hard hug. “Thank you.”

“Always,” she replies.

♦

It’s tense on the way to the airport. Griff drives and Bebe sits behind him, leaving me in the front passenger seat. I feel like we catch every damn red light until we make it to the interstate, and then I relax a little as Griff pushes the limits of speed set in place by the great state of Pennsylvania.

“So dish,” Bebe says from the back.

I’m startled by the break in the silence and glance over my shoulder at her. “What?”

“Dish about Jessica,” she says, folding her arms over her chest. “And tell me why I’ve never heard of this woman, why you’ve let me believe you had a sugar mama in Florida for all your trips down there, and be honest… is she a better friend to you than I am?”

The tinge of jealousy I detect in those last words breaks through my irritation. I glance back at her again. “Jessica is complicated, but you are my best friend, Bebe.”

“Aha!” she exclaims, leaning forward and jabbing a finger my way. “She’s more than a friend. She’s a secret lover. No, that’s not right. You two love each other, but something is keeping you apart. No, that can’t—”

“Bebe,” I say in a low rumble. “Slow your roll, and I’ll tell you about her.”

Griff snorts, but Bebe settles back into the seat, prepared to listen.

“Jessica and I met at the University of Miami. We became really close friends, along with another guy named Chase. The three of us did everything together.”

“Oh God,” Bebe moans, shaking her head. “It’s a love triangle, isn’t it?”

“No,” I censure. “Now be quiet and listen, because the minute Griff pulls up to the private terminal, I’m out of here, and you get no more.”

She makes a motion as if zipping her lips and once again crosses her arms over her chest, as if to prevent any animation provoked by surprise.

“Jessica and Chase ended up dating and got serious, but it was still the three of us all the time. After college, things obviously changed. I went off to Hamburg for my master’s, Jessica stayed in Miami and started a master’s program—she’s an artist—and Chase joined the Air Force.”

“What did you go to Hamburg for?” Griff asks, interrupting.

I grace him with an answer, since this is the love of Bebe’s life and I know she wants us to be tight. He’s still learning about me.

“I was pursuing a master of science with a focus on intelligent adaptive systems.”

Bebe snorts. “Because two bachelor’s degrees—one in mathematics and one in computer sciences—weren’t enough.”

“Yes, we all know I’m fucking smart,” I reply dryly before returning to my story. “At any rate, we were all apart physically, but we kept in close contact. Jessica and Chase continued to see each other when he could get leave. He was stationed in California after basic training.”

“Jessica didn’t go there to be with him?” Bebe asks.

“He didn’t ask her to,” I reply, remembering precisely how shocked I was that he didn’t beg her to go.

I don’t want to be pinned down, he’d told me in confidence, although he didn’t have the guts to tell Jessica that.

But I knew that it wasn’t serious enough for the long run.

I shake my head. “Jessica was concentrating on school, and Chase was training. It wasn’t a good time. However, they saw each other when they could, and on one of those visits, Jessica got pregnant.”

“With your goddaughter,” Bebe murmurs.

“Thea,” I reply, a smile coming unbidden to my face as it does one hundred percent of the time when I think about her. I blink, noting the exit sign ahead for the airport. “There was loose talk of marriage. It was assumed after he finished basic training, or when she finished her master’s, but—”

“He didn’t propose to her?” Bebe asks, aghast.

“No, he didn’t.” Fool and asshole that he was. “I think Jessica wanted that, but it never came. She was still in school in Miami, and Chase was in California throughout the pregnancy. He flew in for the birth and was head over heels in love with his daughter. I thought that might be the push he needed to become a family man.”

“But?” Bebe prods.

“But,” I continue, the words sour on my tongue, “Chase returned to California with no proposal, no further talk of marriage, and then three weeks later, he was killed in a motorcycle accident.”

“Oh my God,” Bebe exclaims, clapping her hand over her mouth.

“So our group of three stayed three, but Chase was gone and Thea was there in his place.”

“And you go down to Miami to spend time with them,” Bebe concludes.

“It’s why I took the job with Jameson,” I explain, and she blinks in surprise.

She frowns. “I thought it was money.”

Laughing, I admit, “The money was a good inducement. Scientists aren’t paid shit, but I wanted to be back on the East Coast to be closer to Jessica and Thea.”

Christ, Kynan’s offer was good timing. I’d been working for NASA at the Ames Research Center in Mountain View, California, one of ten NASA facilities. Ames concentrated its research and development in the fields of advanced supercomputing, human factors, and intelligent systems, what is often called artificial intelligence. I was recruited straight from my computer science PhD program at Stanford, where I worked mainly in their world-renowned AI lab.

I was doing important work, developing intelligent software to assist in several NASA Mission Directorates, including general aeronautics, the International Space Station, and Crewed Exploration Vehicles.

Kynan offered me triple what NASA was paying. His goal was to pair my brain with Bebe’s ingenuity to create our own technologies to push Jameson to become a world leader in security.

He definitely accomplished that mission, and I’ve never been happier in my work. It’s a bonus that it’s just a three-hour flight to Miami to see Jessica and Thea.

“There’s something else you’re not telling me,” Bebe says, and I’m pulled out of my memories.

“What do you mean?”

“Jessica’s not just a friend,” she asserts with a sharp nod.

I could lie to Bebe, but she’d see through it. Besides, I’m not ashamed of my feelings. I just don’t speak about them because what’s the point?

Griff enters the airport terminal, and I twist my neck to look back at Bebe. “She’s a friend, but… she’s always been the one for me. I’ve only ever loved her from afar, because I’m not it for her.”

Bebe’s eyebrows draw close. “What makes you think that?”

I shrug. “It’s just been friendship. That’s all it’s ever been.”

“Have you tried to make it more?” she demands.

Griff pulls into the parking lot for the private hangar where the Jameson plane waits.

“No,” I say, admonishment in my tone. “I don’t want to ruin the friendship.”

“Oh dear Lord,” Bebe grumbles as she glares at me. “You are an idiot.”

“It’s not like that, Bebe,” I snap as Griff stops in front of the glass doors.

“It’s not like that because you haven’t tried to make it like that,” she counters.

“Whatever,” I say and open the passenger door. Bebe scrambles from the back, and Griff stays behind the wheel, but he lowers the window so he can see us.

Bebe gives me a hug, and Griff wishes me luck.

I grab my gear and head toward the door.

“Dozer,” Bebe calls just as I reach it. “You should tell her how you feel. If anything, this should tell you that there are no guarantees for tomorrow.”

I don’t acknowledge her advice one way or the other, but merely give her a smile before entering the hangar.

Tell Jessica how I really feel?

Ridiculous.


CHAPTER 3


Jessica

It was a pleasant dream. One of those I didn’t want to wake from, but I can’t remember the specifics. There was a man involved—I couldn’t see his face—but we were walking on a beach together, and it just felt right.

Peaceful.

I struggle to hold on to that feeling, but a loud banging at my front door causes me to slowly open my eyes. It’s not daylight yet, but the bluish-gray light filtering in through my blinds tells me dawn is near.

Rolling over, I glance at the digital clock on my bedside table. The red numbers seem to angrily proclaim it’s a little after six a.m. and no one should be banging on anyone’s door at this hour.

Unless it’s an emergency.

I fly out of bed, almost falling on my face because the sheet is tangled around one leg. I kick it free, lurch for the door, and careen off the wood casing, jamming my shoulder hard.

“Fuck,” I snarl as I scramble down the short hallway, through the living room, and almost slam my face up against the peephole to see who’s out there.

Relief at not seeing a police uniform courses through me.

Then confusion.

Because on the other side of the door stands Dozer, and for the life of me, I can’t figure out why he’d show up unplanned, this early in the morning.

Not that he’s not welcome.
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PREAMBLE
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"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.
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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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