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Sons of Lyra:
Fight For Love




Lieutenant Lyra
IV is as sinfully handsome and irresistible as his older brothers,
but the one woman he wants seems to be immune to his charm. Every
man in his squadron is falling over themselves to win her.
Literally. When the reward is getting to see her, not even he can
stop himself from getting hurt in training every day. Losing feels
like winning when he ends up on her inspection table, and the pain
means nothing when she touches him.




Nurse
Emmanuelle knows exactly what the devilishly tempting and handsome
Lieutenant Lyra IV is doing and she’s not going to fall for it or
his attempts to make her call him by his first name, Remi. It’s her
duty to keep her distance and maintain a professional relationship
with him, even if her heart and body is crying out for
more.




When the fleet
is called back to Varka Two where Remi almost lost his life, he
can’t waste any more time. This time, he might not make it back. A
kiss that sets both their hearts on fire leads to more than he’d
dreamed of, and makes both their feelings clear, but will it be too
late?




Facing
overwhelming odds, is Remi strong enough to survive the battle and
return to Emmanuelle? If he ends up on her table again will
Emmanuelle be able to save the man she loves? Will they win their
fight for love?
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Sons of Lyra:
Fight For Love




“Lieutenant
Lyra IV, you’re really going to have to start being more careful in
combat training. This is the third time you’ve been in this week.”
Nurse Emmanuelle, the most beautiful nurse in the entire fleet,
leaned over him.




She motioned for him to
move his hands out of the way. He did. He reached them out above
his head and grabbed the end of the inspection table he was laying
on. He flexed the muscles of his bare torso and arms for her. She
didn’t seem impressed. Her fingers pressed against the mottled
bruising on his right side, her touch so light he barely felt
it.




His gaze strayed back to
her face. She was beautiful when she concentrated like this, intent
on her work, her fine silvery eyebrows knitted together. She
turned, flicked her long silver hair from her face, and sighed as
she picked up one of the tools from the black tray table beside
him. His gaze slid to her body and the tight dark blue dress she
wore. They shifted across to the buttoned front of it and then rose
to her face again when he reined his desire in.




“I can’t help
it,” he said, still studying her face, watching her tongue wet her
delicate rose lips as she turned on the device she held. He’d never
figured out where she was from. Perhaps she was an angel of Iskara.
She looked like an angel. “They’re all stronger and faster than
me.”




She shook her head a
fraction, a smile curving those delicious lips. “I find that very
hard to believe.”




He smiled at her when she
looked at him, her grey eyes touching his a moment before she went
back to her work.




With a nurse such as her
posted to his squadron, was it any surprise all the men kept
getting hurt? He could handle any man here in a one on one fight,
but when the reward for defeat was getting to see her, he didn’t
have the heart to win.




She held the device two
inches from his skin and ran the red band of light over it. He held
the flinch inside as it hurt, stinging as his body was repaired. It
was still worth it, even though it hurt more than getting beaten up
in the first place.




“There, all
done. You can put your shirt back on now, Lieutenant Lyra IV.” She
placed the device back down on the tray and stepped
back.




He swung his legs around
over the side of the black padded table and pressed his palms into
the edge of it as he sat and looked at her.




“Why won’t you
call me by my real name?” Her constant use of his title irritated
him. She called others by their name. Everyone but him. “Call me
Remi.”




She shook her head. “You
know I can’t. I don’t make the rules.”




“But you can
break them,” he reached out to her with his left hand and winced
when his shoulder grated. His other hand went to it, holding it
tight. He must have damaged it during the fight.




“Is it
bothering you?” she said, her voice low and concerned.




He nodded. “All the
time.”




“Not the name
thing.” Her tone caught a note of impatience and then softened
again. “Your arm.”




He looked at it when she
touched it, as light and gentle as usual.




When he was in his
uniform, he could easily forget that it wasn’t really a part of
him, at least in the sense that he hadn’t been born with it. He’d
been given it two years ago after he’d lost his arm in an
insurgence on Varka Two. It had been his first mission. It had gone
horribly wrong. The Varkan’s had been waiting for them. Half of his
squadron had been killed. He’d been lucky to only lose an
arm.




The fleet doctors had done
their best, replacing his arm with a fully cybernetic one. It had
taken them a whole day of surgery to attach all the nerve endings
to the sensors in the arm. He flexed his fingers. When he thought
hard enough, he could almost feel the metal joints moving beneath
the dark silvery rubber skin. The nurses and doctors had told him
it was nothing to be concerned about. It was purely a residual
memory of his old arm he was feeling, and not the workings of his
new one. He wasn’t convinced.




Emmanuelle’s fingers
traced over the elastic rubber skin covering the metal bones of his
arm. He felt every sweep and press of her touch, as real as it
would have been if she’d touched his other arm.




“How does this
feel?” she said, raising his arm up and moving it around to
different positions.




His shoulder grated again
when she pushed his arm out to the side and brought his wrist
towards his chest.




He winced.




She lowered his arm and
disappeared behind him. His eyes closed when she touched his back,
her hands warm against him. Her fingers pressed into his shoulder
blade.




“I don’t think
it’s your arm,” she breathed close to his ear.




He sighed and then got the
better of himself. “So what is it?”




“Just the Lyran
body not being able to withstand a few timely blows.” She placed
her hand against his shoulder. It warmed his skin. “You must have
landed pretty hard on it.”




He tried to look over his
shoulder to see it but all he could see was her hand, small and
slender, touching him. Her eyes spoke of concern when his met
them.




“Do tell
Jericho to go easier on you,” she said with a small
frown.




He slid off the table and
grabbed his shirt. Everyone was always going easy on him. He was a
soldier. He wanted to be treated like one, as though he was just
one of the squad. He was tired of being singled out because he was
royalty. Had Balt and Acer encountered similar problems during
training? He couldn’t imagine them paying attention to any order
telling them to make the other soldiers go easier on
them.




Putting his dark blue
shirt on, he hid the pain it caused his shoulder and looked at
Emmanuelle. She was still watching him, as though she expected an
answer to what she’d said.




“No,” he said
it flatly, without any emotion, and held her gaze. “I have to
go.”




Emmanuelle watched him
leave, knowing exactly where he was going to go. It was three
months ago when she’d first noticed that he liked to think alone.
She’d stumbled across him sitting staring out through the glass
dome of the hydroponics deck of the ship. Whenever he was angry
after coming to her, she always went there to watch him and ensure
he was alright. She waited a few minutes and then walked through
the ship, went up three levels, and walked out into the lush green
of the deck. She loved it up here, with the flowers, grass and
trees. They were all for research and to keep the air clean, but
they were still beautiful. There wasn’t this much green on all her
home world.




He wasn’t hard to find.
She figured out which direction the Lyra system was in and found
him sitting there, staring out of the window towards his home. She
kept her distance so she didn’t disturb him. She just wanted to
check that he was alright and then she’d leave him alone. Why did
he always stare towards home? Did he miss his planet and his
family?




He touched his shoulder a
few times, rolling it back occasionally. It was bothering him. If
he’d stayed in sickbay a few moments more, she would have given him
some medication for it and healed the skin. She hadn’t wanted to
push him though. The moment she’d met him, the first time he’d been
placed on her inspection table, she’d realised that he was
sensitive about his arm. He resented it somehow. She couldn’t
figure out why. Surely it was better than having no arm at all? He
would have been discharged from the imperial army if that had
happened. His family had paid dearly to have him patched up so he
could continue with the squad.




A crackling noise came
from the metallic grey communicator band around her wrist and she
placed her hand over it to stifle the noise so he wouldn’t hear.
She frowned out of the window when she saw a ship approaching. It
was a Lyran fighter. A glance at Remi revealed that he hadn’t
noticed it. He was too lost in his thoughts.




She wished she could do
something to make him feel better about his arm and being here. She
wasn’t blind. He hated it when she called him by his title, but it
really wasn’t her place to call him by his real name, no matter how
many times he insisted. It was unfair on him though. She called the
others by their names—Jericho, Alessandro, Pietr, Ambra. The
difference was, calling them by their names wouldn’t get her
discharged. To everyone on the ship, including his superiors, he
was Lyra IV.




The doors to her right
opened and a tall man entered, his build broad and muscular, and
his dark blue flight suit stretched incredibly tight over his body
like a second skin. He smiled, winked and nodded at her as he
passed.




She blushed at the knowing
edge to that smile. He wasn’t flirting. He’d been telling her that
he knew what she was up to—watching Remi.




She shrank back behind a
tree and continued to watch him, as she always would.




The man approached him and
the moment Remi turned to see who it was, he was on his feet. She
was surprised when Remi hugged the man. There was an exchange of
very manly back patting and then they broke apart. Now that they
were standing together, she could see the similarities between
them, although the newcomer was taller than Remi. They shared black
hair and charming good looks, and bodies to die for.




The newcomer was one of
his brothers. She looked at the window, replaying the sight of the
fighter ship coming into dock. Was it Captain Lyra II or Captain
Lyra III? She’d never met either of them, so she couldn’t tell, and
they all looked so similar—handsome, sinful and strong. She looked
back at the men. Remi gave a sour gesture to his arm and then
laughed when his brother said something. It was nice to see him
smiling again.




She ducked behind the
tree, breathing hard and desperate for Remi not to see her as they
walked in her direction. They went past and Remi walked through the
door. His brother said something and then turned back. Remi
disappeared as the door closed.




She gasped when she
realised the man was coming back to her. He caught her arm as she
tried to dive out the other side of the bush and held her tight,
pulling her back towards him.




“Are you in the
habit of spying on my brother?” he said in a dangerous low tone.
All the smiles that had been in his eyes a moment ago had
disappeared. “What do you want with him?”




She shook her head when
she realised that he thought she wanted to hurt Remi.




“It’s not like
that,” she said quickly. “He came into my office hurt again today
and I wanted to make sure he was alright.”




“So you
followed him?” The man’s grip tightened and anger flashed in his
pale blue eyes. Captain Lyra III. Out of the sons of Lyra, only he
had eyes that colour.




“No, sir, I
didn’t follow him. He always comes here when he needs to think. I
only wanted to make sure he was alright... he gets so depressed
about his arm.”




The man released her and
his look shifted to reveal concern. “What’s wrong with
it?”




“Nothing,” she
said, feeling she was saying more than she should on the subject.
“It’s fine, but he doesn’t like it. He never has done.”




“He’s never
said anything to me.” There was an air of disbelief about him, and
a hint of jealousy.




“He doesn’t say
anything to anyone. I only know because I’m the one who is close
enough to see it in his eyes when he comes into my
office.”




“Your office?”
he said and looked her over. “You’re a nurse?”




She nodded.




“They never had
nurses like you when I was going through training,” he muttered
darkly and frowned. “Do you take good care of my little
brother?”




She nodded again and then
added, “I keep an eye on him. He’s doing well in training but
insists on getting hurt.”




“Insists?” The
man looked confused.




“Your brother
can take care of himself, as can all the men here, but they seem to
insist on getting hurt so they end up on my inspection
table.”




His gaze raked over her
again, burning her. “I can’t blame them.”




She glared at him and
pressed her hands against her hips.




“Do you pay
such close attention to all your patients?” he said, his head
cocking to one side as though he was considering getting hurt
too.




She hesitated and then
nodded. Was it a capital crime to lie to royalty? She wasn’t Lyran,
but she did serve in their imperial army. Perhaps that gave her
ties enough to Lyra to make it wrong.




“I do what I
can to ensure all my patients get the help they need. Your brother
is no exception.”




He looked over his
shoulder towards the door. “Then I ask you to make him the
exception. I ask you to ensure my brother’s happiness.”




He walked away, leaving
her confused and alone. Ensure his brother’s happiness? She
presumed he was talking about Remi’s hatred of his cybernetic arm
and not something else.




Remi frowned when his
brother finally appeared. “What were you doing in
there?”




Acer smiled. “Oh, you
know, staring at the stars. It’s a beautiful view. I hear you go
there often.”




His frown intensified.
“Who told you that?”




“Does it
matter?” Acer said and placed a hand on his shoulder. He winced.
“She was right, you don’t take good care of yourself.”




“Who have you
been speaking—” He cut himself off when it dawned on him.
“Emmanuelle.”




“If that’s the
name of your nurse, then yes, Emmanuelle.” Acer’s gaze shifted to
his cybernetic arm. “She’s only concerned about you. Many a man
would be flattered to have such a beautiful woman’s
attention.”




Remi turned his back and
walked down the stairs to the lift. “I’m not special to her, if
that’s what you’re insinuating. She’s a good woman. She looks after
us all. Just the other day Jericho—”




“Jericho is
here?” Acer cut in. Remi could hear the disapproval in his voice.
Acer blamed Jericho for what had happened to him during the Varkan
insurgence, even though he’d repeatedly told Acer that it had been
his own fault.




“Don’t start,”
he said with a sigh and entered the lift. He pressed the button for
the mess hall and watched the doors slide closed. “He’s a good
friend and a good man. I wish you’d quit blaming him already. I
told you it was my fault for not being cautious enough. I’ve
learned my lesson, alright? Let it go.”




Acer frowned at him. He
knew he sounded snappish and angry, but he was tired of going over
the same subject every time they met up. His brother leaned past
him and pressed another button. Remi looked up at him.




“I just need to
check something on my ship. I came straight to see you,” Acer said
with an affectionate smile.




It had been a long time
since they’d seen each other, although they communicated regularly.
The last time had been Sebastian’s marriage and back then he’d been
a whole person. He flexed the fingers on his left hand again and
stared at it. He didn’t know why he couldn’t accept it was a part
of him now. He wondered if he ever would.




“What else did
she say?” he said, not taking his eyes off his hand. He still had
nightmares about the night he’d lost it. Not even Emmanuelle’s kind
words and light accepting touch could make those stop.




“That you
insist on getting hurt.” Acer laughed and shook his head, his smile
broad. “I told her that I couldn’t blame you. She really is a
pretty one.”




Remi couldn’t deny that.
Emmanuelle was beautiful. He’d never seen an angel like
her.




The doors opened onto the
cargo deck and Remi stepped out first. He looked at the people
carrying ship parts through the airlock. There was a muffled curse
and Acer strode past him. He hurried to keep up with
him.




“Engineer
Stella, I told you to be careful with those weapons!” There was
anger in Acer’s voice but Remi noticed it didn’t touch his eyes.
The look in them was soft, turning gentle as Acer watched the
female engineer nod and continue with her work. Remi looked at the
woman and then back at his brother.




“Not a nurse,
but a pretty one all the same,” he said, watching Acer closely to
gauge his reaction.




His brother gave him a
shrug and a look that lied and said he hadn’t noticed.




“Balt
transferred her from his ship for breaking the gravity drive. I
won’t be a minute.” Acer walked away, disappearing through the
airlock.




Remi looked at the
engineer again. His brother couldn’t fool him. He’d have to
congratulate his older brother, Balt, for spotting a perfect woman
for Acer. She was exactly his type—strong, intelligent, stubborn
and dark haired. She’d be a wonderful handful that would get Acer’s
back up and make him fall for her.




Acer reappeared and stood
beside him a moment.




“Are you
alright?” he said.




Remi nodded. “I was just
thinking. You did disturb my thinking after all.”




“She watches
you, you know,” Acer said and turned his back to the ship. Remi
noticed that the engineer glanced across at Acer. He wondered how
his brother would react if he mentioned that he wasn’t the only one
a woman was watching.




“She also calls
me Lyra IV.” He turned away and walked back towards the lift. “I
can’t get her to call me Remi.”




“Protocol, dear
brother,” Acer said and clapped his hand against his good shoulder.
“It’s the bane of us all.”




Was it? Perhaps he and his
brothers weren’t so different after all. He led the way to the mess
hall and entered second, allowing Acer to go first just so he could
see the panicked scramble of every soldier in the room as they shot
to their feet to salute him.




He wanted to be a captain
and in charge of his own ship. There was such a power gap between
lieutenant and captain. No one saluted him.




“I know that
look,” Acer said. “I had the same one when Balt visited me once
during my early years in the army. You’ll get there soon enough.
It’s in your blood. We sons of Lyra have a reputation for a
reason... perfection is bred into us.”




Remi shook his head and
frowned. He raised his left hand and sighed. “I’m not perfect
anymore, brother.”




Acer took hold of his hand
and looked it over. “Seems perfect to me. Quit moping or I’ll have
to have a word with that nurse of yours.”




He cursed his brother for
saying that loud enough to draw the attention of everyone in the
room. His cheeks blazed and he added a curse aimed at himself for
reacting like a child would to such unwelcome attention. So what if
he liked Emmanuelle. He was a man. He was flesh and blood and had
needs and desires like any other man in the universe. If asked,
he’d be the first to admit that he wanted her for his own. It
wasn’t as though he was hiding his attraction. Everyone in his
squad knew he got hurt with the intention of getting himself into
her office again.




He’d gone there today with
nothing more than a case of bruising.




She never turned him away
though.




He’d seen her turn others
away for such petty wounds.




He chose a seat in the
corner and Acer sat beside him. He listened to his brother relaying
the tale of his last battle in space and it wasn’t long before they
had an audience. Acer was as charming towards the women and as
brash towards the men as usual. It was good to see him again. He
looked down at his left hand. Perhaps his brother and Emmanuelle
were right. His arm hadn’t changed who he was. In fact, he couldn’t
imagine life without it now. He’d grown strangely used to the
superior strength in it and had learned to differentiate between
his two hands so he didn’t crush things with his left hand when
using both.




Acer laughed about
something and everyone laughed with him. Remi realised that he was
talking about him. It was the first time Remi had tried to fly
something coming up all over again. He went to stop him but Acer
held up a hand.




“Come, brother,
don’t be shy. In a few weeks they’ll send you to the pilot academy
and everyone will discover the dirty secret of your first flight
and crash landing into the palace ponds,” Acer said with another
laugh.




He leaned back in his
chair, letting Acer have his way.




Just as Acer was about to
tell them, the alarms sounded across the ship.




He looked up at the
ceiling.




“All squadrons
are to report for duty. This is not a drill. We have been issued
orders and are en route to Varka Two.”




His blood ran cold. Varka
Two? His gaze fell to his arm. Was he strong enough to go back
there? He’d learnt a lot in the past few years, but was it enough
to keep him alive? The Varkans were fierce fighters and had some of
the most advanced military equipment in the universe.




Everyone scrambled to
their posts and the room was empty in a matter of seconds. He
looked at Acer.




“Maybe we’ll
get to spend more time together soon,” his brother said and stood,
placing a hand on his shoulder. “I’d better return to my ship.
We’ll have to detach before you make the shift to full
speed.”




Remi stood and nodded,
trying to be strong. Acer pulled him into a hug and Remi closed his
eyes as he held him in return.




“Take care,
little brother,” Acer said and then released him, turning away and
walking out the door.




He was alone.




He looked at the empty
room and fought the fear inside himself. He was stronger now and
far more skilled. The Varkans wouldn’t get the better of
him.




When the ship shifted to
full speed, he left the room and went to find his squadron. They
would leave the ship before it reached Varka Two, each squadron
entering the atmosphere in their own set of ships. There were three
for each squadron. He’d be in the one with Alessandro, Jericho,
Pietr and Ambra, as he always was.




He reached the cargo deck
and crossed it towards the dock where his ship waited. The window
of the airlock where his brother’s ship had been docked showed
nothing but empty space now. He would see his brother again. He had
no doubt about that.




Everyone was gathered at
the far end of the cargo bay, waiting for orders. He found Jericho
and Ambra in one corner.




“How’s it
looking?” he said with a nod towards the captains. The six men were
closely huddled together, talking about something. They were
probably discussing tactics and information. One day he’d be a part
of that group. One day.




“Like war, only
worse,” Jericho said and Ambra gave him a worried look. Jericho
grinned and grabbed her around the waist, pulling her up to him.
“Nothing to worry about, I won’t let the nasty Varkans anywhere
near you, sweets.”




She frowned and pushed him
off her. Remi wished they’d both get it over with and admit they
were in love. Their constant playful jesting and teasing made it
blindly obvious to everyone but them apparently. He noticed Ambra
glance at Jericho, her cheeks flushed. Jericho gave her a wide
grin.




Remi clenched his fists.
“I won’t let them near any of you.”




“Those are
fighting words,” Jericho said and playfully punched him on the arm.
He winced when his shoulder grated. Jericho look worried now. “You
sure you’re up for this? Maybe you should get your nurse to check
you over one last time... real close like... an all over inspection
from her could send a soldier to his death a happy man.”




Ambra hit Jericho in the
chest and glared.




Remi ignored him and the
rest of his squadron as they joined in. His thoughts drifted to the
nurse in question. Jericho was right in a way. He had to see
her.




Everyone fell silent when
the captains returned to their squadrons. Remi listened
half-heartedly to the orders they were being given, his mind still
on Emmanuelle. He couldn’t leave for Varka Two without letting her
know his feelings and discovering her own.




“You have
thirty minutes to prepare for launch,” his captain said and he
looked up at him.




Thirty minutes.




He had to see
her.




He pushed through the
crowd, not answering Jericho’s shouted questions as he focused on
getting to her. He only had thirty minutes before he had to board
the ship that would take him away from her to Varka Two. His
shoulder was the perfect excuse to see her again.




He made his way up through
the decks to her office. Its location was fixed in his mind now. He
could find it blindfolded. Reaching the door, he knocked and it
slid open.




“Lieutenant
Lyra IV, I thought you’d be en route to Varka Two by now.” There
was a hint of nerves in her voice when she mentioned the name of
the planet. She knew his file and knew that Varka Two was where
he’d lost his arm. Her concern touched him and gave him the courage
to continue.




“I left in a
hurry earlier and didn’t let you finish your work on my shoulder. I
thought it best to get it checked out completely before I go into
battle.”




He sat on her inspection
table, nerves turning his stomach. She put down the computer pad
she had been reading and walked over to him. Her thigh brushed his
knee as she stopped close to him.




“You’ll have to
take your shirt off.” There was a hint of seduction to her voice, a
low sensuality that made him warm inside. Her fingers brushed his
neck by his collar and worked downwards towards the buttons of his
shirt. Clearly she wasn’t expecting him to undress himself this
time.




His heart accelerated when
she leaned towards him, her hands grazing his arms as she pulled
his shirt down them. Her shoulder pressed against his chest and he
tilted his head towards her, closing his eyes as he breathed in her
soft perfume.




“Call me Remi,”
he whispered into her ear. She tensed and paused at her work. When
she straightened up slightly, her mouth was close to his. He could
feel her breath against his face, unsteady and trembling. She
stayed there a moment before moving away.




He watched her fiddling
with the instruments on the tray. He was making her nervous. Did
that mean she liked him too? He should’ve asked his brother how to
read women. He’d never been any good at it.




Emmanuelle teetered on the
brink of calling him Remi as he’d asked her to. It wasn’t her place
though. She couldn’t break the rules. The army was her home now. If
they discharged her she had nowhere to go. It wasn’t only that. She
didn’t want to leave this place. She didn’t want to leave
Remi.




He preened his black hair
back, long fingers pushing the wavy tendrils of it from his face.
It was longer on top than she remembered, but still short at the
back.




Picking up the scanner,
she walked around him, consciously brushing his knee with her hip
as she passed. He breathed in sharply and his eyes followed her,
burning her body with their heat and hunger. She brought her hand
up and stroked it over his shoulder as she came to stand behind
him. He kept his head turned to the side but closed his eyes. How
much time did they have? How long would it be before he was gone?
Fear whispered to her heart. She didn’t know if he’d come back this
time. Had he learnt enough over these past two years to keep
himself alive on that hellish planet?




Tears filled her eyes but
she suppressed them, focusing on her work. She ran the scanner over
his shoulder. The skin around the graze was bruising now, darkening
and becoming mottled. The scan revealed no fractures or anything
out of the ordinary. He’d probably jarred it or it was merely stiff
from the bruising.




She didn’t dare move into
clear view of him while there were tears in her eyes. It would only
worry him and make her look weak. She’d been through so much in her
life. Now wasn’t the time to cry. If he left here worrying about
her, it would impact on his focus while he was down on the planet.
She knew that he thought about her, that he had feelings for her.
She’d realised it shortly after meeting him. The fact that he found
reasons to see her at least three or four times a week had made it
obvious.




Reaching around him, she
picked up the skin healing device and ran the red beam over his
flesh. The bruising disappeared. Now all she had to do was give him
a dose of painkillers and he’d be on his way. Her twin hearts beat
in opposition of that thought and the idea of him going into
battle. She’d seen the fallout of war and the casualties it left in
its wake. She didn’t want that to happen to Remi.




“All done,” she
whispered and placed her hand against his back. He tensed and then
relaxed again. His body was warm beneath her fingers and she traced
them downwards, following the line of his right shoulder blade. He
had a strong back and an amazing body that put all others she’d
seen to shame. It was no wonder the sons of Lyra had a reputation.
Now two of them were married, leaving only Remi and his older
brother Acer to be caught. She’d seen the looks the female soldiers
gave Remi. All of them wanted him. They wanted to catch
him.




A jealous snake hissed in
her ear that they couldn’t have him. He was hers. It was her who he
came to every time he was hurt. It was her who healed him and
helped him through his dark times.




She moved around him,
keeping close so her hip brushed his knees again. His hands flexed
against the edge of the inspection table, fingers indenting the
black leather.




“Not leaving?”
she said as she placed the healing device back onto the tray along
with the scanner. She looked up when he didn’t answer, straight
into dark passionate eyes. Her mouth turned dry and the twin beat
of her hearts threatened to make her dizzy. His gaze fell to her
lips. Hers dropped to his body. Bad move. Every muscle of it was
tensed as he gripped the table. It was a divine sight worthy of the
gods’ notice and it made her hum with desire inside.




“Emmanuelle,”
he whispered, husky and low and full of desire.




She tried to swallow. Her
throat was too dry and sticky.




His left hand
rose.




Her eyes closed and she
kept her head lowered as his fingers caressed her cheek. It
surprised her on two fronts. One, that he had finally discovered
the courage to touch her and two, that he was using his cybernetic
arm to do so. His hand opened, palm cupping her cheek. The feel of
his thumb sweeping across her lower lip was too much. Desire jolted
through her, sparking along every nerve. She lowered her head
further, feeling the change in her and unable to stop her long
silver hair from floating upwards in response to the strong
emotions surging through her.




“What the...”
His hand raised her head up. She squeezed her eyes shut and tried
to get control of herself again. She couldn’t. The feelings were
too strong. Her hair danced in the air, her hearts revelling in his
touch. “I’ve always meant to ask you where you’re from. I guess I
have to now.”




She opened one eye and
then the other and looked at him. The blush blazed across her
cheeks when she saw the fascination in his eyes. Gathering her
hair, she tried to smooth it down but it refused to stay put. She
always responded strongly to her feelings and her hair always
insisted on showing it. It was just something that happened to all
her species.




“Dazkara,” she
said, voice trembling with nerves, and smiled with relief when she
finally managed to make her hair behave. “It... I...”




He smiled and caught her
cheek again. Her hair rebelled against her command to stay
put.




“Don’t be
ashamed. It’s amazing. You’re amazing. I’d thought you were an
angel of Iskara.”




She laughed and then
pretended to clear her throat when he looked offended and
frowned.




“Angel?
Dazkarans are bloodthirsty and destructive. Our home planet is an
arid desert because our forefathers annihilated every living
creature and plant. I’m no angel,” she whispered the last
part.




He caught her other cheek,
his hands cool against her burning flesh. She couldn’t tear her
eyes away from his. There was such sincerity in them.




“You are an
angel, Emmanuelle. No doubt about it. I’ve never met anyone as kind
and beautiful as you.”




Her hair rose a little
higher in response to that, her twin hearts fluttering against her
chest. She blinked rapidly and wondered what he expected her to say
in response. There was nothing she could say. There was only one
way to repay him for such sweet words.




She stepped towards him,
intent on kissing him, and lost her nerve the moment her hips
nudged his knees apart. He continued for her, luring her towards
him with his hands and shifting forwards on the table at the same
time. Her breath trembled along with the rest of her body when his
lips neared hers.




An alarm
sounded.




The soldiers had fifteen
minutes before they had to report in.




She drew back and stared
at Remi, suddenly aware of what they’d been about to do and unsure
whether she could go through with it. She’d put his mind at ease.
He wouldn’t worry about her while he was fighting now and he was
healed. There was nothing left for her to do. Perhaps when he came
back, she would let him see her true feelings. She wasn’t brave
enough right now.




“You should
go,” she said and went to turn away.




“You’re not
getting away that easily,” he said and grabbed her wrist, dragging
her back to him. Her thigh knocked against the table between his
legs. Before she could form a protest, his mouth descended on hers,
claiming her lips in a fiery kiss that stole her ability to
speak.




She leaned into the kiss,
her hands coming up to press against his bare chest as she closed
her eyes. It was incredible. She tiptoed, wanting to get closer to
him. His arms went around her waist and settled on her backside,
lifting her a little off the floor. Her hair swirled around them,
tickling her face. She definitely couldn’t control it now. The
desire rising inside her and the intense need that chased it placed
everything beyond her control. She surrendered to Remi’s demanding
kiss and melted into his embrace, letting him take over.




Fifteen minutes and then
he’d leave her. Fifteen minutes and he’d be going into battle on a
planet that had almost claimed his life. These fifteen minutes had
to count. She had to know his feelings for her and show him her
own. This could be the last time she saw him.




She pushed away her morbid
thoughts and focused on the rough glide of his lips over hers.
Their tongues met and she fought for dominance over his, playing
with it and driving him on.




Remi pushed her back and
breathed hard. She was incredible. She matched him strength for
strength, passion for passion. He ran his fingers through her hair,
still amazed at the fact it reacted to her feelings. There was so
much about her that he didn’t know, but he wanted to find out. He
longed for more time with her and swore that he would do his best
on Varka Two so he could return to her.




In one swift move, his
feet hit the floor and he lifted her onto the inspection table. Her
eyes went wide with shock, as though she was surprised to find
herself suddenly on the padded leather bench. He grabbed her
backside and dragged her towards the edge of the table, settling
himself between her legs. Her hands rested on his shoulders,
fingers gently grazing his skin, sending his temperature
soaring.




He pulled her against him
again and kissed her, hard and with all the passion burning inside
him. Only fifteen minutes. It wasn’t enough time. He wanted to make
love to her, to spend the rest of his life showing her just how
special she was and how beautiful.




His hand slid up to her
waist and hers dropped to his upper arms, thumbs caressing the
curve of his biceps. For a moment, he’d thought she was going to
stop him. Taking her compliance and touch as an invitation, he
raised his hands a little more, until they moulded around the firm
globes of her breasts. She moaned into his mouth, her kiss turning
fierce and hungry. It was a battle to remain in control, to fight
her for dominance. It seemed the fifteen minute deadline had filled
her with the same urgency that he felt.




He squeezed her breasts,
groaning internally at the feel of them and the fact he was finally
touching her, and then moved to the buttons of her dress. Breaking
the kiss, he drew back and watched his hands as he started to
unbutton the dark blue dress. She leaned back, reached to the side
towards the control panel and pressed a button. The door lock
clicked into place. When he looked at her, she gave him a shy smile
and blushed. That was a definite invite.




His fingers shook when he
peeled apart the top half of her dress to reveal the inner curves
of her pale breasts. He continued to undo the buttons, his heart
beating faster with each one that gave and his erection growing
harder. It pressed against his trousers, begging to be released. He
wriggled to get it into a more comfortable position and the action
spread Emmanuelle’s legs further apart. The last button on her
dress came undone. His gaze raked over her slim body, from her ripe
small breasts to her toned stomach and finally her dark blue
panties.




A groan left him, followed
by a low guttural noise as he dragged her towards him and kissed
her hard. He wanted her, wanted to stake his claim and make her
wholly his at last. Her tongue fought his again and this time he
won, leaning her over backwards and sliding his hands into her
dress. The feel of her skin was amazing—soft and warm and supple.
It gave under his fingers as he pressed them in, holding her
tight.




His lips left hers and he
kissed a trail down to her neck, tasting her warm flesh and scent
of Lyran lilies. He continued downwards to her chest and brushed
the two sides of her dress apart to reveal her breasts in their
entirety. The pale mounds were peaked with small dusky nipples that
called to him. He lowered his mouth to one and licked it before
sucking it into his mouth.




She moaned and leaned back
further, her hands on his shoulders stopping her from falling onto
the table.




“Remi,” she
whispered and he stopped and drew back to look at her. The sound of
his name spoken in such an aroused tone made his cock ache. He
needed to be inside her.




A five minute warning
sounded.




“No time...”
she said and pulled herself up.




He jumped when her hands
went to his belt and suddenly his trousers were falling down around
his ankles. Clearly, she’d read his mind. All reasonable thought
was chased from his head when she freed his hard length and ran her
hand down it.




Emmanuelle told herself
that she was crazy to be rushing into this but nothing in her life
had ever felt as right. She stroked his long shaft again, desperate
for it to be inside her. They only had five minutes. She couldn’t
let him leave this room without consummating what was fast becoming
a relationship. It was a sending off present to him. It seemed like
a reasonable excuse for the fact she was about to let him screw her
on her inspection table.




Her panties were gone
before she could blink.




The fire in his eyes said
that he wasn’t planning on leaving without having her
either.




His hands claimed her
backside, drawing her to the edge of the padded table and closer to
him. He stepped up to her, nestling his hips between her legs. Her
hands went to his shoulders, her eyes meeting his. He moved closer
and the head of his cock brushed her slick opening. Her lips parted
in a sigh that she felt in her whole body as he eased into
her.




“Slow is going
to have to come later,” he said and she saw the apology in his
eyes.




She nodded, knowing that
he’d keep that promise when he came back and this battle was over.
He always came back to her. This time wouldn’t be any
different.




She closed her eyes and
moaned when he pulled out and thrust into her, hard and deep. Her
fingertips dug into his shoulders, holding onto him as he pounded
her roughly, the head of his length striking deep inside her. She
tensed around him, moaning at the feel of him inside her, thrusting
over and over with such intensity that she was sure they were both
going to come undone before long.




Her hands dropped to his
elbows and then slid down his forearms when she fell backwards onto
the inspection table. His hands claimed her waist, gripping her
hips as he drove into her, moaning with each thrust. She arched her
back and moaned with him, her knees rising to clamp his hips before
her legs wrapped around him.




“Cruskin...” he
muttered and she moaned a concurrence. This was too
good.




Her eyes opened and she
looked at him, holding his gaze and drowning in the feelings she
could read in it. He thrust harder, making her breasts wobble and
the bench squeak beneath her. She reached over her shoulders and
grabbed the bench, holding on for dear life as he pounded her.
Close. Closer.




Fire and lightning rushed
through her, a bright light exploding in front of her eyes. She
arched off the table and clamped her muscles down on his hard
length as the blaze reached there. He screamed out his orgasm,
thrusting deep inside her. Her thighs trembled against his. His
hands shook against her waist. She realised he was breathing as
fast as she was, so hard that her head spun.




She looked at him. His
eyes were wide, his mouth hanging open, and his face was pale. He
looked stunned.




“Gyaa—” he
uttered and then collapsed to his knees.




“Remi!” she
said and was immediately on the floor beside him.




Remi leaned forwards,
trembling and panting. His hands pressed into the floor to support
his weak body.




He’d never felt anything
like that. Never. The moment she’d climaxed, her whole body had
shimmered and a rush of warm electricity had bolted through him,
driving him into his own orgasm. It had sent his mind reeling,
spinning so fast that he felt as though he’d taken some intense
drug. He stared at the floor, a little dazed and strangely
relaxed.




“Remi?” She
shook him by the shoulder.




He slowly turned his head
to face her, his vision a little wobbly. Several of her danced in
front of his eyes.




“Is it always
like that?” He managed to get the words out.




She frowned,
confused.




He drew another few
breaths, gathering his strength and his senses.




“When you...
this insane energy went through me... I... heh... in Iskara’s name
that was good.” He grinned at her, pressed one hand into her
shoulder and grabbed the inspection table with the other, hauling
himself onto his feet.




His eyebrows rose when she
pulled his underwear and trousers up for him. His legs were jelly
and he was forced to lean against the table for support, unable to
trust himself to stand unaided. She straightened up, still
gloriously naked between the two sides of her dress. Her cheeks
were dark red, the colour of Koji.




“Does that
always happen?” he said again, his heart slowing to an almost
normal speed. It was a struggle, but after several attempts he
managed to fasten his trousers and did his belt up.




She hesitated a moment and
then looked up at him. Embarrassment filled her eyes. He caught her
cheek with his left hand, unafraid of his arm now. It was a part of
him and it hadn’t stopped the most beautiful girl in the galaxy
from wanting him. A beautiful and very special girl. He wondered
what other tricks she had up her sleeve. Right now, he felt as
though he’d drunk a bottle of Koji and had chased it with a bottle
of Aquan.




“I don’t know,”
she whispered and then found her voice. “I’ve only ever been with
Dazkarans... it seemed perfectly normal.”




He smiled, trying to chase
away her awkwardness.




“Why are you
embarrassed?” he said and she tried to look away. His hand held
her, keeping her eyes locked with his. “There’s no reason to be
ashamed. It was amazing... my mind’s still reeling. I don’t think
I’m going to come down again until we reach Varka Two.”




The smile that had been
slowly appearing on her face disappeared at the mention of the
planet he was heading for.




“I promise I’ll
come back,” he whispered and drew her into his arms. Her warm body
pressed against his and he could feel her heart beating. He frowned
at the strange rhythm. Hearts. He could feel her hearts beating. He
pressed a kiss to her silvery hair, tame now that her emotions had
changed from positive to negative. “I’ll fight for you.”




Hot tears wet his chest in
response to that and he held her tighter, his hand caressing her in
the hope that it would calm her. She’d been close to tears earlier
and had hidden it well. He didn’t have the heart to say he’d
noticed, or make her awkward again by making a fuss about her
crying now. He just held her close and pressed kisses to her hair,
savouring the feel of her in his arms.




The alarm sounded. All
personnel were to report to the docks.




“I have to go,”
he whispered, his voice cracking and emotions making it impossible
to speak any louder.




She took a deep breath and
shuffled in his arms. He presumed she was wiping her tears away
because when she emerged from his embrace, there wasn’t a trace of
them on her cheeks. Her grey eyes were red with them though. He
brushed his fingers across her cheek and sighed.




Her eyes
closed.




He leaned in and kissed
her slowly, a promise of things to come when he returned. He would
win her hearts completely. He would fight for her.




Her lips left his and he
looked at her.




“I’ll be
waiting,” she said and tears filled her eyes.




He pressed one last, long
kiss to her lips and then turned away, grabbing his shirt as he
passed it. He slipped it on before he reached the door. When he
turned back, she’d already buttoned most of her dress. She pressed
the button on the control panel to unlock the door for him and then
gave him a shaky smile.




He smiled back at her, his
heart aching. Raising his hand in a silent goodbye, he sighed and
then walked away.




He would fight for
her.




He would come back to
her.




***




Emmanuelle looked out of
the window, fear clenching her heart each time she saw a blast on
the planet below. It was never ending. The battle had been raging
for over three weeks now and she hadn’t heard a word from the
surface about how things were progressing. Casualties had been sent
up and each time they were, her hearts thundered and screamed with
fear. So far, none of Remi’s squadron had been brought in. The
nurse in the morgue on the surface had promised to contact her if
he was brought in. The thought that she might receive the call at
any time to say that he was dead made her hearts break. She took a
deep breath and steeled herself, forcing herself to watch the fight
happening far below her and sending prayers to the gods to protect
him.




Another set of bright
white explosions erupted across the dark surface of the planet,
forming an arch of circles that quickly evaporated into nothing.
She pressed her hands against the window, breathing hard and hoping
that Remi was alright. She couldn’t bear the thought of him
fighting down there, battling for his life. It stole her sleep and
her hunger. It had been days since she’d eaten anything
substantial. Her superiors had expressed their concern and tried to
cheer her up, but it just wasn’t possible. There was only one
person who could cheer her up now. Remi.




A fighter leaving the
surface caught her eye. It was followed by one of the larger
transport ships that the soldiers had gone to the surface
in.




She stared at it, fearing
that this time Remi would be in it.




The sound of the infirmary
behind her came back, the noise of nurses and doctors rushing
around and trying to save the lives of the soldiers clamouring in
her ears. Duty called. She raced to help, assisting those that
needed it most first. Most of the last group of patients to come
from the surface were stable now. She helped the nurses move them
out of the operating theatres and into the wards. They were quickly
filling up. Someone would need to check all the patients and see
which ones could be discharged to make more room.




The ship rocked as the
fighter and transport vessel docked with it. Soon, the halls would
be pandemonium as the new casualties were brought in. She finished
hooking a man up to the bio-scanner and monitors above his bed and
then went to her office. A quick clear up and she was ready for the
next set of patients. She could handle any wounds that didn’t
require surgery. She swiped the beam of the sterilizing device over
her tools, preparing them. Anything that was life-threatening had
to be handled by the doctors. She had faith in them. They were some
of the best in the fleet.




A murmur swept down the
corridor, growing louder. The rush of feet followed it. Her hearts
thundered as she waited to see if this time it would be Remi lying
on her inspection table. She went out into the hall, watching the
passing hover-stretchers as they were pushed by almost at a run.
The clamour of voices reached a crescendo. The smell of blood
filled the air. These soldiers were injured worse than any she’d
seen so far. Most needed the doctors’ attention. It was ghastly.
Blood covered them and the wounds were deep. Some were missing
limbs or were badly burnt. Her stomach churned. Fear pounded down
on her.




She looked down the
hall.




Her hearts almost stopped
beating.




Remi.




Alessandro was supporting
Remi as he hobbled down the hall, covered in blood.




She ran to him, her mind
filling with his brother’s words about protecting him. She had to
help him. He needed her now more than ever. She grabbed his empty
arm and gently placed it around her shoulders, helping Alessandro
support him and leading the way to her office. Remi slumped against
her. She gritted her teeth and forced him upwards, intent on
supporting his weight and getting him to her table.




It seemed to take forever
to get him into the room and there was no sense of relief when he
was finally on the inspection table. He collapsed. She shouted for
a nurse to assist Alessandro and then ran around the table to her
tools. Leaning over Remi, she patted his cheek, faster and faster,
matching her racing hearts. He murmured something, barely
conscious.




“Remi, Remi...
Remi!” she said, frantic and terrified by the sight of so much
blood on him. It plastered his face and his clothes. There wasn’t
an inch of him that didn’t seem to be coated in it. “Don’t die on
me!”




His hand weakly caught
hers and stopped her from patting his cheek.




“I’ll live for
you instead,” he croaked and frowned as he opened his eyes and
looked at her. “I’m fine... Jericho.”




She wasn’t at all
convinced that he was fine.




“What about
him?” she said.




“It’s his
blood... a Heavy Armour... it tore him apart. He didn’t stand a
chance.” He threw an arm over his eyes and swallowed hard. His
tight voice, laden with emotion, said that he was close to tears.
It was understandable. He loved Jericho like a brother.




A noise in the hall made
her look up, the sound of rushing feet and shouted
commands.




“What about
Ambra—” Her question seemed redundant when the doctors rushed past
with a hover-stretcher, Ambra running behind them. Emmanuelle
swallowed. The entire blanket covering the patient on the stretcher
had been red with blood. There’d been life support equipment
onboard.




“Jericho... he
tried to protect Ambra. He... don’t let him die. Do whatever you
can for him... even if it’s...” he trailed off and flexed his
cybernetic hand. “I couldn’t protect... we were separated... I was
too late. I should’ve been there. It was my fault.”




Emmanuelle held him down
when he tried to sit up. He winced and pushed against her. She
pushed back, determined not to let him aggravate his injuries and
put his own life at risk.




“Calm down.
It’s not your fault, Remi,” she whispered, her hand against his
cheek. His tears dampened her fingertips and cut through the blood
on his face.




“Whatever it
takes...” He looked up at her, tears shining in his eyes. “Save
him.”




Tears filled her own eyes
when she saw all the hurt in his. He and Jericho had been
inseparable since the academy. They were closer than
brothers.




“A normal
soldier won’t be given such treatment.” It broke her heart to tell
him that and see the realisation dawn in his eyes. Jericho would
likely die.




He went to sit up again.
She pushed him back down. Anger flashed in his dark eyes, red with
tears.




“I’m a normal
soldier like him! Like all of them!” He tried to push her away but
she held him down. Her hands shook against him, trembling with fear
as his whole face darkened. “Let me go!”




“No!” She
pressed her hands against his shoulders and shoved him back down,
pinning him against the table. “You’re not a normal soldier. You’re
a prince, a son of Lyra. Your kingdom would do anything for
you.”




Fear shook her when his
cybernetic hand closed tight around her wrist, making her bones
creak. He gritted his teeth and pushed her away. She stumbled
backwards and put a hand out behind her to grab the cupboards there
and stop her from hitting them.




He was off the inspection
table before she could stop him.




“They’ll do
this for me then!” He limped from the room and she followed him as
he shoved people in the corridor aside and pushed
through.




The gaps he’d made for
himself closed behind him, hindering her. Before she could reach
him, he was opening the doors to the operating theatre. She grabbed
his arm and he turned on her. In his eyes, anger overruled
pain.




“Leave me
alone!” He pushed her hand off him. “Let me do this.”




She grabbed him again,
unwilling to give up that easily. She had to get him back to her
inspection table before he passed out. It had to be purely
adrenaline keeping him going now. “What are you going to
do?”




He turned away and looked
into the operating theatre. She looked past him at the doctors and
Jericho where he lay on the table. A glance at Remi made her heart
ache. The tears trembled on the brink of falling, his face ashen
beneath the blood. The theatre lights reflected in his eyes. She
could almost see Jericho in them. She didn’t want to look at him.
There was no way the doctors would be able to save him.




Remi swallowed and then
frowned.




“Whatever it
takes, understand?” he said when the doctors looked his way, voice
showing none of the raw emotions she could see in his eyes. There
was only determination and anger in it. “On my authority, do
whatever it takes. If Jericho dies, I will never forgive
you.”




Ambra pushed past her and
Emmanuelle was glad when Remi stopped her. He held Ambra close, his
broad frame protecting her from the sight of Jericho. Ambra shook,
trembling in Remi’s arms.




“I won’t let
anything happen to him, Ambra,” Remi said and held her closer.
Emmanuelle stepped back to give them more room. “I’ll bring him
back for you, but he might not be the same.”




Ambra looked up at him
with wide eyes and understanding gradually dawned in them. She
touched his cybernetic arm and forced a smile.




“I’ll always
love Jericho... always. It doesn’t matter what it takes to save
him. I’ll always be there for him when he needs me.”




Remi’s hand covered hers
and held it.




“Thank you
Remi... I know that if it weren’t for you... he’d be dead already,”
Ambra said with another smile, this one holding more
feeling.




“I’ll be there
for you both—” He wavered on the spot, swallowed hard, and then
collapsed to his knees.




Ambra looked
horrified.




Emmanuelle rushed to his
side, crouching close to him and placing her hand against his back.
He wearily raised his head and looked at her. His pupils dilated
and contracted, clearly struggling to focus.




“Will you let
me attend to you now?” she whispered.




He nodded.




She pulled his arm around
her shoulder and helped him stand with the aid of a male
nurse.




“You were
fooling nobody by saying you were fine,” she muttered and took him
back to her office.




It was an effort to get
him onto the inspection table and lay him down. The weight of him
drained her strength and she was breathing hard when she finally
ducked out from under his arm. She carefully opened his armoured
jacket and his shirt. He grimaced when she made him sit up again so
she could remove them completely. They dropped to the floor at her
feet.




Several men in black
rushed past her office. One stopped in the doorway. The intricate
white logo emblazoned on the left side of his chest told her that
he was a bio-engineer.




She grabbed the scanner
and ran it over Remi’s torso.




“Does
Lieutenant Lyra IV need anything?” the man said.




She shook her head. “I can
handle him and his arm is fine.”




The man nodded and left.
She pressed the button on the control panel and closed the door so
she wouldn’t be disturbed again. Running the scanner over Remi’s
legs revealed that he had a weapons fire wound on his left thigh
and his right knee was badly damaged. There was a burn mark and
hole in his right upper arm too, and several lacerations across his
stomach. It was nothing she couldn’t repair or aid towards
recovery. His knee would be the hardest. All she could do for it
was use the binder to bring the flesh together again and then
bandage it. It was down to his body to heal that one.




He winced and muttered
something. She pressed a hand to his forehead. His skin was red hot
and damp with sweat. He was becoming feverish. Picking up the
injection gun, she loaded it with painkillers and then pressed it
against the side of his arm. She fired it and he winced again
before sleepily opening his eyes to look at her. Her fingers
brushed his cheek and she smiled at him.




“Rest,” she
said and his eyes closed and then opened again, as though he was
fighting the effect of the drug. “I won’t let anything happen to
you, Remi.”




His eyes closed. She
checked his vitals on the large monitor above the head end of the
inspection table to her left and then set to work. It was going to
be a long night. She only hoped that the bio-engineering team would
be able to save Jericho.




She picked up the skin
healing device and ran it over the cuts on his stomach and any
other shallow wounds she could see. When they were closed, she
carefully removed his trousers and boots, leaving him in only his
underwear. She blushed when she remembered when they’d last been in
this room together and then forced those thoughts out of her head.
It wouldn’t do to get distracted now. She had to focus so she could
save him. One mistake could cost him his knee. If they had to
replace it, it would be months before he would be allowed to return
to duty. He’d miss his chance to enter the pilot academy. She knew
how important that was to him, and how important it was that he
entered there as just another soldier. No doubt his parents could
get him in at any point in the course if he missed the start, but
it wouldn’t be what Remi wanted. He wanted to be treated as a
normal soldier. Normal soldiers couldn’t jump in mid-way through a
course.




Healing the smaller cuts
on his legs, she paused briefly at his knee to check on it. The
wound was deep enough to reveal bone. It needed to be healed
quickly to avoid more blood loss or permanent damage. She placed
the skin healer down and picked up the next device. The instant she
ran the blue beam over his knee, the bone began to disappear, his
flesh knitting back together. It wasn’t a perfect solution, but the
blood vessels and muscles would heal given a few weeks
rest.




She stifled a yawn as the
hours drew on and she stood holding the device. It was slow work
and she was beginning to tire. There were still another two wounds
to fix. She glanced at them, checking they weren’t bleeding, and
then looked up at his face. It was ashen. The image of his body on
the monitor said he was stable, but the sight of him so pale and
drawn made her worry. The device in her hands beeped and she looked
down to see that it had finished its job. She applied some salve to
his knee and then bandaged it.




Another hour and she’d
healed the wound on his other leg and his upper arm. She placed the
device down, dragged a stool over, and slumped onto it, ready to
collapse.




Her fingers smoothed the
hair from his forehead, stroking it gently. The medication would
keep him asleep for a few hours more yet and then she’d give him
another dose. The hall outside her office had gone quiet. She
leaned over and pressed a kiss to Remi’s lips, and then folded her
arms on the table beside him and rested her head on them. She
wanted to keep an eye on him but it was impossible to keep them
open. Closing her eyes, she yawned and drifted away.




***




Remi frowned and then
internally grimaced when he tried to move and found he couldn’t. He
focused, feeling groggy and weak, and tried to figure out what was
happening. Slowly, feeling in his hands and feet returned. Pain
burned in his knee and his right arm. He swallowed it and blinked
his eyes open. The lights were too bright. He squinted and then
smiled inside when the fuzzy shape of Emmanuelle gradually came
into focus.




She leaned over him,
running the healing device over something. His knee. Now that his
head was clearing, he could feel the warm tickle of the red beam
over his skin.




It gradually turned from a
warm tickle to a burning pain.




He grimaced and flexed his
fingers into fists.




“Keep still,”
she whispered, voice soothing and gentle as always. It warmed his
heart to hear the concern and affection in it.




She put the device down on
the table near his feet and walked up to him. His eyes followed her
every move and he frowned when she picked up an injection gun and
loaded it with a clear liquid.




“Don’t knock me
out again,” he croaked, throat parched and sore.




She smiled and her grey
eyes shone with it. Her fingers brushed his forehead and he closed
his eyes at the calming touch.




“It’s only a
painkiller,” she said and he flinched when she shot the injection
into his neck.




The whole world suddenly
seemed more hazy and warm. He looked up at her, smiling dazedly as
the heat rushed through him to fill every inch of his body. His
head felt fuzzy. He felt like he had after their moment
together.




“Better?” she
whispered close to his face, her soft breath fanning his
skin.




He nodded and then frowned
when she disappeared, walking back down to his knee. She picked up
the device and ran the red beam over his leg again. This time he
didn’t feel a thing.




He watched her for a
while, too dazed by the drug to think straight. When his head
cleared, leaving only his body numb to pain, he remembered why he
was here and what had happened.




“Jericho?” he
said, unable to say anything more for fear of his emotions getting
the better of him.




She looked at him with
such worry that he could feel her anxiety reflected inside
him.




His heart clenched, fear
crushing it as a whispered voice in his head said that Jericho was
dead. He went to sit up, but she was too fast for him and her hands
were pressing him back down onto the padded table before he could
move an inch.




“He’s stable,”
she said and relief bolted through him. It only lasted a moment
before his better sense said that stable didn’t mean safe. “They’re
having to do more work.”




“How
much?”




She returned to his knee
and continued with her work.




She was quiet for a few
minutes and then looked at him. “Over fifty percent of his original
body has been lost. They’ve had to integrate him fully into a
cybernetic body. It’s not advanced. The muscles... the body... it’s
passable... but...”




He got the impression from
her pale face and wandering eyes that she didn’t want to say
anything more. How bad was it? It had been hard enough for him to
come to terms with his arm. How would Jericho cope with losing his
entire body? What had he done to Jericho? He should’ve let him die.
He’d been so blind to his friend’s feelings. What if Jericho hated
him for what he’d done?




“But?” he said,
needing to hear the extent of the damage.




“His head is a
different matter. It could be years before we have technology
advanced enough to recapture how he’d looked. They’ve resorted to
modifying one of the androids heads.”




He felt sick. The androids
were barely advanced. Their bodies were bulky like Heavy Armour and
their heads were almost robotic in appearance. They resembled the
helmets he’d worn into battle to shield his face.




“Iskara...” he
whispered, unable to say anything more.




Emmanuelle’s fingers
played softly against his cheek and he looked up at her, not hiding
any of his feelings. She sighed and leaned over him, her body
covering his as she held him. It comforted him more than anything
could have at that moment. He raised heavy fuzzy arms to hold her
and closed his eyes. She was warm against him, soft and
soothing.




“He won’t hate
you,” she whispered against his bare chest. “Jericho is strong.
He’ll be grateful that you did all you could to save him. It’s not
him I’m worried about.”




She drew back and looked
into his eyes.




“It’s Ambra. I
don’t know how she’ll take it.”




Would Jericho forgive him
as easily as Emmanuelle thought he would? His friend had always
envied his arm, saying how much he wanted cybernetic parts so he
could be the best soldier there was. Would he say that still when
he awoke to find he was more than half cybernetic?




The look in Emmanuelle’s
eyes demanded he say something to allay her fears. She was worried
about Ambra almost as much as she worried about him.




With a lot of effort, he
managed to cup her cheek and smiled. The drug made it hard to move
and almost impossible to control the strength in his
arm.




“Ambra will be
fine. She’ll always love Jericho, regardless of what he looks
like,” he said and she straightened. He caught her wrist to stop
her from going back to her work. “Has she seen him?”




She shook her
head.




“I want to be
with her when she does.”




She nodded. “I’ll tell
them. She wanted to see you.”




She handed him a clear
blue bottle and he realised it was water. He pushed himself up a
little and gulped it down as she helped him hold it. The cold was
soothing and refreshing.




“Is she still
outside?” he said when he was done and Emmanuelle took the empty
container.




She laughed and shook her
head. “You’ve been asleep for over three days. I think she’s with
some of the other female soldiers today, on the hydroponics deck.
The doctors suggested they talked.”




“Therapy, huh?”
Remi said with a sigh, recalling how much he’d hated the months of
therapy, both physical and psychological, that he’d been put
through after losing his arm.




She nodded again. “It’s
good for them to talk. Ambra needs female companionship right now.
I can’t imagine... actually I can... I can imagine how hard it has
been for her.”




A tear streaked down her
cheek. He reached out to her, wanting her to come to him and hating
the fact that he couldn’t go to her. She kept her distance, staring
at the floor.




“I was so
scared, Remi,” she said and looked across at him. It broke his
heart to see the tears in her eyes. “I thought I was going to lose
you... I couldn’t stop thinking about you, fearing that the next
call I received would tell me you’d died.”




He reached out again, less
patient this time, flexing his fingers as best he could to make her
come to him.




“I said I’d
fight for you and I’d come back to you. I wasn’t planning on being
dead when that happened.”




His words only made her
cry harder. He cursed himself and pressed against the padded table,
forcing himself up into a sitting position. His knee protested and
ached, sending pain shooting up his leg.




“Idiot!” she
snapped and tried to push him back down.




Ignoring her feeble
attempts to stop him from getting up, he lowered his legs over the
edge of the table and grabbed her, pulling her into his
arms.




“Shh,” he
whispered into her hair as she sobbed against his chest, curled up
with her hands pressed to it. He stroked her hair and held her
close, making a silent promise to never let her go. “I said I’d
come back... although I’m a little broken.”




A giggle rose from the
depths of his embrace.




“I was fixing
you,” she mumbled against his skin, warming it with her breath. She
tried to wrestle free of his arms but he held her, unwilling to
relinquish her now that he had her. It had taken a phenomenal
amount of effort and had given him a lot of pain to sit up. He
wasn’t about to waste it all by letting her go so
quickly.




He kissed her hair and
then her forehead, gradually working his way down to her mouth. She
looked up at him and then closed her eyes when he leaned in to kiss
her. Their lips barely touched, sending a warm shiver through him
and filling his heart with tranquillity and happiness. On the
planet, he’d feared that her feelings would have changed when he
came back to her. The thought of that had scared him more than the
Varkans.




“If I were in
Jericho’s shoes,” he said, opening his eyes and meeting hers.
“Would you still... I mean... if you do, I don’t know if you do,
but if you do... would you still love me?”




Her pink cheeks darkened
and she dropped her gaze to his chest for a moment before meeting
his eyes again.




“I would...
it’s the man you are that I fell in love with, not your
appearance... although...” Her blush deepened. “There’s nothing
wrong with your looks.”




He smiled at her, glad
that she would love him regardless and thrilled that she’d admitted
her feelings for him. She tried to make him lie down again. He
refused, catching her hands in his and holding them.




“How long am I
going to be stuck with you?” he said to her hands.




“About two
weeks and then you’ll be fine. You’ll be healed before you start at
the academy.”




He brushed his thumbs
across her knuckles. Her hands were so small and delicate but they
worked such wonders.




“And how long
do you want to be stuck with me?” he said with a smile and raised
his eyes to meet hers. “Does forever sound alright?”




Her cheeks blazed again
but this time she didn’t avert her eyes. She held his gaze, sure
and steady.




“Forever?”
Emmanuelle said with a mock frown, stringing him along and teasing
him. She pulled a thoughtful face. He frowned for real. The smile
rose to her lips, breaking free of its restraints. “Forever sounds
good... but...”




“But?” His
frown didn’t shift. His dark eyes grew a little blacker.




“You’re a
prince of Lyra. I don’t think your family would like you going out
with a nurse.”




He shrugged and parted his
legs. She rolled her eyes when he pulled her up against him,
accidentally knocking his knee in the process and causing a grimace
to compress his lips. He could pretend all he liked that he was
fine but she knew that sitting as he was caused his knee
pain.




“I don’t care
what they think.” There was a beautiful honesty in his eyes. “No
one stopped Balt from marrying his slave girl, or Sebastian from
marrying the woman he ran away with, and no one will stop
me—”




Her eyes widened. He
wasn’t insinuating what she thought he was. A deep look into his
eyes revealed that he was.




“We barely know
each other,” she said and placed her hands against his chest. It
seemed like a valid excuse to take things a little slower.
Unfortunately, from what she’d heard, none of his brothers had
taken things slow. Balt and Sebastian had married their wives
barely a week after meeting them. Slow just wasn’t their
style.




“Oh, I think we
know each other pretty well,” he whispered, eyes full of meaning
that his sultry smile backed up.




She blushed again and
cursed him for making her react that way all the time. So they’d
had sex and she’d admitted that she had feelings for him, loved him
no less, but that didn’t mean they had to get married right this
minute.




“I... need
time,” she blurted out and he frowned. “Your training starts in
barely a few weeks time. You need to focus on healing and your
studies.”




His frown
tightened.




“I thought
you—” he started and she cut him off by clamping her hand down over
his mouth.




“I do... I
really do... but I wasn’t expecting this.”




Hurt surfaced in his
eyes.




Her hearts ached. She had
to say something to make him feel better and make him see that she
did want to marry him, just not this second. They were still in the
middle of a war and he couldn’t throw his dream of becoming a pilot
away like she knew he would if he married her. She wanted him to
become one and follow in his brothers’ footsteps as he wanted
to.




“I’ll marry
you,” she said and his eyes brightened. She felt him smile against
her palm. “I’ll marry you when you can fly me, yourself, to Dazkara
to tell my family.”




He pushed her hand away,
dragged her up against his chest, and kissed her
breathless.




She took that as a
yes.




***




Remi paced nervously along
the dock in front of the small fighter. He locked his hands behind
his back and stared at the floor, slowly losing his patience as the
anticipation and excitement ate away at him. She’d promised. She’d
said that she’d be here. Where was she?




He looked up when someone
entered and turned to pace back along the dock when he saw it was
two of his older brothers, Balt and Acer. Not Emmanuelle. Where was
she? Wasn’t she coming? She’d been at the graduation ceremony. He
was a pilot now and he had a promise to keep. So did she. It had
only taken him six months to qualify as a pilot, faster than anyone
in his class. He’d graduated with the previous class.




“Relax,” Acer
said with a smirk and slapped his shoulder. “You look a little
desperate.”




Remi shot him a glare. His
nerves threatened to overwhelm him. He took deep breaths and let
them go slowly, trying to calm himself. She’d come, just as she’d
promised. He’d take her to Dazkara and then they’d return to Lyra
Prime to be married. He’d already arranged everything. She couldn’t
back out now. He hadn’t let her out of his sight for the past few
months for this reason. He had to marry her. She had to be
his.




He’d had her transferred
to the academy medical team just so he could stay near her and they
could share accommodation. He’d spent each night with her in his
arms, had awoken this morning to see her face. Now he needed to see
her more than ever.




The door at the end of the
dock opened again. He looked up, shoulders tensed, and then relaxed
again when he saw it was Jericho and Ambra. He was glad to see them
together again. Jericho had been a nightmare since the battle on
Varka Two and his integration into the cybernetic body. He’d turned
his back on Ambra, convinced that she couldn’t love him and that
she deserved better, and had ignored everyone when they’d told him
that Ambra still loved him. He’d even ignored Ambra. At least now
they’d worked things out.




Remi was breaking with
tradition at the wedding and borrowing something from Kayla’s
species’ history. It was called a ‘best man’. From how Kayla had
explained it, he’d got the impression that it was someone to
support you on the day and someone you were close to. He wanted
Jericho to be that man.




“I thought we
were seeing the happy couple off,” Jericho said, the smile evident
in his voice even if the dark visor of his new face didn’t shift to
show it. “Ambra was panicking that we’d be late. She stood you
up?”




Remi turned his glare on
him. “No... I’m sure she’s just late.”




“You sure?”
Ambra said, hanging off Jericho’s arm and grinning. “Maybe she got
cold feet—”




“Why would she
do that?” he barked.




“I’ve seen your
flying... it gives me the chills.” She laughed and hid behind the
bulky mass of Jericho when Remi tried to grab her.




Remi sighed and then went
still when the door opened again, this time behind him. The steady
tap of boots on the metal walkway rang in his ears, a step so light
that it could only be her.




“She’s
beautiful.” Her soft voice caressed his ears and warmed his
heart.




He turned and looked at
Emmanuelle.




“She certainly
is,” he whispered, turning her comment about the fighter towards
her, and caught her wrist, pulling her close to him. “I thought you
were standing me up.”




She giggled and stepped
out of his embrace. When she twirled on the spot, his attention
fell to her clothes.




“I had to
change,” she said and ran her hands down her sides and over her
hips, following the line of the snug blue flight suit. “Acer gave
me it. He said that you didn’t fly in a fighter without
one.”




Her grey gaze fell to his
body and a half smile tugged at the corner of her lips. There was a
hint of sensuality about the soft curve of it and the way her eyes
raked over him.




“They’re a
little revealing,” she said and took hold of his hand. “I like you
in it.”




“My thoughts
exactly,” he whispered and went to kiss her.




Jericho cleared his
throat. Remi shot him another glare and turned back to Emmanuelle.
She had moved and was now waiting on the gang plank to the
ship.




“Are we
flying?” she asked with a wide smile.




He smiled at her. “I don’t
need a ship to make me fly.”




She blushed at his sexual
reference. He still couldn’t get used to the insane energy
transference that happened. It was better than any drug, but there
was something that would make him happier than it ever
could.




“After you,” he
said and ushered her onto the ship, impatient to get going now.
“The quicker I meet your parents, the faster I can marry
you.”




She laughed. “Don’t the
sons of Lyra know how to take things slow?”




She looked over his
shoulder in the direction of his brothers. He looked there too.
Balt shrugged. There was a look in Acer’s eyes that said slow was
torture. He’d seen him around the female engineer from his ship
several times now, and it was obvious to him that he liked her. He
looked back at Emmanuelle. Perhaps speed was a must when it took so
long to get the courage to act on feelings. It seemed that neither
he nor Acer could move as swiftly as Balt and Sebastian.




He pushed Emmanuelle onto
the ship, waved a quick farewell to his brothers and Jericho and
Ambra, and then closed the door. Striding up to the deck, he
focused, intent on getting out of the atmosphere and to Dazkara as
soon as possible. It would take at least two days to get there and
then three to get back to Lyra Prime. He could be married to
Emmanuelle within a week. He smiled.




“You alright?”
she said close to his elbow.




He nodded, wrapped his arm
around her waist and kissed her hard, his tongue tangling with hers
as their mouths fused together. When he let her go, she was panting
and breathless.




Before she could say
anything, he grabbed her waist and settled her down into the
co-pilot’s chair. He buckled her in and then hopped into his own
chair. Her fingers closed over the end of the armrests when he
fired the engines up and the roar shook the ship.




“I’ll have you
home in a heartbeat... two heartbeats.” He grinned across at
her.




She looked
petrified.




“Take your
time,” she squeaked. “Honestly... I’d rather make it there and back
in one piece.”




“Slow?” he said
and she nodded. “What was it you said about the sons of
Lyra?”




Her eyes widened when he
dropped the thrusters and raised the ship out of the dock at
break-neck speed. He laughed.




“We don’t do
slow.”




She squealed when he
pushed forwards on the controls and they shot into the atmosphere.
Before he could blink they were through it and heading out into the
infinite darkness of space. He punched the coordinates in for
Dazkara and then looked across at her. Her skin was as pale as her
hair.




The computer announced
that at their current speed the Dazkara system was a day
away.




“I’ll marry you
before the week is out,” he said and released the controls, letting
them ease back into their auto-pilot position. “I’ve gone slow
enough.”




Emmanuelle wondered if a
handful of months before getting married could be considered slow.
She closed her eyes when the ship slowed, rocked and then dropped
into sub-space. When she opened them again, stars were streaking
past in a constant dizzying line. Perhaps this was slow for a son
of Lyra. She’d made him wait and it only seemed to have increased
his desire to wed her. Seeing his rush to marry her now that he
could fly her to Dazkara and fulfil her stipulation was beautiful.
She’d never felt so loved before.




“So what are
your parents like?” he said, leaning back into the chair with such
a cocksure air that it only made what she was about to say all the
sweeter.




She turned to face him,
smiled broadly and then said, “They hate Lyrans.”




His face
dropped.




“Seriously?” he
said with a hopeful look. If he thought she was joking, he was in
for a shock when he met her family. “So why did you join the
imperial army? Don’t they hold it against you?”




“They do, but I
don’t really care what they think.”




“So why are we
going to meet them?” He reached out for the controls, as though he
was going to turn the ship around.




She placed her hand on his
nearest one and took it away from the controls. It was his
cybernetic arm. She stroked the strange rubbery skin and smiled at
the way his fingers flexed, slowly closing around hers and holding
her hand.




“It’s tradition
on Dazkara for the future groom to ask for a daughter’s hand from
her mother.” Her eyes met his. Her smile turned mischievous. “Think
of it as challenge number two... convince my mother that a Lyran is
worthy of her only daughter.”




“Only
daughter?” His cheeks paled and his eyes widened. “This isn’t going
to be easy, is it?”




She shook her head. “No
one says no to a son of Lyra though.”




His lips curved into a
wicked grin. “No one.”




Unbuckling the safety
harness, she looked around the bridge and then over her shoulder at
the exit. A day to her home world. Remi was going to need a stern
stomach to face her mother and win. If he thought battling Varkans
was dangerous, he was in for a shock. Dazkaran mothers could be
deadly when it came to a suitor they didn’t approve of. It was
cruel to take Remi there to ask for her hand, but it would prove
just how much he loved her and how much he wanted to marry her. She
didn’t care if her mother said no. As long as Remi stood up to her,
even if it was only for a few minutes, she’d marry him. She’d be a
fool not to. A son of Lyra was chasing her. Remi was chasing her.
It was more than she’d ever dreamed of. She’d fallen for him the
moment he’d come into her office.




She stood and pulled on
his hand, convincing him to follow her. His grin turned sensual
when she led him towards the door. She licked her lips and smiled
back at him.




“I think I need
to give you a graduation present, Lieutenant Lyra IV.”




He slid his arm around her
waist and pulled her flush against him. His lips were dangerously
close to hers, setting her twin hearts thundering with
anticipation.




“Call me Remi,”
he whispered against her mouth and then claimed her lips, kissing
her so slow that they tingled and ached for more. Her whole body
followed them.




“Remi,” she
breathed into his mouth, her fingers twirling his dark hair around
them, keeping him close. “I love you so much.”




He smiled against her lips
and then whispered, “I know.”




She frowned and shoved him
in the chest. He chuckled, his rich deep brown eyes twinkling with
his smile.




“I love you
too.” He scooped her up into his arms and looked down at her. “I’m
going to marry you.”




There was such sweet
determination in those words and she honestly believed that nothing
would stop him from achieving his desire.




“No one, not
even your mother or the entire population of Dazkara, is going to
stop me. Even if it takes the whole of the Lyran Imperial Army
fleet to convince them, I won’t give up until you’re
mine.”




When he said it like that,
with such fire in his eyes, she couldn’t wait to get to her home
world and watch the calamity unfold, sure that he would be the
victor.




“Remi?” she
said with a sly smile.




He frowned down at her,
his eyes darkening with hunger.




“Shut up and
kiss me.”




He flashed a grin full of
white teeth at her and then dipped his head and kissed her so deep
that her head spun and her hair flew up, floating and twisting in
mid air.




In a week they’d be
married.




She didn’t care what her
parents said, just as he didn’t care what his thought.




No one was going to stop
her.




No one was going to stop
them.




The
End




###
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