
  
    [image: Breaking Point]
  


  
    
      BREAKING POINT

      
        SHATTERED VALOR

        BOOK 0.5

      

    

    
      
        LUNA STORM

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Alex

      

      
        2. Logan

      

      
        3. Alex

      

      
        4. Logan

      

      
        5. Alex

      

      
        6. Logan

      

      
        7. Alex

      

      
        8. Logan

      

    

    
      
        Join Luna Storm’s Newsletter

      

      
        About Luna Storm

      

      
        Also by Luna Storm

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      The field hospital was chaos.

      I’d been on shift for fourteen hours already, running on coffee and adrenaline, when the call came through. Incoming wounded from an IED strike. Multiple casualties. All hands on deck.

      I grabbed my kit and ran.

      The triage area was a symphony of controlled panic—medics shouting for supplies, stretchers wheeling past, the copper smell of blood mixing with antiseptic and diesel. I’d been stationed at FOB Sentinel for eight months now, long enough that the chaos felt almost familiar. Long enough to know that familiar didn’t mean easy.

      “Pierce!” Captain Martinez’s voice cut through the noise. She was our senior medical officer—tough as nails, steady as bedrock. When she looked rattled, you knew it was bad. “We’ve got a critical coming in. SF operator, multiple injuries. You’re lead.”

      My stomach dropped. Special Forces meant someone important. Someone with a team depending on him.

      “What are we looking at?”

      “IED. Took the blast shielding his teammate. Shrapnel wounds across the torso and arms, possible internal bleeding.” Her dark eyes met mine. “His team’s still with him. They’re not going to want to leave.”

      “I’ll handle it.”

      I positioned myself at the intake bay just as the Blackhawk touched down, rotors kicking up dust that stung my eyes. The medics on board were already working, their movements sharp and urgent as they offloaded the stretcher.

      Then I saw him.

      He was tall—that was my first stupid thought, looking at a man covered in blood and dirt. Tall, dark-haired, built like someone who’d spent years turning his body into a weapon. His uniform was shredded, revealing skin torn by shrapnel, wounds that wept crimson across muscle and bone. He should have been unconscious. Most men would have been.

      But his eyes were open.

      Steel-gray, sharp despite the pain, they found mine with an intensity that made me catch my breath. Even through the shock of blood loss, those eyes saw too much. Catalogued too much. The eyes of a man who’d learned to assess threats in the space between heartbeats.

      “Hey.” I leaned over him, forcing myself to focus on the job, not the strange electricity that crackled through me when our gazes locked. “I’m Lieutenant Pierce. I’m going to take care of you. Can you tell me your name?”

      His jaw tightened. For a moment I thought he wouldn’t answer—that the pain had finally pulled him under. Then his lips moved.

      “Cross.” His voice was rough, barely above a whisper. “Logan Cross.”

      “Okay, Logan. I need you to stay with me. Can you do that?”

      Something flickered in those gray eyes. Not quite a smile, but close. “For you? Yeah.”

      A massive soldier pushed forward, his face streaked with dirt and tears. “He pushed me out of the way. The blast was meant for me and he just—he fucking pushed me⁠—”

      “Sir, I need you to step back.”

      “Is he going to make it? Please, you have to⁠—”

      “I will do everything I can.” I met his desperate gaze, letting him see my certainty. The certainty I had to project even when I wasn’t sure. “But I need space to work. What’s your name?”

      “Torres. Marcus Torres.” He gripped my arm, his hand shaking. “He’s my best friend. He’s⁠—”

      “Torres.” Another soldier pulled him back—younger, with the kind of face that still looked surprised by war. “Let her work. Come on.”

      They retreated, but I could feel their eyes on me. The whole team, watching. Waiting. Hoping.

      No pressure.

      I turned back to my patient. Logan’s eyes were still open, still tracking me, but they were glazing over. His body was starting to shut down.

      “Logan, I need you to stay with me. Talk to me.” I started my assessment, hands moving with practiced efficiency as I catalogued the damage. Shrapnel everywhere—chest, arms, one piece perilously close to his neck. His abdomen was rigid. Internal bleeding. Fuck. “Tell me something. Where are you from?”

      “Colorado.” The word came out slurred. “Mountains.”

      “Colorado’s beautiful. I’ve always wanted to see the Rockies.” I flagged a nurse, calling for blood and surgical prep. “Keep talking. What made you join the Army?”

      “Wanted to matter.”

      The words hit me somewhere soft. I knew that feeling. The desperate need to make your life count for something, to leave the world better than you found it. I’d joined for the same reason, after my parents died and the world stopped making sense.

      “You matter, Logan.” I squeezed his hand, not caring that it wasn’t professional. “Your team out there—they need you. So you’re going to stay with me and let me put you back together. Understood?”

      His fingers tightened around mine. Weak, but there.

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      The surgery took three hours.

      Three hours of extraction—pulling eighteen pieces of shrapnel from his flesh, each one a small miracle that hadn’t hit something vital. His liver was lacerated; I repaired it while Martinez handled the arterial bleeders. His blood pressure crashed twice. We pumped him full of O-negative and kept working.

      I talked to him the whole time. I know he couldn’t hear me—he was under, floating somewhere between life and death—but I talked anyway. About the mountains he loved. About the team waiting for him. About all the reasons he needed to come back.

      Then his heart stopped.

      The monitor flatlined with a sound that still haunts my nightmares. For one horrible moment, the world went silent except for that steady, accusing tone.

      “V-fib! Charging⁠—”

      I grabbed the paddles. Martinez was already doing compressions, her face a mask of concentration.

      “Clear!”

      His body jerked. Nothing.

      “Again! Clear!”

      Another shock. The flatline wavered, stuttered⁠—

      And then, like a miracle, the rhythm returned. Weak at first, then stronger. His heart beating again, defiant and stubborn, refusing to give up.

      “There you are.” I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. “Don’t you dare do that again.”

      We finished the surgery in tense silence, waiting for his heart to rebel again. It didn’t. By the time I finally stepped back and let the nurses take over wound care, my hands were shaking and my scrubs were soaked with sweat.

      Logan Cross was stable. Against all odds, against the eighteen pieces of metal that had tried to kill him, he was going to live.

      His team was still there.

      They’d refused to leave—I found out later that Torres had threatened to physically remove anyone who tried to make them go. They were clustered in the waiting area, five men who looked like they’d been to hell and hadn’t come all the way back. Dirty. Exhausted. Terrified in that way soldiers only let themselves be when no one’s watching.

      Torres saw me first. He stood so fast he knocked over his chair.

      “Is he⁠—”

      “He’s alive.” I pulled off my surgical cap, running a hand through sweat-damp hair. “He’s stable. We repaired the internal bleeding and extracted all the shrapnel we could find. He’s going to have a hell of a recovery, but he’s going to make it.”

      For a moment, no one moved. Then Torres made a sound—half sob, half laugh—and his legs buckled. The younger soldier caught him, but Torres was already crying, great heaving breaths that shook his massive frame.

      “He’s going to make it.” Torres kept repeating it like a prayer. “He’s going to make it.”

      “He’s strong.” I kept my voice calm, professional. “His heart stopped on the table, but he came back. That takes a particular kind of stubbornness.”

      “That’s Cross.” One of the other soldiers—Asian features, tired eyes—almost smiled. “Stubborn bastard.”

      Torres wiped his face with the back of his hand, composing himself with visible effort. When he looked at me again, his expression was different. Complicated.

      “You don’t understand.” He stepped closer, lowering his voice. “What you did—what you saved⁠—”

      “I was doing my job.”

      “No.” He shook his head. “He’s been trying to get himself killed for months.”

      The words landed like a blow. I stared at him, certain I’d misheard.

      “What?”

      “Taking stupid risks. Volunteering for every suicide mission. We’ve been watching him self-destruct ever since—” Torres stopped, jaw tightening. “He doesn’t think he deserves to live. Something happened, a few months back. A mission. Men died. He blames himself.”

      “That’s…” I didn’t have words for what that was.

      “We’ve tried everything. Talking to him. Threatening him. Making him see the shrinks.” Torres gripped my hands, his eyes burning with desperate hope. “But today, when he pushed me out of the way—he was protecting me. First time in months, he’s done something to stay alive instead of trying to die.”

      I thought about those gray eyes finding mine. The way he’d held on when I told him to.

      For you? Yeah.

      “He’s going to need monitoring,” I said slowly. “Close observation during recovery. I can—I’ll keep an eye on him.”

      Torres nodded, and something in his face eased. “Thank you. Thank you, Lieutenant Pierce.”

      “Alex.” I don’t know why I said it. Officers didn’t usually give their first names to enlisted men. But something about this felt different. Important. “Call me Alex.”

      Later, after Torres and his team had finally been convinced to get some sleep, I found myself back in the recovery ward.

      Logan Cross lay in the bed nearest the window. The monitors beeped steady and strong—heart rate, blood pressure, oxygen levels. All the numbers that said alive in their cold, clinical way. His color was better, too. Less gray. More human.

      I pulled up a chair and sat.

      I told myself I was just doing my job. Monitoring a critical patient. Making sure he didn’t code again in the night. That’s what I told myself.

      But the truth was something else. Something I couldn’t quite name.

      I looked at the man in the bed—the sharp lines of his face softened by unconsciousness, the new scars that would mark his skin, the chest that rose and fell with each stubborn breath. A man who’d shielded a friend with his own body. A man who’d been trying to die for months.

      Why? The question wouldn’t leave me alone. Why would anyone with that much to live for want to die?

      His records said he was twenty-nine. Staff Sergeant. Special Forces. Commendations and awards I didn’t have clearance to read. A decorated soldier. A leader. A man his team clearly loved.

      But somewhere along the way, Logan Cross had decided he wasn’t worth saving.

      I reached out, almost without thinking, and brushed a strand of dark hair back from his forehead. His skin was warm beneath my fingertips. Real. Alive.

      “I don’t know what happened to you,” I whispered into the quiet of the ward. “I don’t know why you think you deserve to die. But you don’t get to give up yet. Not on my watch.”

      He didn’t respond. Couldn’t respond. But I could have sworn something shifted in his face—a slight relaxation of the tension he carried even in sleep.

      I settled back in my chair, pulling a paperback from my pocket. It was going to be a long night.

      But for the first time in a long time, I didn’t mind.
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