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About This Book


Magnus arrives in the Arctic for severe-weather training, overseen by an international joint task force, but run by military brass. With multiple countries involved and multiple divisions of the military, it’s a wide-open mix of potential trouble. And trouble is what he’s here to find. Not to create. However, after meeting the one and only doctor on-site, a female member of the British team, Magnus knows that she needs his help to keep her safe. Yet she can’t be his main interest, not when something is seriously wrong at this Arctic training compound. Too bad his heart wasn’t listening…

Dr. Sydney Jenkins had been a last-minute replacement for the doctor scheduled to be here. Sydney had been delighted for the new experience, until she arrived to find all hell breaking loose, almost on her first day. Men missing, accidents that shouldn’t be happening, and her medical clinic targeted. Not sure who to trust, she’s inclined to accept Magnus’s protective presence, but… she’d been wrong before.

Making a mistake under these conditions would be fatal—for both of them…

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


Prologue
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Lieutenant Commander Mason Callister walked into the private office and stood in front of retired Navy Commander Doran Magellan.

“Mason, good to see you.”

Yet the dry tone of voice, and the scowl pinching the silver-haired man’s face, all belied his words. Mason had known Doran for over a decade, and their friendship had only grown over time.

Mason waited, as he watched the other man try to work the new tech phone system on his desk. With his hand circling the air above the black box, he appeared to hit buttons randomly.

Mason held back his amusement but to no avail.

“Why can’t a phone be a phone anymore?” the commander snapped, as his glare shifted from Mason to the box and back.

Asking the commander if he needed help wouldn’t make the older man feel any better, but sitting here and watching as he indiscriminately punched buttons was a struggle. “Is Helen away?” Mason asked.

“Yes, damn it. She’s at lunch, and I need her to be at lunch.” The commander’s piercing gaze pinned Mason in place. “No one is to know you’re here.”

Solemn, Mason nodded. “Understood.”

“Doran? Is that you?” A crotchety voice slammed into the room through the phone’s speakers. “Get away from that damn phone. You keep clicking buttons in my ear. Get Helen in there to do this.”

“No, she can’t be here for this.”

Silence came first, then a huge groan. “Damn it. Then you should have connected me last, so I don’t have to sit here and listen to you fumbling around.”

“Go pour yourself a damn drink then,” Doran barked. “I’m working on the others.”

A snort was his only response.

Mason bit the inside of his lip, as he really tried to hold back his grin. The retired commander had been hell on wheels while on active duty, and, even now, the retired part of his life seemed to be more of a euphemism than anything.

“Damn things…”

Mason looked around the dark mahogany office and the walls filled with photos, awards, and medals. A life of purpose and accomplishment. And all of that had only piqued his interest during the initial call he’d received, telling him to be here at this time.

“Ah, got it.”

Mason’s eyebrows barely twitched as the commander gave him a feral grin. “I’d rather lead a warship into battle than deal with some of today’s technology.”

As he was one of only a few commanders who’d been in a position to do such a thing, it said much about his capabilities.

And much about current technology.

The commander leaned back in his massive chair and motioned to the cart beside Mason. “Pour three cups.”

Interesting. Mason walked a couple steps across the rich tapestry-style carpet and lifted the silver service to pour coffee into three very down-to-earth-looking mugs.

“Black for me.”

Mason picked up two cups and walked one over to Doran.

“Thanks.” He leaned forward and snapped into the phone, “Everyone here?”

Multiple voices responded.

Curiouser and curiouser. Mason recognized several of the voices. Other relics of an era gone by. Although not a one wanted to hear that, and, in good faith, it wasn’t fair. Mason had thought each of these men were retired, had relinquished power. Yet, as he studied Doran in front of him, Mason had to wonder whether any of them had passed the baton or if they’d only slid into the shadows. Was this planned with the government’s authority? Or were these retirees a shadow group to the government?

The tangible sense of power and control oozed from Doran’s words, tone, stature—his very pores. This man might be heading into his sunset years—based on a simple calculation of chronological years spent on the planet—but he was a long way from being out of the action.

“Mason…” Doran began.

“Sir?”

“We’ve got a problem.”

Mason narrowed his gaze and waited.

Doran’s glare was hard, steely hard, with an icy glint. “Do you know the Mavericks?”

Mason’s eyebrows shot up. The black ops division was one of those well-kept secrets, so, therefore, everyone knew about it. He gave a decisive nod. “I do.”

“And you’re involved in the logistics behind the training program in the Arctic, are you not?”

“I am.” Now where was the commander going with this?

“Do you know another SEAL by the name of Mountain Rode? He’s been working for the black ops Mavericks.” At his own words, the commander shook his head. “What the hell was his mother thinking when she gave him that moniker?”

“She wasn’t thinking anything,” said the man with a hard voice from behind Mason.

He stiffened slightly, then relaxed as he recognized that voice too.

“She died giving birth to me. And my full legal name is Mountain Bear Rode. It was my father’s doing.”

The commander glared at the new arrival. “Did I say you could come in?”

“Yes.” Mountain’s voice was firm, yet a definitive note of affection filled his tone.

That emotion told Mason so much.

The commander harrumphed, then cleared his throat. “Mason, we’re picking up a significant amount of chatter over that training. Most of it good. Some of it the usual caterwauling we’ve come to expect every time we participate in a joint training mission. This one is set to run for six months, then to reassess.”

Mason already knew this. But he waited for the commander to get around to why Mason was here, and, more important, what any of this had to do with the mountain of a man who now towered beside him.

The commander shifted his gaze to Mountain, but he remained silent.

Mason noted Mountain was not only physically big but damn imposing and severely pissed, seemingly barely holding back the forces within. His body language seemed to yell, And the world will fix this, or I’ll find the reason why.

For a moment Mason felt sorry for the world.

Finally, a voice spoke through the phone. “Mason, this is Alpha here. I run the Mavericks. We’ve got a problem with that training center. Mountain, tell him.”

Mason shifted to include Mountain in his field of vision. Mason wished the other men on the conference call were in the room too. It was one thing to deal with men you knew and could take the measure of; it was another when they were silent shadows in the background.

“My brother is one of the men who reported for the Arctic training three weeks ago.”

“Teegan Rode?” Mason confirmed. “I’m the one who arranged for him to go up there. He’s a great kid.”

A glimmer of a smile cracked Mountain’s stony features. He nodded. “Indeed. An oops on my father’s part but a bright light in my often dark world. He’s a dozen years younger than me, just passed his BUD/s training this spring, and raring to go. Until his raring to go then got up and went.”

Oh, shit. Mason’s gaze zinged to the commander, who had kicked up his feet to rest atop the big desk. Stocking feet. With Mickey Mouse images dancing on them. Sidetracked, Mason struggled to pull his attention back to Mountain. “Meaning?”

“He’s disappeared.” Mountain let out a harsh breath, as if just saying that out loud, and maybe to the right people, could allow him to relax—at least a little.

The commander spoke up. “We need your help, Mason. You’re uniquely qualified for this problem.”

It didn’t sound as if he was qualified in any way for anything he’d heard so far. “Clarify.” His spoken word was simplicity itself, but the tone behind it said he wanted the cards on the table… now.

Mountain spoke up. “He’s the third incident.”

Mason’s gaze narrowed, as the reports from the training camp rolled through his mind. “One was Russian. One was from the German SEAL team. Both were deemed accidental deaths.”

“No, they weren’t.”

There it was. The root of the problem in black-and-white. He studied Mountain, aiming for neutrality. “Do you have evidence?”

“My brother did.”

“Ah, hell.”

Mountain gave a clipped nod. “I’ll find him.”

“Of that I have no doubt,” Mason said quietly. “Do you have a copy of the evidence he collected?”

“I have some of it.” Mountain held out a USB key. “This is your copy. Top secret.”

“We don’t have to remind you, Mason, that lives are at stake,” Doran added. “Nor do we need another international incident. Consider also that a group of scientists, studying global warming, is close by, and not too far away is a village home to a few hardy locals.”

Mason accepted the key, turned to the commander, and asked, “Do we know whether this is internal or enemy warfare?”

“We don’t know at this point,” Alpha replied through the phone. “Mountain will lead Shadow Recon. His mission is twofold. One, find out what’s behind these so-called accidents and put a stop to it by any means necessary. Two, locate his brother, hopefully alive.”

“And where do I come in?” Mason asked.

“We want you to pull together a special team. The members of Shadow Recon will report to both you and Mountain, just in case.”

That was clear enough.

“You’ll stay stateside but in constant communication with Mountain—with the caveat that, if necessary, you’re on the next flight out.”

“What about bringing in other members from the Mavericks?” Mason suggested.

Alpha took this question too, his response coming through via Speakerphone. “We don’t have the numbers. The budget for our division has been cut. So we called the commander to pull some strings.”

That was Doran’s cue to explain further. “Mountain has fought hard to get me on board with this plan, and I’m here now. The navy has a special budget for Shadow Recon and will take care of Mountain and you, Mason, and the team you provide.”

“Skills needed?”

“Everything,” Mountain said, his voice harsh. “But the biggest is these men need to operate in the shadows, mostly alone, without a team beside them. Too many new arrivals will alert the enemy. If we make any changes to the training program, it will raise alarms. We’ll move the men in one or two at a time on the same rotation that the trainees are running right now.”

“And when we get to the bottom of this?” Mason looked from the commander back to Mountain.

“Then the training can resume as usual,” Doran stated.

Mason immediately churned through the names already popping up in his mind. How much could he tell his men? Obviously not much. Hell, he didn’t know much himself. How much time did he have? “Timeline?”

The commander’s final word told him of the urgency.

“Yesterday.”


Day 1
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Arrived safely. Another man missing as of my arrival. WTF is going on here? Confirmed Mountain is here. Haven’t connected yet. Blizzard outside. Tempers are short. Fear underneath. Nothing new to report.

Racing through the harsh wind, Magnus Moureaux entered the large snow-covered building, shaking the snow off his hood and his shoulders. He stepped from what seemed to be a huge music concert of Mother Nature’s current storm into absolute silence, just with a snick of a door. It had been hard to pull the door open against the heavy winds; closing it wasn’t exactly an easy job either. Standing here, sensing the stillness around him in this antechamber entrance room—one step away from the other entrances to separate the harsh cold outside from the heated building inside—he felt the change in the atmosphere.

Continuing on into a second chamber, he took off his heavy hooded parka, hung it on his labeled spot, and put his massive snow boots underneath, taking off his gloves at the same time, as well as his balaclava. It was one hell of a relief. Feeling better with every layer removed, and now wearing his inside boots, he strode toward the double doors, welcoming the warmth of the heated building.

As he stepped inside, men turned to look at him, and several raised their hands. He just nodded and kept on going. He saw Mountain off to the side. It may be Day One for Magnus here at the training camp, but it was at least Day Three and counting for Teegan, missing out in this tundra.

As much as Magnus wanted to head directly to Mountain, this wasn’t the time. Mountain would know that. They had already prearranged signals between them, one if Teegan were found dead, another if Teegan were found alive. No such stealth communication between the two just meant that Mountain continued to search for his brother, regardless of how long it took. Nobody understood the strength needed for Mountain to keep all that angst and anger bottled up, to keep his focus steady on the goal, to not snap from the weight of it all.

Mountain and Magnus knew their big target was to investigate the goings-on at this training center, what with two suspicious deaths and now two men missing—one of them being Mountain’s brother. This big target was made messier with the international relations involved among the military members from USA, Russia, Britain, Germany, Switzerland, and other countries represented here.

No matter how global this mess was, Mountain and Magnus were under the gun. While this training program was slated to last twelve weeks—and already three weeks in—Mother Nature overruled that future deadline. Any man or woman lost outside in this frozen tundra, with no help or supplies, would be severely tested to last one day, and Teegan had been missing for three days.

Mountain had been honest with Mason and Magnus, fearing his brother was now dead. And, as part of Mountain’s cover as head of Shadow Recon, Mountain would publicly acknowledge that possibility, while openly searching to find his body, yet privately holding on to hope forever.

Yet the camp was not to know that Magnus was part of Mountain’s team, apart from the colonel on base.

Magnus cast another glance toward the big man, as Mountain’s shoulders were slightly stiffer and his head up. Something about Mountain’s size came with certain mannerisms, and everybody had his tells. Plus it was almost as if Mountain could sniff out trouble. Magnus wasn’t privy to all the information or to who else was here who may or may not be on the same mission.

He hoped it wasn’t just the two of them because, God, Magnus could almost taste the trouble in the air, and under it all was… fear. Mountain wouldn’t be easy to put down. Neither would Magnus. He had a lot of aces up his sleeve and certainly dropping him wouldn’t be easy, but it would take a rocket to drop Mountain, particularly when he was on the hunt for somebody who potentially had hurt his brother. A brother who was still missing. Truth be told, recovering Teegan’s body was the expressed goal, but, knowing Mountain, he wouldn’t be giving up on finding his brother alive.

Per the current intel, now they had a fifth incident—counting the dead Russian; the dead German; the still-missing man, Teegan Rode; the second missing man, Terrance Billings; and now the most recent missing man, a Russian, who disappeared during a training event. He went missing so recently that we don’t even have his name yet. Magnus had been informed when he flew in last night.

He headed over to the kitchen area, where he grabbed a mug of hot coffee, anything to warm him up inside. Nothing like a good stomp around outside to get your blood flowing, but the cold set in very quickly. Once it did, that chill could be hard to chase away.

He’d been here for less than twenty-four hours, and it was hard to believe that anything could survive this hostile climate for long. Yet a part of him enjoyed being outside. He loved the outdoors, and he loved the cold. Then at times, such as right now, he wanted to go out and do a long-term search, but the blizzard stopped absolutely everything, and that frustrated him to no end.

If he were stateside, even worse weather conditions and possibly tornados, would stop Magnus from going out and finding someone potentially hurt and in trouble. He’d worked search and rescue with his brother and his father for decades growing up in that coastal environment, but here in these circumstances? Even Magnus knew the human body had limits and what it could handle. Both for rescuers and the rescuees.

Still, that reality just pissed him off.

As he sat down, his temper got the best of him, and the cup landed a little too hard.

The guy sitting next to him looked over and went off on him. “Wow, you’re in a fine fettle, aren’t ya?”

Just enough of an accent to his voice made Magnus smile. “Yeah, you could say that. I wasn’t expecting the storm to last this long.”

Jesse, who Magnus thought had been around here for quite a while, laughed and nodded. “Yeah, when she settles in like this, you’re not going anywhere. Doesn’t matter whether it’s coming or going.” He chuckled. “Mother Nature rules up here. The sooner you accept it, the better.”

Magnus nodded; Jesse had no idea that accepting shit like that wasn’t part of Magnus’s mandate, but finding answers was. Frustrated he couldn’t do his job or move this forward in any way, he glared down at his cup. Sitting around, waiting, definitely was not his ball of wax.

When somebody else sat down beside him, he looked over, and there was Dr. Sydney Jenkins. Magnus had reported to her earlier, soon after arriving, as she needed some medical files on him. He smiled. “Hey, how’re you doing?”

Sydney smiled back. “I’m doing well. I don’t know how you handle being outside like that though. You were outside for hours and on day one. You sure you’re okay?”

He shrugged. “I would prefer to be outside a whole lot more than that storm out there will let me.”

“Right, but enough people have been lost here already.” She narrowed her gaze, adding, “Let’s make sure you aren’t added to the list.”

“Don’t plan on it.”

She had been here for three weeks now and was likely to be heading back fairly quickly, but Magnus wasn’t sure. She was the only doctor at the site. He didn’t know anything about her military background, though generally they came fully trained. However, in these circumstances, he wasn’t sure. She was also part of the English team, and multiple international teams were here, with members coming in and out on a regular basis.

Magnus couldn’t help but think that everybody else on those teams had better luck with the weather than him, what with planes still flying in and out and Arctic Cats moving across the tundra, while he was stuck doing next to nothing.

She smiled. “That look on your face is priceless.”

“Yeah, I get it. I’m broadcasting that I’m not happy.”

She just shook her head and patted his hand. “Tomorrow’s another day.”

“What kind of a day though?” he asked, looking at her. “Another storm day?” He dragged out the word storm, and it was enough to make her face light up just a bit.

She nodded seriously. “Yes, maybe another storm day. So, if you do go out, make sure you use the safety lines.”

His voice equally low, he grumbled, “Didn’t help the last guy, did it?”

She stiffened slightly and then relaxed. “No, it didn’t, and that’s why we want to ensure you are tied securely to the safety lines, so that you come back.”

He just nodded and didn’t say anything. Of course he planned on following safety protocols, and he had no intention of getting lost out there. In this situation, it was sure death to throw caution to the wind out there. However, at the same time, it was damn hard to sit here and to chomp at the bit while doing nothing.

She lowered her voice, careful not to lean in, but instead she looked around casually and whispered, “You might want to check inside.”

He deliberately stopped himself from showing any shock at her words. Impressed at the thought that she may have pegged him already, he lifted his cup casually and asked in an equally low voice, “What would I be looking for?”

“Missing medications.” With that, she stood and smacked him hard on the shoulder. “Maybe tomorrow you’ll get out.” She turned and walked off.

Behind her, Magnus could only stare, as she disappeared around the corner.
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Sydney returned to her clinic and quickly shut the door. Once again, she went back over her medication cabinets, checking that all the locks were secure. The fact that they had been secure before was a little more damning in her mind because it meant that somebody had the ability to pick the lock, or get a key made, or use some higher-order skills, which she had no chance or ability to counteract at the moment. Considering the skill set of the people at this compound, that wasn’t a surprise. Thankfully everything was still here.

When the door opened a little later, Magnus walked in.

She gave him a veiled look.

“You want to explain that comment?” he asked quietly.

She shrugged and groaned. “Wish I could.”

She motioned at the opened door behind him. He quickly shut the door and locked it. While he turned, she pulled her bug detector from her pocket and did a quick search around.

She glanced at Magnus, but he kept an eye on her, standing here, measuring her as she did so. When she was finally done with checking all over her clinic, she nodded, turned, and looked at him in exasperation.

“Somebody has been stealing medications, very powerful drugs, out of the cabinet. They have somehow made a key, or they’ve been picking the locks, and I can’t seem to catch them. Not to mention that I also found a bug in my clinic,” she declared bitterly. “I had to contact somebody else who I thought could handle this quietly, and they managed to get me this.” She held up the detector in her hand.

He stared at it silently, still unsure of it all, then, as if parking all other thoughts, focused solely on her. “Who did you contact?”

She winced. “Mountain.”

He smiled. “Good choice.” Her shoulders sagged in relief. “Mountain’s one of the good guys.”

“I know that he’s here because his brother’s gone missing, so I figured he had to be on the right side, though I’m not even sure that we have sides here right now.” She crossed her arms over her chest, her fingers rat-a-tatting an impatient staccato on her arm. “I don’t know what’s going on right now.” She tried to minimize her exhaustion, but it was hard; she hadn’t slept well in days. Fear was her constant companion. “I feel very much as if I got dragged into this problem.”

He looked around. “Where’s the cabinet? Is this the only one?”

She walked over and showed him. She didn’t have as much here as she would like, but there was always the hope that this would only be for emergency circumstances, and anybody seriously ill would be airlifted out. Still, she had to stabilize any patient and needed a full contingency of equipment and medication.

Magnus studied the lock and frowned, and she nodded.

“It hasn’t been picked, as much as I can gather.”

“No, it hasn’t.” He turned to look at her. “Which is definitely a concern, but people here have some pretty impressive skills, so we can’t ignore that either.”

“They have a freaking scary set of skills,” she agreed. “It’s daunting to consider how much that intellectual pool out there”—she nodded toward the common area—“has among them. When you consider that, and factor in that maybe we have a big problem at this compound, a problem that no one is admitting to—”

“No maybe about it,” Magnus confirmed, his voice harsh. “We definitely have a problem.” She didn’t say anything, just nodded. He studied her for a long moment. “See? The thing is, you may have gone to Mountain, but I don’t know much about you.”

Her gaze widened at that, and she sucked in her breath, before letting it out very slowly. She hadn’t expected that, although she should have. She didn’t know why she hadn’t. It was normal for them to question her role in all this, if anything. She felt his gaze on her, as she sought to find a way to give him an answer.

“And I don’t hear an immediate answer.”

“Just trying to figure out what I’m allowed to tell you,” she said quietly.

He winced at that. “Isn’t that great? You’re tasked with a job, but you’re not allowed to tell anybody. At the same time, you’re in a position where people ask questions.”

She burst out laughing. “You’re not kidding.” She gave him a wave of her hand. “Yet it’s true.”

He nodded. Hearing the doorknob behind him, he turned and looked at the doc inquiringly.

She nodded. “That will be Joy, my nurse.”

With an eyebrow raised, he opened the door and let in the one nurse stationed here.

Joy walked in, eyed them both, and frowned. “Am I interrupting? Shall I come back later?”

Immediately Sydney shook her head. “No, not at all. It’s fine.”

Joy walked over, set two cups of coffee on the table, and turned to look at her boss. “I wasn’t sure whether you’d had enough caffeine already or not.”

“I’m pretty well swimming.” She laughed, as she looked over at Joy’s offerings. “Yet I’m always happy with more. I’ll take the cinnamon bun too.”

“Didn’t you just eat?” Joy asked, with a laugh.

“I did, but being up here in these temperatures makes my appetite second to none.”

“I guess that’s a normal thing, isn’t it? I’ve never been in these temperatures before.” Joy walked to the counter and grabbed a well-used blanket and wrapped it around her shoulders. “Even though it’s warm in here, I’m always cold,” she admitted.

“When was the last time you were outside?” Magnus asked her.

She shook her head. “A couple days ago… at least. I like to visit the dogs.”

He nodded. “It’s a pretty big base,” he said thoughtfully, “and that’s the only reason you could handle it. I suppose, otherwise you would go stir-crazy in here.”

“I’m pretty well stir-crazy as it is,” Joy admitted. “However, every time I go to the door and look out, that’s enough to keep me inside.”

He laughed. “How long have you been here?”

“Three weeks now.” She flashed a smile at him. “What about you?” she asked curiously.

He shrugged. “Came in earlier with a group.”

“That’s why I saw so many new faces today.” Joy laughed. “I wondered whether I had slept through a complete change of staff or something.”

“Is there staff here?” Magnus asked. “It’s all a joint training mission, right?”

“What that really means is,” Sydney explained, “we have three times the bosses.” At that, he burst out laughing, as she grinned at him. “You know I’m right.”

“Yeah, you probably are.” He smiled. “Everybody had to come with their own hierarchy, didn’t they?”

Joy nodded. “It’d be nice to think that they could just come with a small team, and sometimes they do. However, with the level of problems that suddenly seem to be arising,… I’m not sure that’s what is happening now.”

“If serious problems are happening, you would think that they would just shut it all down.” Sydney looked over at Magnus.

He shrugged. “I’m not sure anybody believes it’s a problem per se, as much as potentially accidents and more or less stupidity of some who are too cocky for their own good.”

“Right,” Sydney said, with a dry tone. “You mean, like going outside in this blizzard? Glad you came in when you did.”

“I didn’t get everything done I wanted to,” he said quietly, “yet I stayed an hour past what I had planned.”

Joy turned and looked at him in shock. “Outside?” she squeaked.

He smiled and nodded. “Absolutely. Just because a storm hits doesn’t mean the world doesn’t still need us to turn the crank.”

“As long as the heat’s still on, and we have supplies that can come and go, I’m okay to just stay inside, thanks. But the minute any of those issues come to my door”—Joy shook her head—“well, I’m on the next flight out.”

“Except you just completely ignored the fact that there won’t be a next flight out, not if they can’t land to get us supplies. If they can bring supplies in, they can get people out.” He looked around at the medical facility, surprised at how well equipped it was. “I see you’re prepared in any case.”

Sydney nodded. “There’s always the hope that I won’t have to”—she shrugged—“but better to have it and not need it than to need it and not have it.”

He smiled and then looked over at Joy. “I just stopped in to get some aspirin.”

Sydney walked to the cabinet, pulled out a small jar, opened it up, and gave him a little pill box with a couple inside. He smiled his thanks, then quickly turned and left.

As soon as he had gone, and the door had closed behind him, Joy turned to look at Sydney. “Hey, if you want me to, you know, take a walk because something’s between the two of you…”

“Nope, not at all.” Sydney laughed. “It’s all good.”

With that, Joy nodded and headed over to her desk and picked up a clipboard. “In that case, I’ll get back to adding in the inventory from this last shipment.” Then she headed to the medicine cabinets.

Behind her, Sydney watched Joy, all the while wondering if she could trust Magnus. Or had she opened Pandora’s box by talking as freely as she had? Could she trust Mountain? He’d seemed the best bet earlier, and she’d taken to Magnus immediately, but… nothing like realizing everything going on around you was a fabrication of somebody else’s manipulation.

She didn’t know what was going on, and she didn’t dare leave when everybody here was so vulnerable. She was the only doctor in the place, and it was her job to ensure everybody stayed safe, but how the hell was she supposed to do that when somebody was watching her, was stealing from her supplies?


Day 2, Morning
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The next morning Sydney woke and quickly dressed, shivering at the overnight chill.

The heating cost had to be exorbitant, but it wasn’t her problem, and that was a good thing, since she had enough on her mind. Speaking of which, she walked to her clinic next door, unlocked the door, and stepped inside. She stopped at the entrance and stood still, looking to see, feel, or sense if anything was wrong and if things had been disturbed. All appeared well, and, with that, she pivoted, stepped back out, and locked up.

As she turned again, one of the guys, Larry, was standing there, a little too close.

He immediately stepped back. “Whoops.”

She gave a half smile, as she fell back slightly as well. “Did you need something?” she asked in a calm voice.

He shook his head. “No, I just saw you stepping out and thought I’d say hi.”

She nodded. “Hi.” She quickly hooked her keys onto her belt loop, then turned toward the kitchen. “I haven’t had coffee yet, and I never talk much before that, if I can help it.”

He snorted. “You and everybody else in this place.”

She nodded because coffee was an easy answer to avoid people and was glad to see Larry wave and walk away. Coffee was an out for any explanation, such as not being friendly or not even being as friendly as most people would expect in this situation. Sydney had lived in various bases and camps before and knew that it was easy to get into trouble very quickly, just by smiling at the wrong person.

Tempers got short after a while, and sex went into overdrive, no matter how much people tried to shut down either, and a single female in a group could cause all kinds of headaches. Definitely other women were here, and Sydney had already heard of one of them having an affair with one of the guys, then breaking up that relationship and was already into a second. Now it seemed as if guys were lining up already to be her third, which made things here very complicated. Sydney was doing her best to stay away from everybody, but, when the woman in question had come looking for condoms, Sydney had immediately handed them over, with a word of warning.

The other woman had just laughed under her watchful gaze. “Nothing else to do here.” And, with that single comment, she’d disappeared almost as quickly as she had appeared.

Not exactly Sydney’s style, but she understood, and she’d seen it time and time again. Sex, in the right circumstances, was a great outlet for all that pent-up energy. However, here, where only one, two, or maybe three people were sexually active, issues were bound to arise.

Right now, it wasn’t a problem, and she hoped it didn’t become one. Yet, with everything else going on, Sydney wouldn’t be at all surprised if it led to short tempers. Of course short tempers led to outbursts.

As she walked into the dining room area, she noted no noticeable change in the atmosphere. She had become accustomed to looking over her shoulder—something she found herself constantly worried about now, wondering who and what could have been important enough for someone to put a listening device in her clinic. And now wondering if they knew it had been found and disabled, and, if so, was somebody coming back to fix it?

She constantly kept her bug detector on her and checked the clinic every time she went in. It had become an obsession but a sensible one. Mountain had brought her the device, but he hadn’t returned since then, and that surprised her. Surely he would follow up at some point. Unless he was trying to keep it all on the sly and to not let anybody know that she’d gone to him—which, considering the number of accidents and missing people, was a good thing.

That medications were missing scared the crap out of her. Especially drugs powerful enough to knock out a horse.… That was a whole different story. Of course people would ask why she even had such things here, but they were really needed in case of problems, big problems, such as emergency surgeries or any other number of things that would require knocking out some of these big strong men. You didn’t just knock out a guy the size of Mountain with a regular dose; it would take a horse tranquilizer for him. She cared about every one of these people and wanted to ensure that they all got treated humanely.

She had been questioned by the brass regarding the serious injuries that two of the men had sustained—after the first two deaths had come up. She hadn’t seen anything suspicious about these two subsequent injuries at the time of her examination. Except now, seeing both, neither should have happened here.

Investigating the accidents wasn’t her job, and the injuries were unknown to her, until the men had presented at her clinic. Now that two men were missing, two men were dead, and another two had serious injuries, it was all the more upsetting in this Arctic survival training arena.

As far as she was concerned, these situations should be handled proactively—such as using a buddy system when going outside—but now it seemed that they needed the buddy system inside as well. She would normally make recommendations, freely handing out her seasoned advice, except…

The base’s colonel was hardly the man to listen to a woman. Probably not the men here either. The colonel was a hardnose when it came to work, not the friendly, sociable type. He kept more or less to himself and showed no emotion over being here. Certainly not happiness or even tolerance. Almost a note of resignation on his face, as if he were heading to or had already reached a retirement he didn’t want.

Then, welcome to a mostly male-dominated world. Some of them didn’t think women belonged here at all, and some certainly didn’t think Sydney should even be a doctor, let alone the doctor here. It’s not that she hadn’t faced prejudice before because she certainly had, but it felt different in this environment. Was she as comfortable here as she could be elsewhere? No, absolutely not.

She had thought that it would be a good experience, helpful for her own education, and for understanding the injuries and the types of lifestyle challenges that came from living and working up here. The realization that it would be a multinational and multiservice training center had also been exciting. She was always up for learning about new cultures and anyone from different parts of the world. She was not at all sure why people would have anything against that, but some had groused about it.

Cup in hand, she sat down at the far side of the dining room, her back against the wall, her boots up against the chair in front of her, and sipped her coffee, wondering what the day would bring.

A typical day would include minor cuts, an odd pain, ear infections, and of course the normal run of colds and flu. So far, nothing too taxing had happened here, outside of the two serious injuries. Still, she had this sense of waiting, the sense of something
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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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This document is a legal agreement between you the end user, and Dharma Type.  
By using or installing Dharma Type font(s), you agree to be bound by the terms of this Agreement. 

1. You may use this font for both commercial and non-commercial works at no charge.
2. You may use this font to create images on the website or printed matter on papre, logomark.....up to you.
3. You may not sell this font without permission.
4. You may not redistribute this font without permission.
5. You may not modify, adapt, translate, reverse engineer, decompile, disassemble, or create derivative works based on this font.
6. This font are Copyrighted by Ryoichi Tsunekawa. All rights reserved. You may not claim copyrgiht rights for this font.
7. DISCLAIMER 
This font is provided to you free of charge.
Dharma Type give no warranty in relation to this font, and you use this at your own risk.
Dharma Type will not be liable for any damage to your system, any loss or corruption of any data or software,
or any other loss or damage that you may suffer as a result of downloading or using this font, whether it results from our negligence or in any other way.

Here is a list of things you could do, Only if you want to:
* Link http://dharmatype.com/ or credit "Dharma Type"
* Tell me what did you use this font for.
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