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      SIERRA ST. JAMES

      “Hold her! She’s going to need a big drink once you explain it.”

      

      “Here,” Rupert said before wrapping a thick wool blanket around my shoulders as the four of them, Ollie, Lilly, Sean, and Rupert, sat before me like we were in a tribunal.

      

      “What’s going on?”

      

      “Sierra, you’ve just woken up and we have to warn you.”

      

      “My baby… Why am I home?”

      

      “She doesn’t remember,” Sean muttered, “Shit.”

      

      Ollie reached for my hand and squeezed tightly.

      

      “There’s been a problem. The Russians found out about your birth and they infiltrated the hospital.”

      

      “Where’s the baby, Ollie.”

      

      The anguish on his face sent my heart pounding. I knew what that look meant.

      

      “No,” I whispered.

      

      “They took her, Sierra. They posed as nurses, they threatened the doctor’s life, and then they took our baby girl.”

      

      “Ollie, no…”

      

      “I’m sorry, Sierra,” Lilly said, “I tried to fight to stay near you. I knew something was wrong but they called the cops on me. I had no choice.”

      

      “The cops?”

      

      “We think the cops are in bed with the Russians. Ollie’s tried them.”

      

      My mouth went dry. If Ollie agreed to call the cops, he must have been scared. If Ollie of all people was scared, I couldn’t begin to imagine what kind of monsters had my daughter. My head was still fuzzy, leaving me slow to respond, but believe me, I was responding.

      

      I was numb. Anger surged through parts of me that I didn’t know could feel anger. My head was heavy and rushing with blood.

      

      “You promised, Ollie.”

      

      I could only focus my rage on one person. He hadn’t been there. He had been off fighting some unnecessary battle and I’d given birth to our daughter alone. I was vulnerable, and he’d promised he would protect me.

      

      Ollie squeezed my hand, his voice shaking uncharacteristically.

      

      “I’m sorry, Sierra. I’m sorry.”

      

      “You promised,” I repeated, more firmly.

      

      Hot tears spilled from my eyes against my will. My cheeks stung where the salt carved a path down my dry, cold cheek. I shuddered and sobbed.

      

      He wrapped his arms around me and I screamed, a loud primal scream that shook the paintings on the walls and rattled the coffee table in front of me. Ollie hugged me closer and I shook and wept in his arms until I could no longer produce any tears.

      

      “You did this, Ollie. Fix it,” I snapped, “Fix it.”

      

      I stormed off the couch and slammed the door to our bedroom, locking it behind me. I curled up in our bed alone, clutching my stomach as I wailed for my kidnapped daughter. Whoever was behind this, I’d make them pay for it. The cops had heard Ollie’s pleas and done nothing. The cops were supposed to be the good guys. That’s what I’d always believed. I’d walked on the straight-and-narrow for all my life.

      

      But this…

      

      This was enough to turn a woman to the dark side. There’s no rage that burns hotter than a mother bear when someone has messed with her cub.

      

      I could hear them whispering outside my door throughout the night. I’d occasionally here Ollie sobbing, a strange anguished sound that I would have never expected that he could produce.

      

      I heard Lilly say, “Be strong for her.”

      

      Rupert made vows to kill whoever had taken her. And I lay there in the dark alone. A mother’s pain is hers alone to bear, for only she can truly understand what it means to lose a child.

      

      I awoke in the morning to find that everyone had either been up for hours or never slept through the night. Malik was there, and as I exited the room looking like a bedraggled crazy mess, he rushed me and hugged me tightly. Too bad I couldn’t feel it. Our countertops were littered in empty espresso mugs, a Nando’s chicken order, and a collection of printed images which I assumed Malik brought over.

      

      “G’morning,” I mumbled.

      

      Ollie rushed to my side and kissed my forehead.

      

      “Good morning, love.”

      

      “Mm.”

      

      “Want me to make you breakfast?”

      

      “Whatever.”

      

      “Sierra?” Lilly called, “Want to come over here? We’ve got something that may help.”

      

      Sure. Anything was better than staying in my own head where my thoughts had already run wild with worst case scenarios that replayed in my head the past night every time I closed my eyes. I sat on the arm of the couch while Ollie made me a cuppa in the kitchen.

      

      Rupert passed a slip of paper to Lilly.

      

      “We’ve just finished decoding this.”

      

      “What’s this?” I asked, staring at the unintelligible letters.

      

      “It’s a name,” Malik chimed in, “Salim and I have been working on it for days. It’s quite simple actually.”

      

      “And tell her whose name it is,” Lilly encouraged.

      

      “It’s Russian. Vasily Usmanov.”

      

      “The name’s familiar,” Sean added, “Lilly and I encountered the Usmanov family in Russia. They rule the Moscow Brotherhood with an iron fist.”

      

      “They’ve got enemies in St. Petersburg,” Ollie added, “But few in London. They’re in deep with the cops.”

      

      “And they have a large stronghold in the North,” Lilly continued.

      

      “What does this have to do with the baby?”

      

      Ollie sighed uncomfortably in the kitchen and came over with a cuppa, which I’d received at just the right time considering the news I was about to hear.

      

      Rupert filled in what Ollie didn’t want to, “We responded to a threat on Malik a few weeks ago. We thought the bastard was only trying to scare us. He told us about a rat in the brotherhood and gave us the name of someone who was allegedly seeking revenge on Ollie.”

      

      “You knew someone was coming?” I asked Ollie, rage bubbling to the surface again.

      

      Lilly interjected on Ollie’s behalf.

      

      “It’s not his fault, Sierra. He was trying to clean things up, to make sure things were safe.”

      

      “Something slipped through the cracks,” Sean admitted.

      

      I didn’t want to hear any of it.

      

      “What are we going to do?” I asked.

      

      “We?” Ollie seemed surprised.

      

      “Yes, we. My child is missing. I won’t sit back and let anything happen to her.”

      

      Everyone shot me a look as if to suggest I was in denial for thinking my baby was even alive. I resented all of them for that.

      

      “Stop looking at me like that. She’s alive, I know it. And we’re going to find her.”

      

      “We’ll plan later then,” Ollie said, “We’re waiting on word from Charlie and the Davies twins.”

      

      “I’ve got some hunting to do,” Sean said. Lilly joined him and they left. Malik and Rupert sat out in the living room with Scotch as I retired to the bedroom hand in hand with Ollie.

      

      I hated holding his hand then. I wanted to blame him so much for everything that had happened. He had promised to protect me, hadn’t he? But I couldn’t deny that I needed him. I couldn’t deny that if there were any hope of getting our daughter back at all, our precious, nameless girl, we needed Ollie.

      

      I slipped between the bedsheets again and Ollie snuck in behind me, nuzzling his chin and his prickly stubble against the back of my neck and shoulders.

      

      “Sierra,” he whispered my name, repeating it like a mantra.

      

      “Yes, Ollie?”

      

      “I promise, I’ll solve this.”

      

      “You weren’t there, Ollie. You missed it.”

      

      “I’m sorry. I always meant to be there.”

      

      “Promise me, you’ll rescue her.”

      

      “I will.”

      

      He added, “Promise me, you’ll do your best not to worry.”

      

      “I’m her mother. I have no choice.”

      

      “You’re right.”

      

      He kissed my neck and then his hand roamed around to my breasts. He ran his hands over my full nipples, which had soaked through my shirt and were swollen with milk that had been meant for my daughter. He dried his wet hand and then continued to trace the outline of my skin with his fingers.

      

      “I can make you feel better,” he murmured.

      

      “Now?”

      

      “Yes,” he murmured, “I can’t bear it. I can’t bear not having you. It’s been so many days.”

      

      “Over nine?”

      

      “Yes…”

      

      “You’re right,” I murmured, allowing him on top of me as my legs spread wide around him, “It’s been far too long.”

      

      He hiked my night dress up, exposing my underwear free legs and my wetness. I’d been hospitalized for so many days that I’d recovered quickly from birth. My daughter had at least been relatively easy compared to what I’d been told. Ollie hiked my legs back up slightly and he pressed his face to mine, his lips playing with mine as his cock stiffened, and pressed up against my leg through his black jeans.

      

      “I love you,” he murmured.

      

      “I love you too.”

      

      “I’ll do anything for you,” he murmured.

      

      And he worked his pants off, then his boxers off. I reached down and gripped his firm, pale ass cheeks as I felt the head of his cock slipping down towards my entrance. Each move forward proceeded with delicate speed. We were making love, transmuting the pain of our grief into a sexual release. Make it better, promise me it will all go away, the anguish had to escape somehow.

      

      As his cock pressed deep against the back walls of my pussy, my wetness clamped around him hard as a vice and pleasure surged through the walls of my open flower throughout all my limbs and to my core. I gasped and he started to move inside me faster. I reached a quick climax, panting and heaving as his thick cock spread my lips wider and forced me into greater and greater euphoria.

      

      “Don’t stop…” I whimpered.

      

      Overcome with animalistic desire for me, he grabbed the headboard and pumped his hips in slow, deep strokes, pushing the bed against the wall and slamming his cock right against the deepest parts of my wetness. I writhed beneath him and couldn’t help exploding with one release after another, each one more powerful than the last.

      

      “Cum inside me…” I whimpered.

      

      For now, I at least wouldn’t get pregnant. I didn’t have
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