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PROLOGUE


Greer

For a spy, I’m not being very smart.

I’m certainly not clandestine.

Parking almost directly across the street from Ladd McDermott’s house is actually kind of obvious.

And so very stupid, especially since Ladd is a spy himself.

Well, only stupid if I don’t want him to see me, but I had come with the idea in mind that we’d have a face-to-face. The confrontation would not be pleasant and could end up causing quite a commotion in the neighborhood.

It’s quite possible he might shoot me.

So I don’t know if I’ll actually have the guts to get out of the car, walk up to his door, and knock on it. It’s been over a year and a half since he’s seen me, and I’m not sure if that’s long enough for his anger to have diminished.

There’s only one way to tell, though. It’s with a determined sigh I reach for the door handle. My fingers curl around the metal, but before I can pull, a car that had approached from behind swings into Ladd’s driveway.

I immediately sink lower into my seat, pull the brim of my baseball cap down, and thank God the rental car has semi-tinted windows.

The dark navy BMW5 Series comes to a halt before the garage where the brake lights stay lit for only a few seconds. The driver’s door opens, and my breath hitches when I see Ladd unfold himself from the seat.

Christ, he’s gorgeous and has hardly changed. He still wears his dark hair short, which is shot liberally through with streaks of premature gray, a phenomenon that started when he was just twenty-five years old. I used to tease him it was the nature of our work that did it, but his father was apparently the same way. Regardless, I thought the perfection of his face and cool blue eyes bore the gray wonderfully, and to me, he was simply the most beautiful man in the entire world.

Still is at age thirty, and while the gray might be taking up a little more real estate than it did at twenty-five, he’s even more handsome than the last time I saw him. Frankly, his hair could fall out and warts could pop out all over his head, and I’d still be attracted to him.

Ladd trots around the back of the BMW but rather than stepping onto the sidewalk that meanders through beds of begonias and daylilies to the front porch, he moves to the car’s passenger side.

My breath full-on freezes in my lungs when he pulls open the door and offers assistance to whoever is sitting there.

Things move in slow motion as an elegant hand extends outward, placing fingers into his palm. My stomach turns as Ladd smiles at what is obviously a woman in the passenger seat. She must say something because he tips his head back and laughs before his sparkling eyes come back to her.

Time speeds up and it all happens so fast, I have a hard time comprehending what I’m seeing.

He takes her other hand and her legs swing out, clad in leggings and ballet flats.

Ladd bends at the waist and tugs at the woman.

Yes, tugs—and my gut flops over on itself when I see a very round belly popping out of the car before the rest of the passenger.

She’s gorgeous with golden-blond hair flowing down her back, a brilliant smile, and a very, very pregnant belly showcased in a well-fitting shirt. She’s one of those women who can wear tight clothes when pregnant and still look like she could stroll down a Milan catwalk.

Ladd pulls her right into his body, wraps his arms around her waist, and dips his head to kiss her softly on the mouth.

Tears prick at my eyes as I note the wedding band on his left hand that I had not noticed before.

They pull apart, join hands, and then make their way up the sidewalk, to the front porch dotted with pots of flowers, and through the door where they disappear from sight.

“Goddamn it,” I mutter to myself, staying slumped in the seat as I stare blindly at the front of his house.

I’m too late.

Ladd’s life is complete. A wife, a kid on the way—everything he always wanted and nothing that I ever did.

I waited too long, and he’s moved on.


CHAPTER 1


Ladd

Ten years later…

I spy Jackson sitting at the large conference table where the on-duty Jameson agents are congregating for our weekly meeting and I’m surprised to see him.

“What in the hell are you doing here?” I ask, because Jackson should be in Bretaria with his girlfriend, Princess Camille Winterbourne.

He grins at me, kicking the rolling chair next to him out in a silent invitation to sit down. “Camille is ready to see the world. Or rather, Pittsburgh. We’re going to stay here awhile and travel in our downtime.”

“And you’re going to stay in your little apartment here at headquarters?” I ask, because while Camille is about as down-to-earth as royalty can be, I can’t see her wanting to live there.

“Oh no,” Jackson says, chuckling at the thought. “She’s looking for a house to buy and until then, we’re staying at the Fairmont.”

“Does it bother you that your girlfriend is richer than God and is essentially your sugar mama?” I ask slyly.

“Not one fucking bit,” he replies with a snort. But I know Jackson isn’t into Camille because she’s a princess and her family is one of the wealthiest in the world. The dude is truly in love, and she loves him back.

Lucky bastard.

I turn my head toward the conference room door and see Cage entering. He nabs the remote control from the end of the table and points it at the large-screen TV on the wall. As the TV is always tuned to a national news station, immediately the screen is filled with the charred remains of an airplane that crashed last night at the Pittsburgh Airport.

And not just any plane.

This one was chartered by the Pittsburgh Titans professional hockey team, and everyone on board was killed.

“Can you believe this?” I murmur as everyone silently watches the news coverage.

“It’s horrible,” Jackson replies, shaking his head.

The plane had what they’re calling a “catastrophic failure of the landing gear” that caused it to somersault down the runway on landing before breaking apart and bursting into flames. The news was confirmed this morning that no survivors have been found. The city—actually the entire nation—is reeling from this, and I’m a bit tired today as I admittedly stayed up until the wee hours watching the coverage, hoping they’d pull at least one person out alive. I finally fell asleep around three a.m., and I’m on my third cup of coffee this morning. I’m only feeling slightly sluggish.

More people file into the conference room that can easily seat twenty, but usually has no more than fifteen agents at any one time. The others are spread out around the world on missions. Kynan McGrath’s Jameson Force Security has more than quadrupled in size this last year alone and has become the preeminent private security agency in the world, as evidenced by the king of Bretaria hiring us in January to protect his daughter from a kidnapping and assassination plot. There are offices located in Pittsburgh and Vegas, but there’s a rumor that Kynan’s looking to put one on the West Coast and possibly one in Europe somewhere.

Our esteemed leader walks in last, closing the door behind him. Kynan glances at the TV grimly, picks up the remote, and shuts off the TV. Immediate silence settles over the room as we all turn our chairs Kynan’s way. He takes a seat at the head of the table.

“You’ve all obviously seen the terrible news about the Titans’ plane crash,” Kynan rumbles low, his voice filled with sorrow. His eyes shift left to Malik, sitting four chairs down from him. “Your brothers okay?”

Malik’s two brothers, Lucas and Max, play hockey for the Carolina Cold Fury. They, no doubt, had personal ties to people on that plane. Malik’s lips press flat. “They’ll be okay. Pretty shaken up, though.”

“If you need time off,” Kynan says, letting the offer hang in the air with sincerity.

Malik shakes his head. “I’m good.”

Kynan holds his gaze a second, just to be sure he is in fact good, then nods. His gaze moves right and he nods at Anna Tate, who sits directly across from Malik, and is coincidentally his girlfriend. She’s also Kynan’s right-hand woman, so to speak, and has taken to presenting cases to us at the start of each week. Her job is to update the team on current missions as well as highlight potential cases for consideration.

Kynan used to handle all of that himself, but he’s a smart enough man to know he’s surrounded by a wealth of talent and experience, and he values our opinions so much that decisions are made via group consensus. He has final say-so, of course, but it’s usually majority rules if we have concerns about accepting a particular case.

Anna doesn’t bother to stand but clicks a different remote at a SMART Board on the opposite end of the room, and we all turn our chairs to look. She puts together a PowerPoint each week with succinct summaries while she provides additional narration.

After she goes through the current cases, she says, “We only have one new case to consider, and this actually came in this morning, so I don’t have any formal slides prepared.”

She appears embarrassed by that, and it’s adorable. Malik seems to think so, too, because he’s smiling at her in an amused but I love you with every breath in my lungs way.

Also a lucky bastard.

Anna clicks the remote, and a copy of a news article pops up on the screen. I don’t bother reading it, knowing Anna will summarize. “This was published this morning in a San Salvador newspaper. An American was arrested and accused of being a spy.”

“Happens all the time,” Cage says dismissively. “Countries like that trying to stifle freedom of the press. They accuse reporters of being spies so they can basically hold them indefinitely.”

“Correct,” Anna says, and clicks the remote again. “Except… she’s actually a spy.”

My head swings to the SMART Board and on it is a dossier I recognize as CIA, the clandestine government branch I used to work for.

There’s a picture of a blond female that my eyes brush over briefly before going straight to the column on the right with the general information about her.

But something twists in my chest, and my eyes fly back to the photo. Her hair is the wrong color and much longer than when I last saw her, but I’ll never forget those eyes, the color of bourbon.

Son of a bitch… Greer Hathaway.

“…only realized what was going on when she missed her ex-fil this morning,” Anna continues.

“Ex-fil?” I ask, actually demand, harshly.

All heads turn my way, and Anna’s eyes widen at my tone. Her voice is measured when she says, “Yes. She’s CIA, and her mission was to gather intel on Hugo Mejia. Her last communication with her handler suggested she had an entire ledger of information that revealed buyers, suppliers, even some sleeper terrorist cells.”

Christ. Hugo Mejia is one of the world’s most prolific arms dealers, backed by the Vecindario18, a heinously vicious gang in El Salvador that ironically originated in Los Angeles. I can almost guarantee that Greer wasn’t legitimately arrested, but cops on Mejia’s payroll probably nabbed her off the street and are holding her illegally. They’ll kill her if they’re able to recover the ledger, and if not, they’ll torture her until they get it.

“Why is the government asking us to help?” Jackson muses. “Doesn’t the CIA have special forces trained in rescue operations?”

“She’s been disavowed,” I say. It’s really a guess, but I bet it’s a damn good one. “The minute she was outed as a spy in the press—even a Salvadorian paper—the CIA will be forced to disavow her to protect her cover. She’s on her own.”

Anna nods. “Which is why the government is asking Jameson to go in and get her. They officially can’t.”

Conversation ensues around the table, the pros and cons of accepting such a mission. I immediately tune it out and focus on Greer’s picture. Her hair is naturally dark brown and her skin a very light bronze, the product of an Argentinian mother and an Irish American father. The blond suits her, but I don’t like it at all.

My eyes cut over to the information listed on the dossier about her. Name, aliases, educational background, and languages spoken. She’s fluent in Spanish, Portuguese, Arabic, and Russian. Her security clearance is at the highest level, and it even lists identifiable markings. Scar to the temple—that was from a skydiving accident when she came down into a copse of pine trees from a bad wind blowing. A scar to her right thigh—stabbed in a knife fight in Yemen. A burn to the inside of her left leg from the hot pipe of a Harley-Davidson, and finally… an infinity symbol on the back of her shoulder, same as me.

How many times have I thought about having it removed, and yet I could never bring myself to do it?

Kynan’s voice cuts into my thoughts. “I think you all make great points, and at this time, I’m not inclined to take this case. Our resources are a bit stretched right now—”

“I’m going,” I cut in over him.

His eyes snap to me. “Come again.”

“I’m going,” I repeat, nodding at the screen. “No arguments about it.”

“You know her,” Kynan guesses.

I nod hesitantly, not really wanting to divulge but feeling I need to. “We were engaged. I haven’t seen her since we called things off at least ten years ago, but I’m not letting her get tortured and possibly killed.”

“I’ll go with him,” Jackson volunteers.

Cage and Malik echo the same.

I shake my head. “Like Kynan said, we’re stretched thin, but regardless, I’d rather go alone. I assume if the government is hiring Jameson, I’ll have adequate support.”

Anna nods. “Yes. Full access to private travel, technology, weapons. The CIA wants her back.”

“The CIA wants the information in that ledger,” I reply bitterly. “Don’t fool yourself into thinking they care about her. Otherwise, they wouldn’t have disavowed her.”

“I’m sorry,” Anna murmurs softly.

I give her an apologetic smile—a silent regret for snapping at her—before turning my attention back to Kynan. “I need to leave immediately. If they took her this morning, time is running short. I’ll need comms and ex-fil support from you.”

Kynan nods. “I’ll have Dozer and Bebe at your direct disposal. I can get you in the air within an hour.”

That’s good. It’s roughly a four-hour flight to the capital city of San Salvador, and if the CIA provides good intel on where Greer is being held, I can have her out in double that amount of time. My greatest hope is that she hid the fuck out of that ledger and she can withstand the inevitable torture to get her to reveal the ledger’s whereabouts.

As long as they don’t have it, she’ll be kept alive.


CHAPTER 2


Greer

The illegal trade of guns isn’t an overly lucrative business, as opposed to drug dealing. Ironically, many buyers are drug dealers who like their pistols, submachine guns, and assault rifles to show might. While these transactions equal roughly $1 billion annually, it’s still small potatoes if a bad guy wants to make serious money.

As such, you’d think the CIA wouldn’t be all that interested in an arms dealer. However, those small arms, while not generating a lot of revenue, are more about providing power in communities, particularly those controlled by gangs.

In this instance—whereby I’m stuck in a small cinder block cell in the basement of some warehouse—it is to provide weapons to major transnational gangs. Here in El Salvador, gang activity is a huge problem, and it extends throughout South, Central, and North America.

Hugo Mejia is the man I’m after. I was charged by my employer, the Central Intelligence Agency, to come to the capital city of San Salvador, Mejia’s home of known record, and gather as much intel as possible so that our government can take him down. While the gang activity here in El Salvador is widespread and vicious, our government isn’t so magnanimous that it wants to help the poor souls here. No, the CIA is more interested in taking down those portions of the gangs that are rooted in the United States, being fed guns by Mejia.

The gang highest on their target list is Vecindario18, a transnational criminal organization that actually started in Los Angeles and spread southward where it has grown tremendously. As members were arrested in LA and deported to their home countries, the numbers swelled in Latin America. There are an estimated thirty to fifty thousand members of Vecindario18 with the most violent congregated in Central America. The arms that Hugo Mejia traffics run on a two-way street between Central and North America, and since that puts US citizens in danger, he has to be taken down on his home turf.

Gathering intel on Mejia included a hell of a lot of following him around, stakeouts watching his house and weapons compound, as well as a long process of becoming a housekeeper so that I could eventually infiltrate his office and steal data.

That was done successfully just yesterday after working deep undercover in his home for almost two months. I played the part of a lowly, not-so-smart maid, easily passing as a native, given I have my Argentinian mother’s complexion and I’m fluent in Voseo Spanish and the local vernacular of Caliche.

While cleaning his office one day, it was quite simple to pop a USB drive into his laptop as he ate lunch with his family. The drive contained a virus that would hack past his firewall and password and download a mirror image of his entire hard drive. When it started the download, I knew I’d hit pay dirt—scrolling rows of dealers, suppliers, as well as the gang cells he sold to. Even a terrorist sleeper cell I recognized to which he’s supplying grenade launchers, mortars, and antitank guns.

I retrieved the USB just as I finished dusting. It was nearly quitting time, and I was less than half an hour from a clean getaway.

And that’s when the proverbial shit hit the fan when a guard walked in and saw me slip the USB drive into my pocket.

What followed was a long, drawn-out affair—me against several guards—including a rousing chase through the city, but I was no match for Mejia’s reach. I was captured, and now I’m in a cell.

I have no clue where it’s located as they put a bag over my head until we reached our destination. I was taken to a sublevel floor with no windows and shoved into a cell complete with mold-covered walls and iron bars. There’s a bucket in the corner for a toilet and a filthy mattress on the floor. I’ve been pacing back and forth ever since, trying to make contingency plans on how to save my own life.

The only saving grace is they haven’t found the USB drive, and I most certainly didn’t swallow it. As long as I don’t give up the location, I’ll stay alive and hopefully will figure out a way to escape.

Every once in a while, a man will walk by my cell door. While Mejia clearly uses Vecindario gang members as his muscle—and they’re all easily recognizable with some form of the number eighteen on either their clothing or tattooed on their skin—the men patrolling this basement level are a militarized force. They’re wearing uniforms of black shirts and fatigues with combat boots. They’re carrying M4 Carbines with pistols holstered at their hips. While I don’t see any identifying patches, it makes me wonder if they’re local, off-duty police on his payroll or just former military for hire.

Regardless, I’m well-guarded, and escaping from this cell will be difficult, especially given the fact I don’t have a single item on me or in this cell that I can MacGyver into something to pick the lock.

Of course, the danger of this job is what draws and fulfills me. The only thing that makes me feel really alive. Which is fucked up, when you think about it. Near-death experiences enhance my joy of living. I’m sure a shrink would have a field day getting into my head, but I’d simply tell them I have nothing else.

Men’s voices filter down the hall. They get closer, the sounds of their boots on the concrete floor echoing off the walls. I take a few steps back from my cell door, and Hugo Mejia comes into view, along with two other men.

One is wearing a military uniform while the other is clearly Vecindario18, as evidenced by the Roman numeral XVIII tattooed over his left eyebrow. He’s wearing a pair of baggy jeans, an oversized T-shirt, and a plethora of gold chains around his neck and wrists. He gives me a leering smile, and one front tooth flashes a diamond.

“Señorita,” Mejia says, his tone heavy with disappointment in me as well as the promise of retribution. “You have stolen from me, and I don’t like that at all.”

I don’t reply, keeping my eyes locked on his.

He continues on as he slowly takes a key from his pocket and inserts it into the cell lock. “I know you thought you were slick downloading information from my laptop, but you can’t outfox a fox.”

I want to roll my eyes. Snort in derision. I’m not sure how he knew I took something from him, but what I want to say is if he’s so cunning, then how come I got away and had time to hide my spoils before he could get me?

But I’m not stupid. I keep my mouth shut.

Mejia turns the key, the old tumblers inside creaking as they line up to unlock, and the door swings open with a mighty groan. He doesn’t step inside, though, but merely says, “Espada.”

Blade.

The man steps through and I hadn’t noticed, but he has a length of rope in one hand and a large knife strapped to his hip.

I resist the inclination to back up farther, but I need what little space I have to fight if he pulls that knife. I won’t win, but I won’t go down meekly either.

Rather than touch the weapon at his hip, he orders in Spanish, “Put your wrists together.”

“I’ll pass,” I say in English.

The man clearly doesn’t understand me and looks back at Mejia.

Mejia chuckles, as if delighted by my snark. But his words are cold and hard as he tells the man, “She’s going to fight. Don’t draw it out.”

That’s all the man needs, and I don’t have time to react. He swings a balled fist, and it connects with my left temple. I feel myself falling as the world goes black.

♦

I’m not out long. The pain in my shoulders wakes me as I feel myself being hoisted. I blink back tears, not from fear but pain, and see Mejia standing in the cell doorway.

My shoulders wrench again, and I look up to see my wrists tied and the rope looped over a hook in the ceiling that I’d noticed when first thrown in here. I had considered the hook a potential weapon, but it was too high for me to reach.

The gang member who hit me pulls once more, so I almost have to go on my tiptoes, and then knots the rope securely. Sweat breaks out on my forehead, and I know I’m in deep shit.

I’ve been in bad situations before, more times than I care to remember. I’ve got scars and had therapy for some of those times, but I’ve always persevered.

Something about this, though, seems to have a ring of finality to it. I know I’m not in danger of dying anytime soon, but I feel in my gut that I’m not walking out of here alive.

The man steps back, and Mejia moves in closer to me. “Tell me… what exactly were you after?”

That tells me he may know I was in his office and rooting around for something, but he doesn’t know what. I hold my tongue and pray it’s not cut out at some point.

“Who are you working for?” he asks, not seeming to mind I didn’t answer the first question.

I remain steadfastly silent.

This seems to please him, and his mouth curves into an evil smile. “Don’t want to talk, huh? Good. My men are bored.”

A tremor of fear races up my spine, and because I’m all kinds of fucked up, it also heightens my adrenaline. This is one of those times I feel more alive than ever.

“Prepare her,” Mejia barks in Spanish as he turns away from me, and the man he called Espada removes the knife from his hip.

Don’t show fear. Don’t show fear. Don’t show fear.

Stepping before me, he holds up the knife. The blade is at least nine inches long and would gut me from sternum to pubic bone without much effort. Rather than plunge it into my body though, he grabs hold of the waistband of my leggings I’d been wearing while cleaning the house earlier and uses the knife to cut them off my body. It takes no more than four slices at various points, and my pants are gone. I’m left with only a T-shirt and panties on.

It’s clear he doesn’t plan to kill me, but something that’s probably worse than death.

But the man doesn’t touch me further, instead turning on his heel and walking out of the cell.

Once again, Mejia stands before me, his face inches from mine. “I want you to have some alone time to think about what’s going to happen to you. I could have you tortured for hours, but I don’t want to drag this out. You’ve got an hour to decide how you want the rest of your life to go. I’ll be back with several men, and they’ll each take a nice turn with you, and then I think you’ll be in a talking mood. And when they take you, there are no rules. They can do whatever they want, as long as you have a heartbeat when they’re done. If you’re smart, however, you’ll have the information I want, and you’ll give it up freely. You do that, and I promise you a quick death… a bullet to the brain. You have my word.”

I want to spit in his face, but I’m sure he’ll react with violence, and I need to keep my wits about me. So I maintain my silence, refusing to say one single thing to him.

We engage in a staring contest for a bit, and when he’s satisfied I understand the terms and am intent on taking my hour to think things through, he smiles.

He’s confident he’ll have the information he needs in an hour’s time.

I’m confident I won’t give it up, even if he sets the entire local Vecindario18 on me. As a woman, rape is always a concern if I were to get captured, and it’s something I’m prepared to endure. I have no other choice.

The only thing I can do at this point is hope that the CIA is sending a team for me. I missed my ex-fil more than five hours ago by my estimation. A local team should be well on their way.

They’re probably nearby, plotting the best way in without getting me killed at the same time.

Yes, I’m sure the cavalry is right around the corner, and I have nothing to worry about.

Unless I’ve been disavowed, and that’s always a possibility. If that’s the case, I’m up shit creek without a paddle.


CHAPTER 3


Ladd

Ultimately, the CIA came through with everything I requested to go into San Salvador to rescue Greer. They gave me a legit cover as a foreign investor from Canada as well as use of a private charter jet that’s really owned by the US government and kept at Camp Peary with a host of other aircraft. I also have a cache of weapons, including firearms and explosives. They were even able to accommodate my request for C-4 and a drone, although they wouldn’t let me travel with the explosive. I’ll have to pick that up from an agent stationed undercover in the city.

Lastly, I was given a satchel of money to use for bribes and information, which shows me just how much they want whatever intel Greer collected.

I’m also well stocked with Jameson support, which includes a laptop that Bebe and Dozer loaded with the best decryption software available as well as programs they created themselves that can hack any Wi-Fi network in the world. They will be my eyes and ears from afar.

The four-hour plane trip from Pittsburgh to San Salvador was spent planning. Kynan, Dozer, Bebe, and Jackson roundtabled with me via satellite link. We went over all the information the CIA provided, which was guaranteed not to be everything that was pertinent. This I know from my own days working for the Company.

We learned from Greer’s regular intel reports she’d been sending that Mejia works mainly from his home where he lives with a wife and five children, as well as a small troop of paramilitary soldiers. While he has deep ties with Vecindario18, they do not come near his home.

He also has a warehouse about thirty miles outside of San Salvador guarded by the same type of soldiers but also by gang members. Oddly, though, not as many protect the warehouse as his home, telling me that his own life, as well as those of his family, are more important to him. It also may be that he doesn’t think anyone would be stupid enough to steal from him. Regardless, the warehouse is less fortified than his house. We figure if Greer is being kept, it’s in one of these two places, but there is a chance it could be somewhere else entirely.

To know for sure, my first order of business is to use some of the bribery money to meet with a Vecindario18 informant and hope to God he’s on the inside enough to know where Greer is being held.

The informant’s name is Frankie Orellana, a first-generation Salvadorian who had emigrated to the United States and found himself in Los Angeles. Hard on his luck, he was recruited into the 18th Street gang there and spent a handful of years committing crimes—mostly drug related—for the betterment of his gang. He also was married and had a young son when he was arrested for an offense
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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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