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  Chapter One


  


  Kallie Checkwing stared around the spacious, sun-drenched lavender-and-pale-pink parlor filled with rosewood Victorian-era-style furniture that she used to race around as a child. Magical texts decorated the antique Shaker-style table along with volumes on ancient Incan civilizations, ancient Quechuan, and coasters held sweating glasses filled with chunks of ice and sweet tea. The music from a cassette player hidden in an antique armoire filled the room along with the conversation of her mother and her friends.


  A smile touched her lips as she watched the six year old race from the room in a hurry to get outside. She was clad in her favorite dungarees and pink shirt with her long hair in two braids. Her footsteps came down hard on the hardwood floor in the hallway followed by childish giggles.


  “Kallie! No running in the house.”


  “I’m not running!”


  “I know. You’re just walking very fast.”


  She slowed to a fast walk, gliding with the grace of the butterfly shifter she was. She had a big grin on her face. The allergies she suffered from, uncommon in butterfly shifters, had finally cleared up for good, allowing her the luxury of playing outside.


  The slamming of the door jolted her out of the memory, bringing her back to the stark reality that her mother had been dead for a week now. Murders weren’t common here. Sensation was a safe town that predators didn’t just wander into and attack random citizens thanks to the hard stance the sheriff and the mayor took on interlopers who dared invade their territory.


  She wanted answers and would stay until her mother’s murder had been solved. In the meantime, she planned to sell the house even though nothing was keeping her from staying here permanently. After all, a trivial argument with her mother and a wounded heart were the only things that had kept her from her home these last eight months.


  She sighed softly, and that’s when she picked up the heat and energy that told her she was no longer alone. It held a steady, strong beat with an air of darkness and danger. However, there was also something warm and familiar, something hungry about that energy. It made her body react with a flush.


  “Hello, Kallie darling.” The warm, silky tone caressed her.


  She would know that voice anywhere. It was the voice that had sparked heat and desire in her at seventeen and full-blown hunger when she was twenty-one.


  Kallie turned slowly, and her teal-green eyes landed on the paper bag brown-skinned woman with black wavy hair, cut short and curling at the collar of her polo shirt. The style looked good on her, emphasizing the heart shape of her face while calling attention to her full-lips, the sharp cheekbones, and warm caramel eyes with their red flecks.


  Heat sparked low in her belly and bloomed like a flower opening to the sun as those eyes caught her in their snare like a spider in its web. This was the other part of the reason she’d stayed away.


  All the while she’d told herself it was because she loved her job. Her career was on the fast track with her on the verge of making partner in the accounting firm that had hired her fresh out of college.


  “H–hi.” Looking at spider shifter Sienna Haze, she was as sure as ever of one thing. She wanted her. And Sienna smiled a slow sexy smile as if she’d read her mind. Her pussy heated and her pulse sped up.


  “I’ve missed you.” Sienna glided toward her, and Kallie creamed her panties just watching her walk. “I hope you’ve come home to stay.”


  “I–I’m not home to stay.” Sienna was looking at her with warmth, but she could feel the passion and dark hungers of the spider breed pulsing just beneath the surface. She slammed up a psychic wall of energy between them.


  She was a strong empath with the ability to read anyone’s emotions. As a result, her psychic shields were very strong, but they never kept Sienna out for long.


  “What I mean is I’m here to sell the house, and to see the investigation through.” She had resigned before she left, not sure what she would do or where she’d go once things were settled. She just knew she couldn’t remain within a few hours’ drive of this woman.


  “Oh. That’s too bad.”


  Was that disappointment she heard in her voice?


  “Umm has the sheriff learned anything while I was gone?”


  Sienna shook her head. “No. He talked Ella, her boss at the museum, but she didn’t know anything.”


  Kallie nodded. “Do you have any ideas about what could have happened? Was there anything going on with her at the time that sent up red flags?”


  “Well, as I told the sheriff, she’d received a few calls that upset her, but she told me they were concerning exhibits for the museum. Ella said she was putting together some new exhibits that were causing her some frustration.”


  “That’s all?” Kallie asked, seeking to grasp onto anything that might clear the confusion about why her mother had been killed. “Might it have something to do with her trip to Peru?”


  “I don’t know,” Sienna answered, her expression filled with sympathy. “Maggie didn’t confide in me except to say her trip had been successful.”


  “Oh.”


  “You can talk to the sheriff about the case tomorrow, but right now let’s get down to work,” Sienna said in a tone that was all business.


  Sienna worked for Haze Construction and Design which was owned by Sienna’s father. The company had been contracted to upgrade the Victorian that was way too big for one person. Her mother had talked of turning it into a bed and breakfast almost two years ago, which had been more Kallie’s dream than hers.


  “O–okay, um, well, last time I talked to my mother she mentioned doing some things to upgrade the house. Although from the looks of it she built an entire addition.” She laughed nervously.


  Sienna nodded. “She did,” Sienna told her evenly.


  She frowned. “Are the houses connected then?”


  “Yes.” Sienna smiled that easy smile that always made her heart flip over. “We don’t have too much left now. Just some floors to replace, some windows need updating, there’s painting to get done, and we need to update a couple of bathrooms. Miss Maggie had already picked out the new furniture for the bedrooms, too.”


  She nodded, wondering if her mother had been turning the place into a bed and breakfast after all. “Um, do you know about the real estate market around here?”


  “Well, some folks have moved in from the city, and we get temporary renters during summer and winter. Sometimes the fall. You could easily rent out the rooms by the month and have the caretaker live in the new addition.”


  “Really?” she asked. The butterfly, spider, and ladybug shifter-witches dominated the town with no mortals living among them.


  “Buyers are witches or shifters,” Sienna told her with a little laugh. “The town council still refuses to authorize the sell to non-shifters or mortals of any kind, but we have a big tourism industry now during all the festivals and the High days.”


  The Sabbats. The witches festivals or high days of celebration had once been kept secret along with the strong witch and shifter climate to prevent hunters from dying in droves here as they sought to kill witches and shifters. “Really?”


  “Some things are still our secret.” She smiled and Kallie shivered, feeling as if she were talking about more than just town business.


  “Naturally.” Her breath stalled as she got caught in the current of Sienna’s eyes. “I tried to get into the new addition when I was home for the funeral, but I couldn’t.” Her words came out a breathless rush. The effects this woman had on her were devastating and that was why she couldn’t be too close to her.


  Sienna was a spider who didn’t take no for answer when she saw something she wanted. She’d hate herself for giving in to a woman who used women and tossed them out like used-up vibrators.


  “I brought you the keys,” Sienna confessed. “It was only just finished the day before Maggie passed away. The place has already been decorated in colors you used to love.” Sienna’s voice softened as her eyes slid over her, making Kallie’s heart beat faster as old desires nibbled at her. “You can live in it while you decide your next move.”


  “Why would my mother do that?” She leaned against the doorframe, keeping her eyes on the frame across from her. Looking into Sienna’s beautiful eyes would be so easy and such a mistake. The woman had the power to seduce her with a simple stare.


  “She said she was turning the house into a B&B. She’d given me a list of all the things she wanted done to get the house ready for guests in the fall.” Sienna moved to stand directly in front of her then. She put one hand on the doorframe next to Kallie’s head and gripped her hip with the other. “I’m really sorry about your mother, Kallie darling. She was no saint, but I’ll miss her. I know she missed and loved you.”


  “Thank you, Sienna.” She looked into Sienna’s dark eyes.


  “Why didn’t you come back?” Sienna tugged the cute little button-down blouse Kallie wore up. It barely covered the waistband of her pants. She stroked her hand beneath it, caressing soft bare skin, and Kallie sucked in a breath as the touch sent shockwaves of pleasure through her body that set her pussy clenching in response.


  “I—things just…” She couldn’t think with that hand making light circles on her skin. These slightly calloused hands she’d wanted on her body since she was seventeen had the power to make her so much weaker than she knew she should be with this woman, this predator.


  “Well, I’m sure you had your reasons,” Sienna murmured. “I think you should consider sticking around. Giving your dreams a try.”


  “My dreams?” she asked startled.


  “You told me a thousand times how much you wanted to open a B&B,” she murmured in a low tone throbbing with seduction, and Kallie’s pussy just gushed. Her breath came out in soft pants. “Maggie has given you a good start.”


  She averted her gaze as she flushed. She could feel Sienna’s lust. It was a slow-moving fog drifting over her. It crawled inside her mind and brought back memories of the day they’d last seen each other. Sienna had made it clear she wanted her in her bed and then she’d proceeded to give her a delicious sample of how good her loving would be.


  “I–I did have my reasons.” Kallie tried to fight her way free of the fog trying to commandeer her thoughts.


  “Of course you did.”


  “Umm, let’s walk through the house and you can explain her plans to me.” She pushed Sienna’s hand away in spite of her need for her touch, for her comfort.


  Sienna gave her a smile. “Fine idea.”


  Chapter Two


  


  After a walkthrough of the house and a peek into the new addition, Kallie walked Sienna out to the front porch where the sounds of children playing out in their yards filled the late winter air like music.


  Sienna was a strong protector, and she was reluctant to see her go, especially since Kallie had no idea who had killed her mother or why. She could be in danger herself, but she couldn’t ask Sienna to stay. She’d only take it as an invitation to pick up where they’d left off, and Kallie didn’t want a woman who couldn’t be faithful in her bed. So she’d have to talk to the sheriff about having a male enforcer to stay here with her. She was no fighter, and she might need protection.


  “Before I go I have something I want to give you,” Sienna said. “I’ll be right back. It’s out in the truck.”


  Something from the coven? They had already given her a little help when she’d come home for the funeral by cleaning out the fridge and the cabinets so that the food wouldn’t spoil. They had left her a small basket of fruit with a note promising to call on her when she was ready to receive visitors and there were three invitations to dinner tonight. One of those invitations had been from Sienna’s mother, a coven elder.


  But she wasn’t going. She didn’t want to sit across from Sienna at dinner, wanting her and remembering the last day she’d spent here before leaving months ago. Her pussy reacted to the hot moments they’d shared with a violent clench, and cream gathered between the folds of her labia. Her breathing grew erratic, and need, raw and stark, rushed through her. Her mind told her no, but her body wanted to be in Sienna’s sadistic control.


  She struggled to get her breathing back under control as Sienna started back toward her. The spider had extraordinary senses, and she would scent her hunger for her as surely as she had in the parlor. And she would take advantage of her weakness.


  When she stepped on the porch, Sienna went completely still for a second, and Kallie knew she’d picked up the flow of her emotions, not just the arousal.


  “Here.” Sienna held a large brown envelope out to her and their fingers touched—skin against soft skin.


  A spark of pleasure lighted in Kallie’s stomach and a tapping sound coasted to her ears. She frowned, wondering where the noise was coming from. She knew it, had heard it before, but being away from here, from her own kind, she’d forgotten what it meant.


  “Your mother asked me to give this to you,” Sienna said.


  “Thanks.” She raised her left hand to brush a wisp of hair that had escaped her braid from her face, and she watched Sienna’s gaze track her hand. A small butterfly tattoo with copper and black checks across its back from wing to wing adorned her ring finger. The wings were spread wider than normal and the colors were more vibrant.


  “What are you doing tonight, Kallie darling?”


  Kallie blinked. “Uh—”


  “I’d like to come over for dinner or take you out.” Sienna reached out to stroke her knuckles along Kallie’s bare arm.


  Heart thudding hard, she looked up. She knew she had to tread carefully, or she could find herself caught in Sienna’s web before she knew what hit her.


  “To discuss the house?”


  “We can talk about whatever you like,” she murmured. “Besides, I am your coven sister, and I was your mentor.”


  Bitch. She knew she was trying to resist her. A knowing smile tugged at Sienna’s lips. She couldn’t say no. It could be misconstrued as a rejection of the friendship of a high-ranking member of the coven. It was cause for censure, shunning, or even blocking her training when it was time for her to take the next steps to becoming a high-ranking member herself unless she had a real reason for the rejection. “Okay.”


  Sienna smiled, mischief gleaming in her eyes, and she laughed. “I’ll see you about seven?”


  “Seven will be fi—I don’t have anything in the fridge.” No good southern girl allowed company over without something to serve them.


  “No worries, Kallie darling, I’ll bring something.” She grinned. “Seven?”


  She nodded and watched Sienna turn and stride away. Her gaze went to the sway of her hips. That gentle movement was seductive, almost animal-like in grace that was alluring. She was almost six feet of long, lithe woman and the flex of her taut ass told her Sienna still took great pride in her body.


  She tore her gaze from Sienna and a light breeze caressed her cheek just like her mother had that last time she had spoken to her before the fight, before she stormed out, before she allowed her anger to keep her from speaking to her mother again.


  A tear coursed down her cheek as regret seized her by the heart and held her tight. She lifted her hand to wipe it away and remembered the envelope Sienna had given her. She quickly went inside and opened it once she stepped into the parlor, finding inside a photo album and a note.


  


  My dearest Kallie,


  As I write this I regret I’ve allowed so much time to pass before telling you that I love you and I’m sorry. You are a most precious gift to me, and I miss you. I miss the spirit of you and your laughter, but I don’t suppose I am the only one.


  You’ve always wanted to own a B&B and this house would be perfect for one. I smile with pride to think of the business owner you’d make. You’re strong and smart, and I am proud of you.


  I was never happy about your sexuality. I had rather see you promiscuous than a lesbian in the closet or otherwise. I know you stayed in the closet and dated very little because of me. I pushed you on boys I liked and thought would give you a good life, but I never took into consideration your happiness. None of them would have made you happy. They would have given you the children you wanted, but never the love.


  I’m prepared to accept who you are and to see you with her. It will be hard, and my coming to terms will probably take longer than I hope. I won’t try to come between you although my first instincts will be to do just that.


  Love,


  Your mother.


  


  * * * *


  


  Sienna climbed out of her truck at the office, not fifteen minutes later, with Kallie on her mind. She’d felt Kallie’s overpowering desire to touch and be touched by her. She’d also felt her need for comfort, and her fear of being in that big house alone. Rather than ask her to stay, Kallie had kept her silence and that pissed Sienna off. Her sweet little butterfly was trying to keep her at arm’s length when she needed her most.


  “Sienna!” The sound of her name jerked her head around. Her gaze went over the island of oaks and winter flowers before falling on the tall older man striding toward her clad in a pair of old work khakis and a T-shirt. Her lips pulled into a smile of greeting, and she went to meet him halfway.


  “Hi, Dad.”


  He put a hand on her shoulder when he reached her and gave it a squeeze. “Hey, my girl. Did you get over to the Checkwing’s?”


  “Yep.” She nodded.


  “Does Kallie want to continue the work or sell it as is?”


  Her father was starting to gray at the temples after one hundred and seventy years of life, but he was still fit as a thirty-year-old. His beard was neatly trimmed and his black hair cut short. His golden brown skin was indicative of the Creole blood that ran through his veins. He was a box spider from New Orleans raised on traditional spider values. Two parents raised their children together in a monogamous relationship.


  “She wants the work finished,” she answered. “She mentioned she might sell after the case is solved, but I think she might change her mind.”


  Kemp Haze, studied her with a concerned frown. “The sheriff doesn’t have any leads,” he murmured. “With no apparent reason for Maggie’s murder, the coven is meeting tonight to decide how best to protect Kallie until this is over.”


  Snowy copper butterflies were mutations of the checkerspot butterfly and were generally prone to allergies, small and non-aggressive. They were usually protected by the more aggressive checkerspot males, but Kallie had no male family to do that. As a result, her protection fell to the male members of their coven.


  “Of course I’ll be part of the detail,” Sienna said with a frown because the meeting wouldn’t even include women. The males of the coven were traditional in their beliefs in the roles of men and women and protecting Kallie was a man’s job.


  “I know you and Kallie are good friends, but we’ll handle it the way we think is best.”


  Did he really think that was going to fly?


  “You need to let us handle this,” he said firmly. “She doesn’t need you and your BDSM bullshit right now.”


  She glared at him. Her father wanted a straight daughter, and he hated her lifestyle. He’d always viewed Kallie as a fragile, submissive butterfly who needed the right man in her life.


  “She needs time to rest and heal,” he said. “She needs time to figure out where she goes from here.”


  “I am where she goes,” she snapped as she pressed a finger to her chest. “She is mine to protect, and I will not shirk my duty while you men sit around and plan.”


  He pushed out a rough sigh. “Damn it, girl, you’re more arrogant than any young man I know.” Kemp shook his head, consternation in his eyes. “Don’t you force yourself on her.”


  There was no need for force unless her father and the rest of those asshole males thought they were going to put a male enforcer on Kallie to protect her.


  Sienna gave her father a cold glare. Did he really think that was going to fly? “You have your meeting, make your decisions, but I am in charge of my woman, not you. As such, I will be leaving early.” She stalked toward the building, leaving her father to follow. She knew he was angry. Box spider males expected their females to take the traditional role of following, but she hadn’t been the little submissive since she could walk. She wasn’t about to fall back into the role now.


  


  * * * *


  


  Kallie climbed out of the shower and toweled dry with a feeling of anticipation and apprehension warring within her. Her butterfly was happy to be home again and near the one woman that made it flutter its wings in delight. The other part of her was afraid of being hurt and used. Sienna had made it clear she wasn’t capable of being with just one woman.


  She was also afraid of pursuing her dreams of owning the B&B, too, without her mother here to guide her. Her mother had been a strong force, a woman who knew how to protect and lead yet nurture.


  Kallie reached for her favorite moisturizer—alluringly musky lavender. Her mother had been a great mother, and she wanted a family of her own too. She had known for the last few months she wasn’t going to find that in the city with a mortal woman.


  She padded into her lavender and pink bedroom and came to an abrupt halt. She cocked her head and strained hard as her eyes fell over the plain lines of her Shaker-inspired bed. Danger, sharp and cold, brushed her psychically. A clicking sound made her tense.


  Kallie hurried back to the bathroom to grab her robe from inside the adjoining walk-in closet that led into her bedroom. She tugged it on quickly and heard a crash from downstairs and jumped. Her heart stopped, and a cold chill traced down her spine. The silence around her was unnatural and disconcerting.


  Then, the lights went out, and fear gripped her with a merciless hand as she stood in the middle of the room, rooted to the spot. A loud bang from downstairs sent her scurrying to the dresser for her cell phone.


  As she started to punch in 9-1-1, a dull thud against the window jerked her around to face it. A large shadow played against the curtain and she stepped back. Stumbling on something, she dropped her phone, and her heart pounded so hard in her chest she thought it was going to explode.


  It was a large scorpion in his human bug form. The tail rose to smash her window and something snaked around it. Then the scorpion fell backward and a hard male cry pierced the air.


  She rushed to the window and yanked back the curtain in time to see the scorpion taking human shape. He struck out at someone, landing a punch before he was hit back. The power play of fists with a symphony of grunts went on for a few minutes before the scorpion hit the ground with a hard thump.


  She didn’t see him in the silver of moonlight, so he must have shifted into his micro or normal arachnid size. That might aid him in his escape since scorpion poison was stronger than most butterfly venom.


  The scorpion’s poison was more potent but not deadly unless the butterfly had a genetic defect or compromised immune system that left it defenseless against animal shifter venom. However, it would slow a butterfly down, giving him a chance to escape.


  Kallie let down the curtain and hurried to find her phone again. Just as she found it, a loud rap sounded at her door. She tensed. She wasn’t a fighter and would be defenseless against a scorpion. Although her immune system wasn’t compromised, the genetic defect that made her a mutant also left her vulnerable to the scorpion’s venom.


  The knock came again more insistent, and she hurried downstairs the door that connected the two additions. “Sienna?” she quizzed. She could see out into the breezeway and blood stained the glass insert.


  “Kallie!”


  With shaky fingers she reached out to unlock and then open the door. She felt sick when she saw the blood on the floor and a male body lying there on his side. “Oh my Goddess.” She breathed shakily and Sienna moved quickly to block the sight.


  “I’ve called the sheriff, baby, just relax.” She hugged her and smoothed her damp hair. “Go back upstairs and get dressed. I still expect that dinner,” she murmured against her ear.


  Kallie blinked as Sienna leaned back from her. Her gaze unerringly tried to find the man on the floor, but Sienna grasped her chin and forced her gaze back on her.


  “Hey, do as I say, or I’ll paddle you, and I really love to use a paddle on a fine woman’s ass.” Kallie’s eyes widened. “You’re not moving fast enough. I think little Kallie wants me to introduce her to a little discipline.”


  “I—”


  “Get dressed. I’ll have the lights back on in a second.”


  She nodded and hurried up the stairs, too shell-shocked to do anything else.


  She supposed this answered any questions she might have.


  Whoever had killed her mother wasn’t done yet.


  Chapter Three


  


  After dressing and braiding her fire-red hair, she crept downstairs to silence, but the thrum of energy told her Sienna was close. She assumed she’d gone back into the Victorian so Kallie headed toward the breezeway. It opened into an enclosed sunroom with a glass wall that overlooked the garden and a skylight of frosted moons. The concrete floor shone in the dim light, but the space was devoid of anything including the body that had been there moments ago.


  “Sienna?”


  “Miss Checkwing.”


  She pulled up short as a man clad in a police-blue shirt and pants came out of nowhere. “Is that you, Charlie Weed?”


  The dark-haired male gave her a welcoming smile. “I heard you were back.” He went to give her a hug. “Wow! You still look the same.”


  “You’re still cute as ever,” she said, smiling. She had dated Charlie for nearly two years, and her mother had still thought he was the perfect man for her eight months ago. He was a beta monarch butterfly who would provide well for her and love her but wasn’t the dominant spirit her butterfly craved.


  “Awe girl,” he said and blushed. “I tried to talk to you after the funeral, but your coven elders wouldn’t let anyone near. I’m sorry about your mom.”


  She nodded and squeezed his arm, taking comfort that she hadn’t known she needed. “Thank you, Charlie.”


  He nodded. “Everybody will miss her.”


  She knew when someone said that here, it was true. She nodded again.


  “The sheriff is checking out the back of the house. Sienna said she saw someone out there.”


  “I saw a shadow after the lights went out.”


  “We got one of the guys.”


  “Is it the guy w–who was on the floor in here?” she asked wincing.


  “He’ll be fine,” he said. “It looks like they tried to break into this part of the house. Then, Sienna knocked him out. That damn girl is so aggressive.” He shook his head. “She could wrestle a bull and win.” He laughed.


  Kallie laughed, too. She rather liked that assertive side of her, but she had no idea Sienna could knock out a fully grown man, especially another shifter.


  “But it’s probably a good thing she is, or the guy might have gotten away.”


  “Oh.”


  “You want to have dinner with me tomorrow evening?” he asked. The hope in his eyes was a bright light that nearly blinded her. “We can talk about old times.”


  She smiled at him. Charlie would be so safe and so faithful. He would never break her heart. At the same time, he’d never spark passion in her with a mere glance.


  “Charlie, you’re such a charmer,” Sienna drawled in a mocking tone as she entered the room.


  Kallie detected a chill and saw the glitter of disdain in Sienna’s eyes but if Charlie noticed he didn’t show it.


  “Yeah, I—”


  “Should get back to work.” Sienna turned her gaze on Kallie as she went to stand next to her.


  Kallie shivered as those caramel eyes darkened and the flecks of red stood out in sharp relief.


  “The sheriff will be in, in a minute to talk to you.” She captured Kallie’s hand and brought it to her lips. She kissed the palm, keeping her eyes on Charlie as she did so as if she wanted to make sure he saw.


  Kallie shivered at the territorial look on her face. Sienna had just made a statement that even Charlie couldn’t miss. Being the beta he was, she knew he’d back down from a dominant like Sienna.


  “I better get back to work,” Charlie said quietly and crossed the room, shoulders slumped like a dog with its tail between its legs. He picked up the black case he’d left open next to a window. “You’ll have to get some of the windows replaced.”


  “I’ve already called my dad,” Sienna assured her as she released her hand. “He’s sending over some boys to board them until they can be replaced.”


  “Thanks, Sienna,” Kallie said, her eyes on her as she moved toward Charlie. She watched as she knelt down to speak to him. Before her curiosity could run away with her, the six-foot-seven sheriff strode into the room, all dark skin and skin-fade haircut. Donald was a sexy man with a contagious laugh, and he’d been the sheriff since she was a teenager.


  “Miss Kallie.” He gave her a nod as he approached. Her gaze wandered to Charlie and Sienna before he took her elbow and led her into the original section of the Victorian. The corridor just off the kitchen was aglow with soft light, and as he led her past she saw a man moving around inside.


  “What’s he doing?”


  “Dusting for prints,” he told her. “The east parlor is a mess and it looks like the thieves were looking for something upstairs, too. I don’t want to scare you, but it’s likely the work of the person who killed your mother.”


  His words barely registered as she looked back wondering why Sienna was so interested in Charlie. She’d been talking to him long enough to have warned him off her ten times.


  A splash of anger mixed with jealousy and her nails elongated to the claws they became in her butterfly form.


  “How are you holding up?” Donald asked.


  His voice cut into her thoughts but not her jealousy. She drew in a slow quiet breath as she replayed his last words in her mind. The funeral would have been hard on her had she not had the help of the coven elders. They’d swarmed around as if it had only been yesterday since they’d last seen her.


  “I’m managing.” She sat down on the soft cushion of the settee with her back to the door.


  His large dark hands covered hers and she looked up at him. He gave her a reassuring smile. “You’re safe now.”


  “You caught them?” Something told her she wasn’t going to be safe unless the people who’d killed her mother had been caught.


  His brows snapped into a frown and Kallie knew he was thinking what she had. “We have one of the men who tried to break in tonight. The other is dead in the backyard. That’s the only way to get to the new addition unless they come through the garage, which is heavily warded at the moment.”


  She expelled a harsh breath, her gaze going to the coffee table and the old Cradle of Gold book that her mother had been reading eight months ago. “I saw him on the window. He was a scorpion.”


  He nodded. “Sienna told me,” he answered quietly.


  Sienna, like all predatory girls and boys, had been part of the town’s enforcer detail. At eighteen, predatory species had to take training and serve four years as enforcers since they didn’t have a large police force. After their four years they remained on inactive duty and could be called into service in the protection and defense of their town from other predators at any time.


  “Is she in trouble?”


  “No,” he said and patted her hand. “She has license to kill if necessary.”


  “Do you have any leads on who killed my mother?”


  “Not yet. When was the last time you spoke with your mother or received a letter from her?”


  She sighed. “Eight months, but she left me a voice mail four weeks ago to tell me she was going to Peru for work. She left me a message to say she’d landed safely and when she got home she left me another message.”


  “What was that one about?”


  “She’d gotten home safely, and she’d wanted to talk to me.” She had been going to come home that weekend, but her mother had been killed that Thursday.


  “Okay. So, absence of any leads, I’ve had to assume the trip to Peru is where all the trouble started.”


  “I suppose that would be a correct assumption,” she said.


  “I’ve talked to Draden, a curator at the museum, and he thinks she went to South America in search of something other than what she brought back.”


  “She wasn’t involved in smuggling!” she snapped. Her mother had been an archeologist not a treasure hunter. She preserved and restored art and ancient artifacts. She didn’t sell them.


  “He said she was pretty secretive about why she was going but she brought back some pottery and a box and crystals. The pottery is going to be part of an exhibit, but the crystals are missing,” the sheriff said gently. “He says she met with someone shortly after she returned about something she brought back.”


  “He is a damned liar!” she exclaimed vehemently. “My mother would never do that.”


  “He said she’s done it before. So I’m looking into it to see if I can find out what kind of connections she had with these scorpions in case this was a deal gone wrong.”


  Kallie glared at him even though she knew this wasn’t his fault. The lies about her mother—they were paper thin and anyone who knew her knew that.


  “I know your coven is meeting to work out details on your protection. Until someone gets here, I’m going to have Charlie stay.” He squeezed her hand but something caused him to look up. He slowly sat back, his gaze on whatever he was looking at behind her. Kallie turned to find Sienna standing in the doorway as if she were guarding her back.


  Their eyes held and warmth rushed over her, steadying her rioting emotions. She wanted her closer, touching her, comforting her as she’d done more than once when Kallie was younger when something wasn’t going right.


  “I’ll stay with you, Kallie darling. I’ve asked my father to have my mother bring a few of my things.”


  “That’s a good idea,” the sheriff said quietly. “I’d feel better having an enforcer with her. How long will you be able to stay?”


  “I won’t leave her until you’ve caught these people.”


  “Okay.” The sheriff got to his feet, his eyes trained on Sienna, who was looking at him now. Sienna’s eyes paled and a hiss greeted Kallie’s ears.


  Kallie’s gaze jerked from Sienna to the sheriff, who slowly moved even further away from her as something passed between them that she didn’t understand. He was a predatory spider, too, so it must have been some spider thing she wasn’t getting or some silent enforcer message.


  Donald turned his gaze back to Kallie and said, “I’ll talk to you when I have something more. If you find something here in the house that might be of help to solving this case, let me know.”


  “I will, but I won’t find anything,” Kallie muttered, her brow furrowed. Sienna’s warm fingers curled around the nape of her neck in a move that should have been threatening. However, it was quintessentially possessive and hinted at intimacy. She felt comforted and a soft purr escaped her. Surprise fired in his eyes.


  Kallie had to admit she was just as surprised as he was that she’d made that sound and felt her cheeks heat. Butterflies only made that sound for their mates and the spider touching her knew it, as well as the one staring at her.


  He slowly backed toward the door. “Take care of her.” He nodded and strode from the room.


  “What was that about?” she asked as she turned and Sienna’s fingers trailed along the side of her neck. Her skin singed in its wake.


  “What was what about?” Sienna queried with a frown.


  “That look? The way he was backing slowly away from me. Why was he doing that?” Sienna’s fingers curled around her throat in a soft caress that made her shiver.


  “He was surprised by your reaction to my touch, I guess,” she said innocently, but her eyes were dark and those red spots were dark cherry.


  “He was acting strange before that.” Kallie might be trying to deny the truth, but the butterfly was not. Its wings fluttered inside her, desperate to flash the spider to ensure it saw the beauty of its wings, how healthy the color was, how bright.


  “If your butterfly recognizes me as its mate, then he knows how dangerous I can be to him for having his hands on you before we’ve fully mated.”


  Kallie’s gaze flared and fear trickled through her. It wasn’t a question now of if Sienna would pursue her. It was a question of how hard. She wasn’t ready. She needed more time. She didn’t want to be just another toy.


  She knew spiders were no different than some butterflies and ladybugs in their polyandry even after mating. It was common to see families with three parents here. She needed to be the only one, the sole object of her mate’s affections. “It’s not—we aren’t—I mean, what did you discuss with Charlie?”


  Sienna laughed, a sound rife with knowledge that made Kallie wince. “Are you jealous already, little pet?” she asked softly as her fingers trailed down Kallie’s throat to rest between the valley of her breasts. “Don’t be. I have no interest in men or another woman.”


  Her breath stalled. That was a subtle statement of intent, and her butterfly cooed inside her and her stomach clenched. Once a snowy copper butterfly accepted its mate, it never resisted its claim and unfortunately the separation rate was less than one percent. They never left their mates even when he or she took another. They merely suffered the heartbreak in silence.


  “We’re almost done with the windows,” a masculine voice announced from the doorway.


  Sienna turned to look at him and there was that hiss again. It was almost too low to be heard. “Is my mother here?”


  “Yeah, she’s talking to your dad about something. You, no doubt. He sounded a little pissed.”


  She sighed. He wasn’t pissed, he was worried. Her father knew good and well that she would be dangerous to any threat to Kallie and that would put a target on her back. Anyone pursuing Kallie would want a little payback for the death she’d wrought. “He’ll get past it. Excuse me for a minute, Kallie.”


  Kallie didn’t recognize the handsome, dark-skinned man, but she watched him as Sienna turned from her to cross the room to talk to him.


  “Hello, Kallie.”


  She turned her gaze on the woman walking into the room. Jasmine Haze skirted the couple and headed straight to her. Sienna’s mother was shorter than Sienna at only five foot six, but it was clear Sienna had inherited her beauty from her mother. The flawless skin and perfect features were similar to her daughter’s, only she had darker eyes and longer hair. Jasmine was slim with delicately defined muscle while Sienna’s arms were clearly more muscled.


  Swinging a hammer would do that to a girl she supposed.


  “Hello, Miss Jasmine.”


  “How are you, dear?” Jasmine asked and took Kallie’s hand. “It’s so good to see you… If there is anything you need—anything. Call me.”


  “Yes ma’am.”


  “We will be looking forward to seeing you at circle soon as you are settled.”


  She nodded. Warmth flooded her, making her feel like she was home. This was another thing she’d missed and hadn’t even known she’d been missing it until this moment. People cared about each other here in Sensation. Even enemies sent flowers when one’s family passed away.


  Moving back home was the right decision.


  “Yes, ma’am.” That was more of an order than a statement.


  “Sienna will be staying with you tonight?”


  “I’ll be staying indefinitely, Mother.” Sienna joined them with that quiet declaration. She stood next to Kallie, gripping the back of her neck. A single stroke of her fingers and Kallie purred again.


  Kallie watched Jasmine’s serene expression change momentarily to one of confusion. The butterfly’s wings spread in further acceptance of its spider. Sienna’s touch in front of her mother was a sign of introduction and declaration of intention.


  “Thank you for bringing me a change of clothes, Mother,” Sienna said as the silence stretched.


  “Well, I guess it’s wise that as a reserve enforcer you stay here and protect Kallie, but there really is no need. She can come and stay with us,” Jasmine said. She gave Kallie an encouraging smile. “We would be more than happy to shelter you, Kallie.”


  It was a good idea, but she’d really rather not impose. She’d be more comfortable in her own home. “I—”


  Sienna squeezed the back of her neck as if in warning as she cut in with, “It really won’t be necessary, Mother. I know what I’m doing. Kallie will be perfectly safe here.”


  “Sienna, I don’t know where your head is,” Jasmine said, her gaze full of concern. “You of all people know better.”


  “Know better than what?” Kallie asked. Again some secret message had been uttered that she wasn’t privy to.


  “Nothing, Kallie darling,” Sienna said coolly. “She’s worried about you. The scorpions are bottom-feeding scavengers and they won’t stop until they get what they want.”


  “Exactly, and scorpions and spiders are natural enemies. Sienna, your being here will only inflame the situation, and put Kallie in more danger.”


  Her butterfly’s head dropped in mortification. Sienna’s mother was rejecting her. Her head lowered before the elder staring at her with an implacable stare. Sienna’s fingers stroked the side of her neck and her butterfly cooed. Her mother’s rejection meant nothing.


  “I’m capable of protecting us.” Her tone was so icy Kallie felt the lash of her anger to her soul. Still, Sienna touched her mother’s arm. “Now, you should go. You know that Dad will be hungry when he gets home. It’s been an extra-long day.”


  Jasmine huffed. “Sienna, I don’t know what to say about you sometimes. You’re supposed to be a girl.”


  Sienna gave her mother a patient look, an amused smile tugging at her lips. “I am all woman, Mother.”


  Jasmine grunted delicately. “That remains to be seen.” She gave Kallie a fierce look before quietly exiting the room.


  The anger whipped at her hard and heavy, making her nauseous. She forced her eyes to Sienna’s even as she quickly separated her mind from the echoes of Jasmine’s anger. “Maybe you shouldn’t stay,” Kallie said softly.


  “Kallie darling, don’t be silly,” she said firmly. “Go in and start getting dinner ready. I asked MJ to have one of the boys bring our dinner from my car. I’ll join you once I lock up.”


  “Sienna, your mother seemed upset and so did that guy you were talking to,” she protested. “I don’t want you to have problems with your family on my account.”


  Sienna rolled her eyes. “My mother wasn’t upset with you,” she said in a soothing tone. “She hates that I’m a lesbian. She keeps waiting for me to magically morph into this straight spider that lusts after men.” She punctuated the sentence with a widening of her eyes and hand over her mouth. “And MJ was worried about us staying here without a big strong man.” She rolled her eyes. “The coven decided to let me be your protector. MJ and a few others will back me up if need be.”


  “Still, if she doesn’t want you around me, you can’t go against her wishes.” A snowy copper butterfly would make every effort to do as her parents wanted.


  She laughed. “I’m a box-lady, and the dominant of us are aggressive,” she told her. “We don’t bow to the nonpredatory. Now, go.”


  Sienna left her alone, and she sighed. She needed to learn about spiders she supposed, or she was going to be in a world of trouble.


  Chapter Four


  


  Max Sherra clenched his fists at his sides as he stood in the hotel suite he’d rented for his stay here. The casual elegance of the rich brown and tangerine went mostly unnoticed by him as he paced the thick carpet and came to a stop near the window. The view out into the town square was tolerably appealing as was the one from the bedroom that revealed the historic old brick street and buildings of downtown Sensation.


  He wasn’t here for the view. He was here to retrieve a precious artifact and its companion piece. He’d first learned of the spear of life twenty-six years ago and had gone to the jungles of South America to the ruins of the Incan civilization in the town known as Choquequirao in search of it.


  The spear of life and its companion piece were powerful magic artifacts known for their healing powers. Powers he desperately needed to save himself as well as his colony of gold-and-black scorpions. They were dying from a genetic defect that struck in their forties, causing a painful and debilitating illness that turned them into mindless animals, stinging themselves to death if not restrained.


  That’s where he’d first come across the curator, archeologist Maggie Checkwing and her twin. Both had been wily women on the hunt for the same items. They’d found the spear of life and there had been no reasoning with them to obtain the items. Then, spear and women had vanished, leaving him to watch family and friends die, but three weeks ago hope had been reborn when he offered a reward for the pieces.


  A curator at the Sensation Museum had called him with information.


  “The spider came over,” the man standing before him said in a timid tone.


  He’d elicited the help of the man who’d contacted him for the reward, knowing it could be risky. Staring at this little butterfly, he was certain he’d been right. The six-foot-two brown-haired male bore no sign that he had engaged in the battle that had taken two of the three-man team he’d sent to the Checkwing home tonight. One was in the county lock-up, another was dead, and the third was badly hurt.


  “So?” he demanded. Spiders were the mortal enemies of the scorpion as well as the armor beetle he’d brought on board, but not the man before him. “Why didn’t you stop her?”


  “I couldn’t have gotten close enough to her to do anything without giving myself away,” he snapped in an irritated tone. “She’d have killed me on the spot if she’d suspected anything. Getting your man out of there alive was the best I could do.”


  “So, you allowed one of my men to be taken and another to be killed?” Max demanded.


  The man before him snorted, giving him a hard look so uncharacteristic of his breed. “I know that bitch, and I’d never cross her in the middle of the square in broad daylight. So you know damn well I wouldn’t engage her in a dark backyard. As it is, she nearly caught my ass.”


  Max sneered at him. “You fucking coward!” He drew in a deep breath and turned his gaze on a shorter male with the same brown hair as the first. He was the curator who’d told him about the pieces. He, too, was a butterfly with a bit of a deceptive air about him. His baby blue eyes held a keen intelligence, but he’d already glimpsed this man’s willingness to betray for money.


  “Are you certain the spear is in the house?” Max demanded.


  “I saw it,” the curator said firmly. “Just as I saw the companion piece when Maggie returned from Peru.”


  The companion piece would cure the mutation killing his people while the spear would merely heal them in the short term.


  “Is it possible Checkwing told the spider anything that might lead you to where Checkwing hid my spear and the companion piece?”


  “It’s more than likely that she did, but she won’t reveal anything without good reason and taking the butterfly will be more than ample incentive.” The curator gave him a smile rife with cruelty.


  The enforcer frowned. “Bad idea with the spider sniffing around. They’re coven mates, and friends. She’ll tear you a new one.”


  “Just take care of my man before he talks and let me know when the girl is out of the house,” Max said. “We should be able to snatch her then.”


  “Mistake if the spider stays around. She’s dangerous. She—”


  “Just do as I say,” he snapped. “And both of you get out.” The two men crept from the room, keeping their eyes on him. Max sighed roughly and ran a hand through his red-gold hair. He was too close and had too much at stake to merely walk away because of a woman.


  Chapter Five


  


  Kallie stepped into the large kitchen with distressed pink cabinets that gave the room a country feel and the stainless steel appliances that added a touch of casual elegance. The detail work on the open cabinet next to the sink was whimsical and reminiscent of the rose and ivy that crawled along the lattice in the garden. The cabinet next to the sink was open and plates were already standing in the rack.


  She took a few steps and the scent of cranberry drifted to her, mingled with a kiss of raspberry. Nothing said home and love to her like her favorite homemade potpourri. She used to make it with her mother, she thought as silent tears began to fall.


  “Damn it!” She wrapped her arms around herself as a chill set in. “Sorry, Mom. I should have been here.”


  She started to shake as she sobbed. Her knees gave out, and she stumbled, but instead of falling to the floor, a warm pair of arms came around her. She was pulled back against a soft body and held tight.


  “I—she died alone!” She sobbed. “I should have been here, Sienna.”


  “It’s okay,” Sienna murmured. “We fuck up and our family forgives us when no one else does. They prove it by letting us come home again when we leave.”


  “But I came home too late.” She twisted in Sienna’s arms until she faced her. She put her head on her breast and snuggled against her as she continued to cry.


  Sienna held her tight, smoothing her hair, the center island at her back. “You have to forgive yourself because she already had. This kitchen, the colors were for you. The B&B was going to be for you. She wanted you to come home.”


  Kallie didn’t answer her. She just clutched at her hips as she cried silently now.


  Each tear tore at Sienna’s heart, and she would give anything to stop them falling and to be able to soothe the pain gnawing a path through Kallie’s heart. Grimacing at the sob wrenched from her mate, she vowed to do whatever it took to take down the men who’d destroyed Kallie’s chance to reconcile with her mother.


  “Hungry, Kallie darling?” she asked when Kallie finally stopped crying.


  Kallie nodded, refusing to look at her. She knew what a mess she looked. Her skin was red and her eyes were puffy.


  “Okay, I’ll put dinner on some plates.”


  Kallie gave her a watery smile. “I won’t take long.”


  Kallie stepped back into the kitchen a few minutes later to find Sienna diligently slicing something on the cutting board. It was almost like old times when Sienna helped her prepare snacks for the coven meeting. Except her life was in danger, and her mother might have inadvertently been the cause of it.


  “What are we having?”


  “Shrimp salad. We can go to the grocery store tomorrow,” Sienna told her.


  “I’m going to keep the house.” Sienna didn’t seem surprised. “I think home is the best place for me. I haven’t been able to find what I was looking for anywhere else.”


  “Have you been looking or just hiding from everything you really need and want?”


  “What are you talking about?” she asked, putting a hand on her stomach, but she knew exactly what Sienna was talking about.


  “You know what I’m talking about,” Sienna answered evenly.


  “If I did, do you think I’d ask?” she snapped.


  “Don’t raise your voice to me, Kallie darling.”


  That dominance in her tone—she hated it. Loved it so much it made her wet. “I’m not a child!” she exclaimed in utter rebellion of the need to give in to the discipline Sienna would exert over her.


  “Let’s not fight,” she said. “Pour us some wine.”


  “I’m not one of your whores, so don’t give me orders!”


  Sienna wiped her hands on a dishcloth, keeping her eyes locked on Kallie’s as she did so. She set it aside and rounded the counter. That predatory gleam that slowly replaced the calm told Kallie she’d gotten herself in the crosshairs of a predator.


  “I think you should leave.” With one hand on her hip, Kallie pointed toward the door.


  “Leave?” She snorted. “Why in the world would I do that?”


  Kallie quickly backed up. Panting, she gasped as Sienna’s hand shot out and grabbed her arm. Her eyes were like black coffee and the red flecks were even darker.


  Sienna wound her fingers around Kallie’s braid and tugged her head back forcefully. “Those women were my subs. Some of them I trained for men, some for other women, but none of them were whores. A woman has as much right to have as much sex as a man, and I am a sensual creature who loves to fuck.”


  She whimpered as she tried to get free. The spider’s grip was unbreakable. “You’re hurting me,” she whispered.


  “I know.” She tipped her head back a little more and then licked the column of her throat. Her canines extended mere inches and scraped over tender flesh before piercing it lightly. Sienna withdrew them and shuddered. Not yet. She wouldn’t bite. The poison in her fangs was deadly, but in the heat of desire it was a sensual serum, a chemical stimulant that enhanced arousal.


  “I can be very patient, Kallie, but my patience is running out,” Sienna murmured.


  “What?”


  She thrust one long leg between her slightly parted ones and pressed hard against her clit. Kallie gasped as her body betrayed her. Her clit pulsed to life and her juices heated between her labia. “I’ve wanted you since you were seventeen. So sweet and ripe. Every time I came around you got wet, and that sweet scent made my spider claw to get out to take you.” She inhaled her scent. It was tinged with honeysuckle and a hint of lavender. “I wanted to lay you down and lick up that sweet dew between your legs. I had planned to do just that the night you ran from me.”


  “The party?” she asked as the memory of watching Sienna paddle another woman invaded her memory. She’d been intrigued, aroused, and angry.


  “It was going to be your introduction into my world,” she said. “I wanted you to watch and to learn what I was going to do to you.” She slide her free hand down Kallie’s shoulder to her hip and around to her tightly rounded ass where she slapped hard.


  Kallie jumped, eyes widening.


  “You made me wait, and it has been sweet torture.” She squeezed her ass. “I can respect that.” She moved her thigh, creating a friction against Kallie’s aching clit that set her pussy weeping.


  “Ohh.” The sound was a ragged, breathless gasp as waves of pleasure poured through each nerve of her pussy and sent pulses through her entire body.


  “I dreamed of making you my sub and taking you to the club and showing you off.”


  Kallie hissed as Sienna gripped her ass and ground her thigh between her legs. In spite of the grip on her hair, the sensations rolled through her like turbulent waters, fueling the sensual heat that had her in its grip, and she found herself grinding against that thigh.


  “Sienna.” Her name was a plea.


  “You have an idea of what I want, now it’s time to make up your mind,” Sienna said. She brought her hand down on her ass again and Kallie groaned.


  The sensations shooting through her created a hot spring of heat inside her, stealing her thoughts as her body responded to the threads of dark passion.


  “Will you keep denying that you want to experience the paddling? Will you tell me you don’t want me to fuck you, to eat your pussy and lick all the sweet cream from your body? Will you deny you want to be my sub?”


  Kallie winced as Sienna pulled tighter on her hair and then pressed harder against her clit. The pain coupled with the pleasure had her body going into overdrive. She ground harder against Sienna in a desperate need for release. Her body was growing tighter, her need more out of control.


  “I will discipline you in whatever manner I choose when you break the rules, but I will always be good to you,” Sienna told her. “I won’t tell you what to wear, but the makeup is out. I want to see you in sexy lingerie all the time. I like pretty things on my women.” She caressed her cheek and her hold on Kallie’s hair eased. “I won’t tell you who to see unless I feel he or she is a threat. You can have one girls’ night out a week, but the other nights you must be home by nine unless you’re with me.”


  Sienna dropped her hand on Kallie’s ass one last time and ground her thigh against her, sending Kallie over the edge. Her body erupted into mini quakes that left her breathing hard.


  “Oh, Goddess.” She purred and let the waves wash over her and settle before she said, “If I say yes to you, you’re going to try to control me.”


  “I will control some aspects of your life.”


  “Only to dump me once you’re done using me,” she accused, her voice rising with anger. The woman had made her body respond, forced her to experience that gritty edge of pain and pleasure. And she’d liked it, wanted more of it. “Let go of me.”


  “I give the orders, Kallie darling,” she said softly. “Always remember that.” She eased her hold completely.


  She pushed Sienna away. “Bitch.” She rubbed her head. The woman was angry, but the butterfly was alive and willing to submit to its mate.


  “A requirement for an alpha female, baby, and you’ll do well to remember that I am nothing less,” Sienna replied, nonplused.


  She stared at her, shocked by the cool dominance. “I don’t need pain to get aroused.”


  “Can you tell me you don’t want it?” she asked and walked away. “Think about it, Kallie. I won’t let you keep running much longer after the way you purred from my touch.”


  She sighed as she watched Sienna wash her hands. “I want to be a mate. Not a sex slave,” she said so softly she didn’t think Sienna could hear. She wanted to own Sienna’s heart just as Sienna owned hers.


  Sienna dried her hands and faced Kallie. “Kallie darling, come here, please.”


  Kallie regarded her carefully, remembering what she’d done to her moments ago, but the butterfly refused to disobey its mate—its dominant mate. “What?” She was in front of Sienna before she realized her feet had moved.


  Sienna stroked her fingers along Kallie’s jaw. “That is why I’ve been waiting for you to come home.”


  Chapter Six


  


  Sienna walked the perimeter of the house after Kallie retired to her room. A dog barked in the distance and the sound of a night bird calling to its mate brought a slow smile to her face as she thought of her own. She had felt Kallie’s hunger and desire for more of what she’d given her.


  She’d also picked up the disharmony of stress and fear, telling her Kallie was worried those who had attempted to get to her earlier would try again. It was too soon for another attack, but she was worried, too. For them to come back, she could only assume Maggie’s killer thought what they wanted was in the house or in Kallie’s care.


  Kallie and the house were the only leads, but she had no idea what to look for, she mused as she made another pass around the house in human form with her palms facing down. Silk issued from her hands forming the intricate lines of a web that fanned out like ripples of water before sinking beneath the grass into the dirt. The white web formed a net that would trap anyone who attempted to cross it in the night. It would hold them and wind around them like vines. Her only regret was she couldn’t extend the barrier to the driveway and inside the house because of the on-going construction.


  The spell would require her to take into account too many variables. She came to a stop at the southern side of the house and closed her eyes. Her magic, like all spiders, was generally strongest when performed in the direction of the earth—north. She channeled the energy of earth through her, allowing it to infuse the web she’d cast to protect them. Beneath the ground, fire flared as the web set and knitted more fully with the earth. It was a complicated spell called a silk snare.


  “Hestia, mother of earth, Goddess of the hearth, I summon thee.” She drew in a slow breath. “Infuse this web I’ve woven with the strength of your heart, the fire of life.” Fire flared and burned without harming the grass. “Set the traps”—she envisioned the intricate design she’d drawn in the dirt before casting her web over it—“and activate them only when danger attempts to access this home. Let the walks I’ve drawn serve as paths to be easily crossed by me, my kin, my crew, and my mate and all that mean us no harm.”


  She heard the spell click and checked the webs. Satisfied with her work, she went inside. Sienna checked the locks and wove a web trap over the connecting door before she headed upstairs.


  


  * * * *


  


  Kallie went downstairs the next morning to silence and the scent of coffee. For a moment, it was just like being in her apartment except for the lack of traffic and the threads of warmth that made her feel welcome and safe in spite of the threat lurking somewhere out there waiting to attack her. The energy of her ancestors, the men and women who’d lived on this land before, had left an indelible mark that she’d felt as a child, but there was something new, something darkly sensual and dangerous mingling with it.


  When she stepped into the spacious kitchen, Sienna was leaning against the breakfast bar, a mug and a plate of something next to her. Her gaze slid down the lean form, taking in the snug fit of her jeans, the work boots, and the fawn-colored blouse. Her short hair shone beneath the light and the sun kissed the back of her neck before falling over her shoulders and coming to rest next to her hand.


  Sienna flipped the paper she was reading over and reached for her mug. Her nails were short and neatly rounded with no polish. Her expression was serene. This strong, dominant force could be her world, and she would be everything Sienna wanted. She knew she could make her happy if only Sienna would allow her to be the only woman in her life.


  Kallie shuffled to the coffee pot, barefooted but fully dressed in burgundy pants and a pink blouse. “Where’d you get the coffee and food?”


  “Good morning, Kallie.” Sienna took a sip of her coffee. “Sleep well?”


  “Not really,” she admitted. She’d tossed and turned, drifting in and out of sleep. Some of her dreams had been sensual escapades and others had been more disturbing, making her wonder if the house was secure enough to keep the danger stalking her out.


  Sienna folded the paper. “I brought them with me last night. I didn’t want you to miss breakfast,” she murmured. “When you’re ready we can go to the grocery store. I’ll need to stop by my place to pick up some more clothes.”


  “Okay.” She added cream but no sugar to her coffee and stirred it in before heading to the breakfast bar. She took a sip and sighed. “That’s good.”


  “Hmm-hmm.”


  Kallie set her mug down, and her eyes went to Sienna’s hair, wanting to run her fingers it. “You have nice hair.”


  “Thank you.” She captured Kallie’s gaze. “I see you’ve put yours up this morning.”


  She shrugged, deciding to ignore that light of dominance that leaped into the caramel eyes.


  Sienna reached across the counter and captured the single thick braided ponytail. “The situation is a tense one, but you were safe last night. I will always keep you safe in your home.”


  “I’ll remember that tonight.” She tugged her braid from Sienna’s fingers and their eyes met. She watched as the other woman pushed away from the island and rounded it with deliberate steps. Her heart beat faster as Sienna stopped in front of her.


  “Open.” Sienna brought a strawberry to her lips and Kallie obeyed. “Have you given any thought to what we discussed last night?”


  Kallie chewed the berry and swallowed. “Why would I?” She had thought of nothing but as she lay awake last night wishing for sleep to come.


  “Still running?” Sienna mocked softly. “You ran to me more often back then. I think your butterfly recognized the connection and wanted to be as close to my spider as possible, as often as possible.”


  Kallie averted her gaze even as she silently admitted that her butterfly knew its place was by Sienna’s side.


  “It’s unacceptable, Kallie darling.” She lowered her head to kiss the corner of her mouth.


  “You’ve always had a girlfriend.”


  “I’ve gone for months without a lover as well, Kallie,” she answered patiently. “I admit during those times I played with subs, but there was no sex.”


  “None? Not even kissing?”


  She sighed. “What are you trying to ascertain about my sex life? I already told you I enjoy sex, and I plan to enjoy it a great deal more now that you’re here.”


  A thrill of excitement coursed through her but before she allowed herself to go down the road she knew she had been bound to travel since she was seventeen, she had to know something first. “I just wonder—did you train subs when you had girlfriends?”


  “Yes.” She reached for another piece of fruit and traced Kallie’s bottom lip with it. She took a bite and then fed Kallie the rest. “But I never fucked them.”


  “Why did you go to Darla that night?” she demanded around the mouthful of berry. “You said you wanted me, and I believed you.”


  She had wanted an answer to that question for eight months, but she’d run. That was her M.O. when things got painful, but it was time to stop running.


  Chapter Seven


  


  Silence settled around them for a moment and Kallie wondered if she’d get her answer and then Sienna spoke. What she said was going to be crucial in allaying her fears or increasing them.


  “I did a scene with her,” Sienna began evenly. She didn’t look away and not one iota of guilt crossed her face. “You saw me paddle her and then bring her off with a finger fuck.”


  “Why?” she demanded. “Why couldn’t you keep your hands off of her after fucking me? What was so special about her you had to touch her?”


  “I enjoy doing scenes—”


  “Is that what I am? Just a toy you haven’t been able to have?” she demanded, her voice rising as hurt stoked the fires of anger inside her. “Once you’ve been able to paddle me, then what?” Fear danced a staccato beat through her soul, making her breath stall for a second as she waited for Sienna’s answer. “I called you, but you chose to ignore those calls.”


  “I didn’t want to hear you tell me you didn’t want me!” She screamed and clamped a hand over her mouth. She had been so afraid that one time was all Sienna wanted with her. So afraid she hadn’t been enough.


  “That’s why you’re holding back? That’s why you’re running from me?”


  She bit back a sob. “Yes.”


  “Damn it, Kal. That was nothing more than a scene. Kami, her lover, was right there. We were waiting for you. She wanted to finger you after I spanked you.”


  Shock blazed through her as realization sank in. “You were going to initiate me into your little club by sharing me with another wom—Sienna! You bitch!”


  Sienna’s lips quirked in mocking amusement. “I am your bitch, baby,” she told her evenly. “You belonged to me, and I wanted to share you with her at least once. Being with two women is a pleasure you’ll enjoy.”


  Kallie glared at her as a hint of repulsion washed over her. “I won’t.”


  “We’ll see, but even as you enjoy her tongue fucking you, you won’t forget you’re mine.”


  She swallowed tightly as the possessive look in Sienna’s darkening eyes made one thing clear. She was hers.


  The fingers of her free hand curved around Kallie’s throat. “Don’t think I’m going to allow you to run away again.” She stroked lightly and Kallie purred.


  Kallie caught her breath at the need in Sienna’s eyes. It was a primal scream, a plea that touched the lonely places in her heart. She knew there was more than a sexual connection between them, and she was about to give into it.


  Sienna lowered her head and brushed Kallie’s lips with hers. Kallie put one hand on Sienna’s waist and her lips parted. Her tongue glided into her hot mouth and Sienna moaned as she pressed her body against Kallie’s.


  Kallie’s arms came around her as she eagerly met the kiss. Sienna brought her hand up to cup the back of Kallie’s head. Kallie moaned hungrily, savoring the taste of strawberry and rich coffee on the older woman.


  “Kal,” Sienna murmured. “If you want me to stop, tell me to back off now before I can’t.”


  She didn’t want to stop. She liked the lust-darkness of Sienna’s eyes, and she liked knowing it was because of her.


  As a result, Kallie leaned up on tiptoe and stole a kiss. Sienna took control, winding a hand around Kallie’s braid. She tipped her head back and her lips trailed over her jaw to her throat. The tanned skin was soft and Sienna glided her tongue over it, buried her nose in it, before kissing down to the hollow at the base of Kallie’s throat. She swirled her tongue in it, and then traced kisses along the side of her neck.


  Kallie moaned, fingers bunching in Sienna’s shirt. She panted as soft lips brushed over her neck just before sharp teeth scraped along her skin, nipping and then sucking up a hickey.


  “Sia.” She closed her eyes. Heat swamped her and need stole through her like a thief in the night. “Oh, Goddess.” She wanted her.


  Sienna claimed her mouth again, stealing her sigh as she devoured her. Her free hand slipped between them, cupping a firm high mound through Kallie’s shirt. She squeezed before gliding her hand down between her legs. The heel of her hand pressed against Kallie’s clit and Kallie gasped and ground against her it.


  Sienna released Kallie’s braid and worked the buttons of her shirt open, revealing her dusky skin. Hovering above one perfectly rounded breast was the golden butterfly with its black tourmaline body that reflected hints of red. The butterfly used to be a necklace, but had embedded itself into her skin, looking like nothing more than an artfully done tattoo. She pushed her hands up Kallie’s back, palms flat to caress the soft skin before working the clasp of her bra free. Both her hands pushed beneath the bra and pinched each nipple hard.


  Kallie gasped. Sienna looked down at her as she pushed the cups of her bra up and then lowered her head to flick one taut pink peak with her tongue tip. Her fingers closed around the fleshy globe and her tongue circle the areola before she scraped the tender flesh with her teeth.


  Kallie breathed roughly. Her fingers tightened in Sienna’s shirt. “Sia.”


  Sienna’s lips closed over her nipple, and she drew hard on it. Kallie hissed as needles of pleasure shot through her, hot and intense. She pushed her chest out, driving her nipple deeper into Sienna’s greedy mouth, but Sienna lifted her head and slapped Kallie’s breast.


  “What?”


  “I didn’t give you permission to do anything,” she told her. “I take what I want, Kal, and you are not at liberty to decide when or if I want more. Understood?”


  Kallie blinked, confusion swimming inside her. “I thought–I don’t understand.”


  “I give the orders remember, and I didn’t say push your tender little nipple deeper into my mouth,” she said. “I want to please you, but I determine how much pleasure you receive. Do you understand?”


  Kallie nodded.


  She pinched both nipples. “Do you want me to stop?”


  She hissed, breath coming in pants. She shook her head.


  She hissed, breath coming in pants as she shook her head. Sienna pinched her nipples harder. The pinch of pain had her pussy weeping anew. It was confusing and exciting at once. She gasped when Sienna slapped her breast.


  “Don’t stop.” She liked the feeling spearing through her body. It was ragged and rough, and full of heat.


  “Good girl.” She glided her hands down Kallie’s stomach to the button of her pants.


  Kallie’s shoulders heaved as arousal strengthened and set her body aglow. She was eager for the spider’s next touch.


  Sienna dragged the zipper of Kallie’s pants down before pushing one hand past the waistband of her panties. Her fingers skimmed over her warm bare flesh and Sienna’s lips pulled into an approving smile. “Butterfly pussy is always the smoothest, and softest.” She stroked her fingers over the swollen bud of Kallie’s clit on her way down her damp slit. The lips of her pussy were narrower than a mortal’s and contracted when aroused, exposing the genitals. “Are you wet for me?”


  She nodded vigorously and Sienna slapped her mound. The contact was an explosion of delicious pleasure through her clit, and she gasped. “Yes, Sia.”


  “Yes, Mistress, sub.”


  “Mistress, I need to touch you. Please?” She liked the way the word sounded and how powerful it made her feel even though it was clear Sienna was the one with all the power.


  “Why?” She pushed the tip of her finger inside the moist depths of Kallie’s body.


  “Mistress!” Her eyes widened. Sienna’s finger was warm. The tip felt broader and textured against her slickness.


  Sienna drew her finger out and pushed two back into her tight pussy and the bumpy texture of them stoked the fires inside Kallie higher. Her juices flowed like lava from a volcano.


  “Oh, so good!” She breathed roughly as Sienna’s thumb pressed against her clit. The pad pressed and the texture made her scream as pleasure tore through her. This was already so much better than the first time.


  Sienna began to fuck her with easy strokes, the texture of her fingers adding a level of pleasure like Kallie had never known. “Pussy’s so tight, baby. Have you ever had a dildo up your little cat?”


  That last single word sounded so dirty, it made her shiver. “Yes, Mistress.”


  “The toys that mortals used to pleasure you won’t compare to what I can do to you, Kal.”


  She’d never had sex with a dominant female, but she’d paid enough attention in sex education to know dominant females’ bodies didn’t work the same during sex. She knew only the basics, as no species of insect allowed all of its secrets to be made common knowledge.


  “You are going to allow me to make your body mine, Kallie,” she crooned. “No one will make you feel as good as I will.”


  “Please, let me touch you.”


  “You can touch me, but don’t fuck my fingers. I’ll spank you for disobeying me and that will piss me off. I’m not ready to spank that ass yet. I just want to stroke your soft little pussy, introduce you to the pleasure of being mine.”


  Kallie shuddered. Her pussy convulsed. Heat rushed her, making her sweat. “Okay.” She breathed harshly. Her fingernails dug into the back of Sienna’s skin. The nails became claws as Sienna fucked her harder and deeper while working her clit with a sure, deft thumb pad. “Oh, my Goddess,” she whispered. Those rough pads on her fingers were sinful magic that made her body blaze and her head spin.


  Sienna kissed her as she pressed her clit with firm circles touching the sensitive head. Heat suffused her body, her mind went blank. The only thing Kallie was aware of was the pleasure wreaking havoc on her body. She clawed at Sienna’s hand, scratching.


  “I’m gonna come!”


  “Don’t.” Sienna slammed her fingers in deep and Kallie let out a hard scream, but she didn’t come. Sienna chuckled and lowered her head to lick one nipple.


  “Mistress, please!”


  “Not yet,” she murmured and drew her thumb around the hard bud of Kallie’s clit. Then, she tapped her fingers sharply over the little pleasure button.


  The vibration alone almost made her come. “Damn!” She dug her nails into the back of Sienna’s hand. Her body shuttered in pure bliss while her pussy clenched, protesting the emptiness.


  “You liked that, didn’t you, baby?” Sienna teased. She slapped her pussy lips and Kallie whimpered.


  “Sia.”


  Sienna pushed one fingertip back inside the snug depths of Kallie’s pussy. She stroked her lightly and then withdrew her finger and licked the juices from it. “Mmm. You taste so sweet, like the honeysuckle you love to eat.” She pushed Kallie’s pants down over her hips and let them pool at their feet. Then, she lifted her onto the counter with little effort and Kallie gasped. “Lie back.”


  Sienna watched Kallie lean back onto the light granite top. Her own pussy was gushing with cream, but her spider was eager for a taste of the sweet nectar flowing from between its mate’s thighs. The lips of her pussy were fully contracted, bearing her slit and the engorged bud of her clit. “Such a pretty little pussy. It’s glistening and wet.” She reached for a berry. She carefully dipped the soft fruit into the tight moist cavern and brought it out again. She popped it into her mouth. An explosion of flower sweetness filled her mouth making it water.


  “What sweet, sweet cream you have.” She bent and ran her tongue down Kallie’s slit before dipping the tip into the opening of her cunt. Fuck! The taste of honeysuckle was even more intense straight from her body.


  Her spider went crazy, eyes almost crossing with the divine pleasure. She flicked her tongue just inside Kallie’s pussy before licking back up. She heard Kallie’s soft gasp of pleasure as she licked over her clit. Unlike a dominant’s, her clit didn’t extend, it merely swelled slightly.


  She drew her tongue over the nubbin, circling it, flicking it, and savoring the richness of her woman’s taste. She closed her lips around the swollen button as she pushed two fingers into her pulsing cunt. She sucked eagerly, unable to get enough. The warm cream slicked her fingers as they surged in and withdrew.


  “Oh, please!” She pushed her fingers into Sienna’s hair but didn’t attempt to move her hips as she wailed.


  Sienna lifted her head to look up at Kallie from beneath her lashes. Her head thrashed on the counter, her small bare feet, toes painted a delicate mint green pressed into the rounded counter edge.


  She watched her fingers disappear into the tight space and shuddered just as Kallie did. The rough, slightly raised pockets of skin were sensors that were most sensitive during sex. They were for pleasuring a partner as well as allowing the dominant to partake of that pleasure to a smaller degree.


  “Up.” She drew her fingers from Kallie’s body and lifted her back to her feet. She turned her quickly to face the counter and pushed her fingers back up the warm space. Her thumb easily found the cleft of Kallie’s pussy, and she ground her own clit against Kallie’s ass as she fucked her hard and fast.


  “Ohhh! Shit!” Kallie screamed.


  Sienna bit the side of her neck, sinking her fangs deep. Kallie screamed again, her hips bucking as the poison that released into her transformed into a purely erotic chemical that enhanced arousal.


  The act of biting simulated penetration and enhanced the spider’s pleasure, bringing Sienna’s orgasm on in a heady rush. Her own pussy lips were fully contracted, the head of her clit fully exposed to allow her to feel even more pleasure. Even now the warm silk that would slide into Kallie’s body and become firm as it expanded, to contract during sex, tried to spill from her body. It was textured like her fingers to give maximum pleasure with each thrust of her clit.


  Kallie sagged against the counter, her head fell back against Sienna’s breast, and she trembled. Sienna wrapped an arm around her waist and whispered in her ear, “Did I hurt you?”


  She shook her head. “No, Mistress.”


  “But I want to hurt you so good, so bad, Kal,” she murmured. “Time for running and denying me is over.”


  Chapter Eight


  


  Kallie rode silently beside Sienna a little while later, staring out the window, letting the near untamed beauty temporarily soothe the ragged edges of her emotions. She’d forgotten Sienna’s apartment was on the southern side of town where the air was warmer and two-story homes and apartment buildings with terraces populated the pine-and-crape-myrtle-laden area.


  Wide open spaces of ankle-high grass dominated and the heavy leaves of magnolia trees made an occasional appearance, scenting the air richly in summer with their sweet smell. At present, the aroma of pine perfumed the late winter air.


  Magnolia-Pine Park with its grottos and beautiful clear pond where Sienna used to take her when Kallie needed to clear her head was only two minutes away. After a stop at the spacious brownstone where Sienna lived, they headed a short distance away in light traffic to a shopping center.


  “What are we doing here?” Kallie asked, throwing Sienna a curious glance after observing the store’s sign. Sensual Delights was a romance store nestled among a few clothing stores.


  Sienna gave her a level stare. “I ordered some things.”


  “What kind of things?” she asked suspiciously.


  Sienna climbed from her truck. “Come on, Kallie. I’m not leaving you here.”


  Before Kallie could open her door, Sienna was there doing it for her and holding out a hand to her. She looked down into her eyes and butterflies fluttered in her stomach. She took Sienna’s hand and Sienna pulled her against her as she closed the truck door. Their lips brushed and Sienna smiled.


  “Sexy sweet thing, I can’t wait to play with you some more.”


  Kallie blushed. “Damn, I hate being a foregone conclusion.”


  Sienna smiled and pushed her back against the door. She put her hand next to Kallie’s head. “You’re not predictable, darlin’,” she drawled and linked her fingers with Kallie’s. “Just transparent.”


  “Well, that’s just as bad,” she said huskily.


  “I think if I hadn’t fucked you so good this morning, you’d be less transparent.”


  Kallie laughed lightly. “You’re such a cad,” she said softly and without sting. “I do want to date you.”


  “Date?” Sienna’s brows lifted in mocking. “You want to be my woman.” She lifted their hands and kissed Kallie’s knuckles. “You already are.” The look in Sienna’s eyes made her skin go warm and her heart race. Sienna smiled and pulled Kallie away from the car. “Come on.” Sienna’s hand went to the small of her back, as she urged her toward the glass door and it opened for them.


  “Hello, Dina,” Sienna greeted the redheaded woman whose lover owned the shop.


  “Hi, Sienna.” She smiled. “Hi, Kallie!” she exclaimed warmly and went to hug her but stopped when Sienna hissed. She gave Sienna a cold glare. “You’re such a bitch. I don—”


  Sienna reached out and smoothly grabbed the shoulder-length ponytail and gave it a hard tug. “Watch your mouth, little sub. I’m sure Ann will be more than happy to remind you of your manners when I tell her you forgot them.”


  The redhead lowered her gaze. “Yes, Lady Sienna.”


  “Is my order ready?”


  “Yes, Lady. I’ll get it.”


  “Thank you.” She released her. “Learn to keep your tongue if you can’t treat me with respect.”


  “What the hell was that?” Kallie demanded once the girl had vanished. “Are you—have—”


  “She’s a sub who comes to the club sometimes, and she knows better than to disrespect a Domme.”


  Her brows rose. “So you think I’m going to allow one of your friends to treat me that way?” she demanded incredulously.


  “Course not,” she said irritably. “You’ll know your place and stay in it.”


  Her jaw dropped. “Really? Really?”


  “Behave, Kallie,” she said as Dina came from the back with a couple of bags and a box. “We’ll discuss this later.”


  “Later!” Her voice rose.


  Dina looked at her but said simply. “Cash or charge?”


  “Charge,” Sienna said.


  “I can’t believe—”


  “Not now, Kallie,” she said in a quiet, implacable tone.


  Kallie blinked. Her butterfly simply bowed its head, giving way to its more dominant mate. The woman fumed quietly as Sienna paid for her purchases, collected them, and motioned for her to head out.


  “See you at the club, Dina.”


  “Yes, Ma’am.”


  At the door Sienna reached around her to push it open and Kallie stepped out, thinking Sienna had always opened doors for her. But she had never been this hard.


  “In you go, darlin’,” she said after opening the truck door and then turning to put the packages in the backseat of the dual cab pick-up. She closed the door and hurriedly rounded the truck and climbed in on the other side.


  “When I ask you not to speak in public, don’t,” Sienna told her.


  “I’m not a fucking child.”


  “And watch the language,” she said. “Those words are only acceptable coming out of your mouth when I’m fucking you.”


  “Damn it!”


  Sienna reached across the seat and snagged Kallie’s braid. “Kallie darling, you’re working up to a spanking with that dirty little mouth.”


  “Sienna, I’m not going to allow you to tell me how or when to talk,” she said coldly.


  “I told you I would control certain aspects of your life, and that language is one,” she retorted and tugged harder on Kallie’s braid but not hard enough to prickle the scalp. “I’ve played enough sweet girl games with you, baby. I’m tired. I want my mate and I intend to have her.” She kissed the corner of Kallie’s mouth and released her.


  Kallie glared at her as she folded her hands in her lap. “I’m not sure this is something I’m willing to deal with.”


  “What about this is a problem for you?”


  “The part where you tell me what to do and say,” she snapped.


  Sienna backed out of the parking lot and noticed a lanky man standing next to a truck. “The situation is highly charged, Kallie, with someone being after you,” she said. “It puts my spider on an even finer edge.”


  “But Dina isn’t your anything and look how you treated her.”


  “Respect,” she said. “It’s a lifestyle she chooses to live. She knows the rules, and you’ll learn them.”


  Kallie looked out the window as she considered Sienna’s words. It was a lifestyle that she, too, was choosing by being with this woman. The butterfly wouldn’t walk away and the woman didn’t want to, but this discipline was something she’d never known. Her mother had been permissive and rarely lifted a hand to her let alone spoke harshly. She didn’t know if she could live the rest of her life this way.


  She glanced at Sienna to tell her that and noticed the tension in her body. “Is someone following us?”


  “No,” she murmured, looking into the rearview mirror. “He’s not. Once the mating is complete, I’ll ease up.”


  “I don’t believe you.”


  “Have I ever been anything but kind to you?”


  “No, but you didn’t want me in your bed then either,” she snapped.


  “You have a point.” A smile tugged at Sienna’s lips. “But you’ll adjust and learn to understand me.”


  “Spiders don’t mate for life,” she mused.


  “More of them do than butterflies, Kallie darling.”


  “Really? Your breed does?”


  “I’m a mixed breed. Box-lady. We’re rare and there are only two of us here in town. We’re strongly sexual, more aggressive than a lady, more dangerous than a box spider, and two times more toxic than both. On the other hand, we’re just as faithful, and yes, we mate for life.”


  Sienna was hers? Only hers?


  Sienna reached across the seat and put her hand on Kallie’s thigh. “You used to wear dresses.”


  “I still do.”


  “I want you to wear them for me.”


  “If I say no?” she asked as they pulled into the parking lot of the nearly empty grocery store.


  Her hand slid up. “I’m extremely aroused by you, Kallie,” she murmured. “During mating, that arousal runs even higher than normal, but my sexual appetites will always be strong which means I will always want easy access to your body.”


  “Sienna, I’m not wearing dresses so you can finger me like some horn dog with a perpetual hard-on.”


  Sienna laughed as she cut the engine. “Baby, right now I am.”


  Chapter Nine


  


  It was still early so only a handful of people were milling around the only grocery store in town when they stepped inside. Some music played softly in the background and a few stockers were restocking shelves and produce.


  Sienna pushed the cart and watched as a man strolled past them. He gave them a nod. She returned it but her spider picked up a ripple of danger. “Let’s hurry,” Sienna said.


  “Fine.” Kallie took over the pushing when Sienna stopped to grab a loaf of bread.


  “Hello, Kallie.” Lima stepped off an aisle. “I’m so sorry for your loss.”


  Kallie eyed her coldly. “I’m sure.”


  “Hello, Lima.” Sienna gave the other woman a cool smile. “Have you talked to Donald about your trip to Peru yet?”


  She smiled. “I imagine he still has questions. Maggie was into something, but I’m not sure what. I looked for her computer and work files at the office, but I haven’t been able to find them. Are they at home, Kallie?”


  “I don’t know,” she answered coldly. “I haven’t looked through any of her things yet. What makes you think my mother was into something?”


  Lima shrugged small shoulders. “Maggie was always so secretive,” she answered nonchalantly. “But she was even more so in the last seven or eight months. That trip she took last year to Greece was when I first realized she was into something though.”


  “And you told the sheriff this?” Sienna demanded.


  “Of course, but the files will tell the real story. She kept two separate sets,” she said and glanced at her watch. “The files are the key to finding out which artifacts she’s smuggled in from Peru and Brazil might be the only way to catch her killer. She might even have smuggled some things in from Greece, too.”


  “You’re such a liar,” Kallie said angrily. “My mother was not a smuggler. I bet you that was all you, bitch.”


  Lima’s gaze chilled. “You really didn’t know your mother. Sienna.” She gave Sienna a nod and strolled away with her cart.


  “B—”


  “Stop with the foul language,” Sienna said with a frown.


  They passed a couple arguing in the frozen foods and Sienna got an uneasy feeling. Kallie was getting a little antsy beside her and her emotions were like the prickly end of a cactus.


  “I never really did like her,” she said.


  “I know,” Sienna replied as she picked out a few items. “She thought you were a weakling.”


  “Bitch.”


  “Language.” Sienna’s tone was quiet as she scanned the store for signs of a threat.


  “It’s true. I bet that cow just lied about my mother because she was the one who wanted to sell the crystals and my mother wouldn’t let her,” she said darkly. “I wouldn’t be surprised if she caused my mother to be killed so she could get the crystals. You saw how casual she tried to sound? Did she really think I’d tell her anything if I knew?”


  “It’s worth mentioning to the sheriff even though they got along pretty well right up until your mother’s death.”


  “I don’t care,” Kallie murmured and Sienna glanced at her. She could tell Kallie was picking up something that she didn’t feel. Something that her butterfly sensed as a threat.


  “What is it, baby?”


  “I’m just on edge,” Kallie answered.


  “Stay close, Kal, and do as I say. I’m sensing danger.”


  “So am I.”


  After paying for the groceries, Kallie pushed the cart out to the parking lot with Sienna strolling along beside her, one hand in her pants pocket. The closer they got to her truck, the stronger the sense of danger became.


  Kallie threw Sienna a look and found her beautiful features tense, the red spots of her eyes dark like the clouds of an approaching storm. She turned back and coldness scraped across her mind and then nothing. All of her emotions went blank.


  “Sienna, something is wrong. I can’t feel anything.” Her voice held a frantic edge.


  “Relax,” Sienna ordered tightly.


  “I can’t,” she snapped. “It’s like being blind.”


  “Try.” Sienna said as they came to a stop at her truck. “Let’s get these in fast.” Sienna unlocked the backdoor of the pick-up.


  Kallie screamed and Sienna jerked around to find her lover standing next to the cart, shaking. “Kal, sweetheart, you’ve got to gain some control, so we can get out of here.”


  “I see lots of blood and you on the ground dead.”


  “Yeah, like that’s happening with you standing right there,” she muttered. “Get in. I’ll take care of the groceries.”


  “Clicking like claws.”


  “Down!” Sienna tried to pull Kallie out of the way, but a scorpion shifting in mid-air to human form landed right next to Kallie and grabbed her before she could reach her. Sienna almost screamed with rage, but held it in check as violence cycled through her.


  The tall and pale, fully clothed man maintained a partial shift. His tail extended above his head, a smirk on his lips. Another scorpion leaped toward them and Kallie let out a scream as he leveled a punch at her face. She just narrowly avoided it and the loud screech of one pissed off spider filled the air followed by the hiss of the scorpions.


  Kallie winced as the low-pitched hiss grated over her nerves. “Let her go!” Sienna ordered in a deadly quiet tone.


  “Or what?” The other scorpion, a bald man, was in a partial shift as well. His eerily black eyes were cold on her.


  “She ends up dead like her mother?” the man who had Kallie in his grip taunted.


  “Give us the spear and tell us where the curator hid the wand,” a female voice ordered as she came up behind Seinna. “We’ll leave you alone.”


  Sienna gave the newcomer a brief look, but it was Kallie who said, “What spear?”


  The scorpion restraining her shook her. “Don’t play dumb, bitch. We know you have them now that mommy dearest is dead.”


  “Stop shaking her,” Sienna ordered coldly. “She doesn’t know what you’re talking about.”


  “Then you do,” the female said calmly. “And you’ll get it for us.” She jerked her head toward the scorpion with his fingers digging into Kallie’s skin. “In the meantime, we’ll hold onto your girlfriend.”


  “Kallie.”


  Kallie’s gaze went to Sienna’s. The red spots were like fire now. She felt the rage that ran hot and thick through her blood as clearly as she felt her intent and ducked when the poison issued from Sienna’s mouth. The green liquid was dark and odorless. It splattered onto the scorpion’s face, and he let out scream. His grip loosened and Sienna moved with spider quickness going into a partial shift. Eight arms, long and spindly, extended from her body and one extended to slap the female scorpion with vicious force. Then, she moved forward as the other man moved to take control of Kallie.


  The bald scorpion barely got a finger on her when Sienna drove a fist into his side. He let out a harsh cry, and a second long spider arm curled around his neck and dragged his head down to slam against her knee before jerking his head and snapping his neck. She shoved the lifeless body at his friend.


  She grabbed Kallie’s arm, pulling her to her. She was pissed and horrified at herself for having reacted too slowly to prevent Kallie from being gabbed.


  So she took it out on the man who’d grabbed Kallie by kicking him so hard his knee cracked. He was still writhing from the poison painfully killing him. His tail surged forward, stinger aimed at Kallie, and a spider arm caught the tail as Sienna lunged forward. She went for his exposed throat, cutting across it with her sharp claws.


  She whipped around as the woman approached, two of her four arms tensed and ready to strike. Rage surged through her light as air. Their eyes met. “In the truck, Kallie.”


  The female scorpion released a high-pitched sound and Kallie cried out while Sienna screeched. The woman lunged and Sienna stepped in front of Kallie and took a punch to the jaw that stung. She landed a punch of her own and shoved the scorpion back. She was going to kill her for daring to aim that stinger at Kallie.


  Being a mutant, the black scorpion’s venom was deadly to Kallie, who had no antibodies to neutralize it.


  “Get your ass in that damned truck!” Sienna snapped.


  Kallie scurried into the truck and Sienna dodged the tail that came at her. With spider quickness she leaped forward and slashed the scorpion across the face before her fingers closed around her throat forcefully. “Retract the goddamned stinger,” she said in a hard tone. “If you want to live to try again.”


  The woman glared at her, eyes cold. “Bitch.”


  “Remember that while you’re staying away from my bitch,” she snapped. “Because the next time we face each other I’m going to kill you.” She punched her in the jaw. “Now, who are you working for?”


  The scorpion spat at her and Sienna leaned to one side, but the poison grazed her cheek. It burned across her skin. Sienna punched her in the stomach and curled one spider arm around her neck.


  “I am deadly serious, here, scorpo,” she said coldly. “I will decapitate your ass with my bare spider hands, but first I will infect you with my poison.”


  “It won’t kill me.”


  Sienna gave her a cold smile. “It will paralyze you, and I will slowly pull your head off. Now, tell him the name!”


  “I don’t know,” she snapped. “But you and your bitch are going to die before this is over.”


  Sienna punched her in the jaw again, knocking her out cold.


  Sienna shoved her into the hood of the car next to her truck and then piled the rest of her groceries into the truck and slammed the door. She climbed in, giving Kallie a hard look. “Buckle up!” She punched in the sheriff’s number, intending on giving him an earful for not having eyes on Kallie.


  “Get your ass over to the grocery story,” she snapped when he answered and then told him what had occurred. “We’ll see you later,” she muttered after he told her he’d send someone over to clean up the mess and then come over to take their statements soon.


  


  * * * *


  


  When they got back to Kallie’s, Sienna was still fuming. She’d remained silent on the drive to keep from lighting into Kallie and verbally wounding her. She was mostly pissed at herself for not getting them out of the store and not getting any answers before taking lives.


  The scorpions were nasty and even though they couldn’t get into the house, they’d keep coming until they got the spear they were after. She assumed it had to be something valuable Maggie had brought back from Peru, which meant she must have met the person responsible for this mess in Peru.


  “I can’t believe you killed them,” Kallie said after Sienna pulled into the garage and cut the engine. “Why didn’t you kill the woman?”


  “I will next time.” She removed the key from the ignition. The woman had been a message to whoever had sent them. She wanted him or her to know she wasn’t some beta spider who couldn’t protect her own.


  “Why just kick her ass and leave her there to come after us again?”


  “Don’t use such foul language,” she said calmly. “Let’s go inside.”


  “Stop telling me what to do,” she muttered and climbed from the truck.


  Sienna followed suit and rounded the back of the truck just as Kallie pulled open the back passenger door. She gave her a shove onto the seat and moved up behind her pinning her down. “Extend your arms, now.”


  Her tone was hard and full of command, but Kallie struggled trying to right herself. The spider was stronger. “Off me.” She yelped when a heavy hand landed on her backside.


  “Do not make me say it again. I’ve already told you to move your ass one time more than I should have had to today.”


  Kallie pushed her arms out and her hands touched the plastic of the bag on the seat.


  “You know how dangerous this situation is, Kal!” she snapped. “Those were scorpions back there, and the bastards would have taken you and done only Goddess knows what to you while they held you.”


  “Sienn—”


  “I am your Mistress, Kallie,” she broke in quietly. “You will obey me.” Sienna removed her hand from Kallie’s and unbuttoned her pants. She dragged the zipper down and then straightened. “From now on you get ten to fifteen lashes for public disobedience but that is just until you learn the rules.” She peeled down her pants before tugging her panties over her small curves.


  “Sie—Mistress—”


  “No, Kallie.” She stroked her hand over one firm globe. She brought her hand down lightly at first. She smoothed away the sting then landed a heavier tap on the same cheek.


  Kallie jumped. She tightened the muscles of her ass and cried out when Sienna’s landed a harder tap.


  “There was danger in the store and in the parking lot, and your refusal to obey could have distracted me enough to get us both killed. That is unacceptable.” She landed another tap on the other cheek. Kallie gasped as the sting burned over soft skin offensively.


  “The psychic blindness was real, and those scorpion noises caused me physical pain.”


  “That is all the more reason you should have reacted more quickly.” Sienna landed another tap on her ass.


  Kalllie closed her eyes as the pain scalded her skin. “Please,” she begged softly.


  “Please what? Hmm? I’m a predatory creature, Kallie,” she snapped. “My spider will fight to the death to protect what it considers its own.” She struck her ass again. “Next time I say move.” Tap. “You move.” Tap. “Your.” Tap. Tap. Tap. “Pretty.” Tap.


  “Ouch!” The last strike hurt even worse.


  “Ass.” Tap. Tap. Tap. Sienna smoothed her hand over Kallie’s soft flesh. “Don’t push me publically again, Kallie, especially while there is danger. And watch your language.”


  She was incensed, but her butterfly knew she was right. She could have gotten them killed.


  “Up.” Sienna wrapped an arm around her waist and urged her up. “Next time I spank you, I hope it’s for pleasure, Kallie darling.” She kissed the side of her neck and then Sienna pulled up her panties and her pants. “I love you, Kallie, and losing you would be more than I can handle. Button your pants and go open the door.”


  She buttoned her pants and turned to face Sienna as those words sank in. This woman was complicated and mysterious, and she loved her. “Mistress?”


  “Yes, Kallie?”


  Kallie touched Sienna’s arm. “I’m sorry I wasn’t any help, but I’m sorrier about the psychic stuff. I’ll work it out.”


  “No, baby,” she murmured, cupping her face. “I had no problems protecting you, killing for you. I will always do all I can to keep you safe.” She kissed her softly. “You should talk to one of the elder butterflies about the clairvoyant stuff. She might have some answers.”


  Kallie nodded. She rubbed a hand over her sore behind as she said, “I’ll be your sub, but I won’t allow you to push me beyond what I can handle.”


  Sienna sighed deeply. “I will push you, but there is no way I can walk away from you. Don’t ask it. Don’t expect it. Go and open the door.”


  Did that mean she’d do anything to keep her or did that mean their relationship would only be on Sienna’s BDSM terms?


  She headed to the house to unlock the door before returning for a few bags. She watched Sienna manhandle the few heavy bags, taking in the feminine muscle and the hardness of her soft body.


  “Daydreaming, Kallie darling?” Sienna called over her shoulder. “I hope it’s about what I’m going to do to you tonight.”


  She laughed. “I was thinking more about what I’d do to you.”


  Sienna laughed. “Mmm, you will please me, tonight.”


  She smiled. What was she getting herself into with this dominant spider?


  Chapter Ten


  


  His fist went through the wall as he fumed. “You were supposed to bring that bitch back here.” He whipped around to face the woman who’d just come into his hotel room looking more than a little rough for wear. Her jaw was swollen, her black hair was in slight disarray and her T-shirt had tear.


  He had chosen her for her skill and success rate, but it looked like that had been a mistake. He’d have to go with his number one and two men who he’d have to bring from another job they were doing for him.


  “I know that,” she answered coolly. “But there was nothing I could do about the spider. You know that the snowy copper is a—”


  “Excuses.” He waved off the rest of her statement with fury pumping through him. That butterfly was not a threat, but her protector the spider was. The butterfly would have been easy to break, but the box-lady was impossible. She was deadly to them all, with her poison being five times greater than theirs.


  “The spider wasn’t surprised,” she snapped out.


  “She still should not have been able to best you three.”


  She dared lift her brow at him in that condescending manner? That little bitch!


  “She’s stronger than you could have thought. Her poison killed faster than we planned for, and it had an acidic quality that we didn’t know about.”


  “That is impossible!” he thundered. He knew there were a few mutant spider and ladybug breeds that kept information about their species limited, but he was certain what they did know was enough in this case.


  “Maybe, but the spider was far more ruthless than you gave her credit for, and I’m certain—”


  “You failed!”


  “Max,” she snapped. “That spider was far more dangerous than she’s known to be over a lover according the curators. So, she might well be mating her. If she is, we need to pull back a few months. The spider’s mating dance can take as long as six years to complete depending on the age of the mate.”


  “No.” He shook his head. “Leave me. I’ll make plans to invade the house and capture the butterfly and get the items that way.”


  “Max, listen to me,” she insisted. “I’m not a spider expert, but I know the box and the lion spiders. I also know the reputation of the lady and this—”


  “Leave me!”


  She shook her head. “I’m not going up against her again soon, so you can damn well find yourself someone else to do it.”


  “If you dare challenge me, I will execute you!” he told her in a hard tone.


  She shrugged. “No, you won’t. You’ll send someone else and that will be your last miscalculation.” She backed out of the room, eyes hard as diamonds and glittering with rage.


  Max smirked at her. He had yet to meet a lesbian who’d turn her back on him. He’d love to get that box-lady in a room alone and with the right plan he’d get his chance.


  “She is right, Max.”


  Max turned to face the woman who’d disappeared into the bedroom before the scorpion’s entrance. She was an attractive woman with her dark hair and chocolate gaze. She was another butterfly, but she had more backbone than the two men, the cop and her curator friend Draden. “What is she so right about, Lima?”


  Lima shrugged. “Sienna is dangerous. Maggie would have counted on her protecting Kallie. She always has looked out for her.”


  “What are the chances that Checkwing hid the items elsewhere? I don’t mind going up against the spider, but I do mind wasting my time.”


  “She didn’t have time to take the items anywhere. They’re in the house. Kallie had the spear when Maggie brought her back from New York after you killed Maggie’s twin. Maggie must have taken it from her and hidden it because I haven’t seen it in years,” Lima said with a calculating look in her eyes. “So, we have to be smart and throw them off guard. I’ve made sure we can get someone in the house.”


  “How?” he demanded, a gleam of excitement threading through him. This was better than what the cop offered. The cop couldn’t get near her, and he wasn’t getting enough information on the investigation.


  “The house is being renovated. There are people in and out of the house all the time, so my guy will keep us informed.”


  “They aren’t using any magic?”


  “Sienna won’t go through the trouble warding the main part of the house,” Lima told him. “She’d have to unlock the wards every morning with people in and out.”


  “The men I have watching the house can’t get in,” Max said with a frown. “I’m told a wall of fire flares every time they try.”


  “Well, that has to be only on the new addition.”


  “The backyard and the side of the house,” Max told her.


  Lima nodded contemplatively. “I’ll check it out myself, but we can still proceed with the rest of the plan.”


  “What’s the rest of your plan?” he asked with a smile. He did like her. She was willing to work for what she wanted.


  Chapter Eleven


  


  They had barely finished putting away the groceries when the crew and the sheriff arrived. Sienna gave her crew instructions before leading the sheriff to the parlor with Kallie leading the way. The room hadn’t gotten a makeover yet, but the changes that were going to be made were cosmetic.


  “Sheriff, can I get you anything?” Kallie asked. “We have water, and some bottles of tea and soda.”


  “No, I’m fine, Kallie, thanks.” He gave her a faint smile.


  Kallie sat on the settee, and the sheriff took one of the chairs. “We saw Lima in the grocery store,” Kallie burst out and then told him about the conversation. “I bet she’s the reason my mother is dead.”


  Donald’s brows snapped together. “I’m investigating her further since she wasn’t born here,” he admitted. “I can take everything she says with a grain of salt, but the truth is, Kallie, I have been checking out her trips. Draden said the same thing Lima did, but Ella said the only other person who might be able to confirm or deny any part of their allegations is Tamryn. Maggie sent her to Greece, Italy, and Egypt to retrieve items for a new exhibit the museum is putting together.”


  “When will she be back?” Kallie demanded.


  “Ella said she won’t be back for a few weeks,” he said. “I checked with the bank, and she did make a ten thousand deposit two days after she returned from Peru.”


  “You bastard!” she snapped. “They are setting her up!”


  “Kallie darling,” Sienna murmured. “Don’t you find it odd that she just dumped the money into her account, Donald?” Sienna demanded. “That would make no sense.”


  He sighed. “She only has one other large deposit which was nine months ago after she returned from Greece. I’m checking to see if she has an off-shore account or a safe-deposit box. So far nothing had popped under her name or yours Kallie.”


  “Because it doesn’t exist!” Kallie snarled.


  “Did the sorry piece of meat you took into custody tell you anything?” Sienna asked tightly as she slipped an arm around Kallie’s thin shoulders.


  Donald shook his head slowly as he drew his lips into a grim line. “He was too afraid of whoever’s calling the shots to give us anything helpful. On top of that, we found him dead this morning. The best the M.E. can tell so far is that it’s witch’s poison. Something with belladonna in it.”


  “Scorpions are allergic to belladonna,” Kallie murmured.


  “He was given water at his request,” the sheriff said with a frown. “All evidence is gone, but I’ll check the tapes to see who gave him the water. As for the prints we got some from outside the house and in the breezeway. Neither of our perps are in the system.”


  “Damn.”


  “I’ve checked around, and both been in town only a few days. They were staying at the hotel. I’m checking out everyone else who’s been in town less than two weeks,” he informed them. “Anyone of them might be Maggie’s contact.”


  “What about rentals?” Sienna asked.


  “I’ll check them out,” he said. “The men obviously weren’t working alone.”


  “What about Lima?” Kallie demanded. “Are you going to check if she talked to him or any of the other newbies in town?”


  He flashed her smile. “Yes.”


  “Good. You should check her phone records and her house, too,” Kallie muttered.


  The sheriff chuckled. “I’ll get right on that.” He turned his gaze on Sienna, who was studying him coldly. “Overkill in the parking lot. Poor Charlie lost his cookies.”


  “Wimp,” she muttered. “I tried to get the woman to talk, but she wouldn’t. I don’t think it’s so much that she’s afraid of her employer as it is loyalty. Black scorpions don’t betray their employers. They die for whatever cause they sign onto.”


  “I’ll have Charlie and Chandra check her out,” he said. “Describe her.”


  “She was about five foot eight with black hair and brown eyes.”


  “She feels like Sienna,” Kallie said. “Dangerous, but not evil. The men were evil. They didn’t care who they hurt.”


  “Sounds like the men were black and gold scorpions while the woman was a black scorpion,” Donald mused. “I’ll pass that on to Charlie. In the meantime, have you found her work computer or her files? Draden thinks the answers are in the files.”


  “No.” Kallie shook her head. “There hasn’t been time to look, but I’ll let you know if I do.”


  Sienna saw him out and returned to the parlor where Kallie was looking out of the window. “It’s going to work out, baby.” She kissed the back of her neck.


  “A butterfly was messing with my head, sending me visions, making me feel things in the parking lot.”


  “How can you know?”


  “My shields are good,” she said. “They weren’t broken. Whoever it was exploited our relationship. They knew I’d freak if something was going to happen to you.”


  “They were trying to keep you from noticing them,” Sienna said.


  “Exactly. Could have been any butterfly in town including Lima.”


  Sienna nodded. “I could die and so could you,” she said gently resting her chin on top of Kallie’s head. “You just have to stay in the moment and be prepared to fight if you have to.”


  “I don’t want to live without you.”


  “Same here, lover.”


  


  * * * *


  


  The next morning, four of the elders came over for brunch. Kallie was in no mood for company, but Sienna left her to dine with them before they headed up to her mother’s room. She and Sienna had looked around it last night after the crew left. So, Kallie didn’t expect to find anything there.


  She did hope that a conversation with the elders might shed some light on her mother’s activities in the last few days before she died. She was close to the youngest elder Miranda. The portly blonde woman had a kindly disposition and shared a love of art with her mother.


  Warmth still lingered in her mother’s big bedroom and the old indoor shutters were thrown open, allowing light to filter into the gold-and-black room. The elders went to work stripping the quilt and sheets from the queen bed with its thick mahogany posts. Jasmine moved to the matching dresser with its sensuous curves and began removing clothing while Miranda went to the closet with her cardboard boxes, and Kallie just stood there watching sadly.


  Her childish laughter tinkled on the air as the memory of her playing dress up with her mother slammed into her. Her mother’s love had been boundless, so there was no way she’d meant to leave her with this mess.


  “So how have you been before this, Kallie?” Miranda, the youngest and sweetest-natured of the four elders present asked, holding out a hand to her.


  Kallie went to her and took her soft hand. “I was okay.” She had been fine, relatively speaking, but she hadn’t been happy. She had missed her home and friends.


  “We’re glad to have you back, but we all wish it had been under happier circumstances.”


  “So do I,” she said and accepted the blouse that was handed to her. She stared at it a long time on the verge of tears, and then she felt Sienna’s warm thoughts in her mind, encouraging her to be strong.


  “You’ll get through this, Kallie,” Jasmine said softly and gave her a hug. “Your mother loved you, and she knew you loved her.”


  She met Jasmine’s brown eyes. “I wish I had been able to tell her that, but I was so selfish.”


  “Hush, child,” Betty, the eldest and most outspoken, said. “Forgive yourself and move on.”


  “That’s what Sienna said.”


  “She’s right,” Betty said with a nod. “She is becoming a rather effective counselor. I’m glad I decided to take her under my wing.”


  “We know why you fought,” Miranda said.


  “We all know she was having trouble accepting your sexuality that’s why I paired her with Sienna.”


  “Why were they paired together?” Kallie asked curiously. Sienna hadn’t said a thing about doing any witch training with her mother.


  “Your mother was giving Sienna her training for priestess training,” Betty said. “Sienna is showing very strong leadership qualities. Besides that, I thought since she was the object of Maggie’s displeasure Sienna could help Maggie better than me or any other counselor.”


  “Help her do what?” Miranda asked, glancing to Jasmine.


  “To accept what she could not change,” Betty answered and gave Jasmine a smile. “Jasmine knows very well what I mean.”


  “It’s difficult to accept that my daughter is not the girl I had envisioned,” Jasmine commented.


  “I’m sorry, I’ve caused you pain,” Kallie said to Jasmine.


  “Nonsense,” Betty admonished. “We all knew where your relationship was headed years ago. Your mother and Jasmine both had years to deal with the issues and prepare for the inevitable.”


  “I agree.” Miranda nodded. “Sienna has always been tender with you. I dare say your hand-fasting will be quite the big affair. Jasmine will have her hands full and Sienna will spare no expense on you.”


  “There’s been no agreement,” Kallie said quickly at the distress on Jasmine’s face. “I mean Sienna will probably break up with me soon.” Sienna was the woman she wanted to spend the rest of her life with, yet there were still so many things that could tear them apart and one of them was right in front of her.


  “Has the sheriff found out anything about Maggie’s death?” Jasmine asked, giving Kallie a cool look.


  “Not much. He seems to think her murder has something to do with her trip to Peru and a missing artifact. Lima asked me about her computer and her files.”


  “Lima went with Maggie on that trip to Peru, and she said Lima wanted to sell a couple of artifacts to a buyer who’d been trying to acquire them for years,” Miranda said.


  “They are now missing from the museum, according to Draden, who is now running the museum,” Janice, the fourth elder, commented.


  “Draden wouldn’t have killed her over that and surely you don’t think Lima would have killed her over money,” Jasmine said incredulous.


  “There is no telling about, Lima,” Janice said, shaking her head.


  “Do you guys know anything about a spear and a wand that maybe my mother brought back?”


  “The mythic spear of life, and its companion piece the wand of fire,” Betty said with a frown. “Your mother and her sister found the spear years ago, but it was lost after her twin’s death.”


  “Maybe the wand is one of the things Maggie brought back,” Jasmine murmured. “It’s a powerful healing crystal that would be worth millions, and it would be worth killing her over.”


  No wonder her mother had been killed. She swallowed tightly. “I should have been here. Maybe she would have confided in me.” Then, she would have been a target for a reason.


  “Maggie wouldn’t have confided something so dangerous in you,” Miranda said. “You’re too young, but you’ll have to find her journals. She would have left you something to help you figure this mess out.”


  


  * * * *


  


  After the elders left, Kallie headed to her bedroom with a heavy heart and more questions than answers about the spear and its companion, the wand. She agreed with Miranda, she needed her mother’s journals. The key had to be contained within the pages of one of them unless she’d put all the clues on her computer or in her work files as Lima thought.


  Her office in the basement was the only place left to look. The attic would be a good place to look, but her mother never went up there.


  She sighed roughly as her gaze lit on the bed and the box laying there. Maybe the sheriff would find something before the person after her actually killed her or Sienna.


  She crossed to the bed and stared down at the box before curiously lifting the lid to stare inside. Her lips pulled into an excited smile at the sight of the soft fabric. She removed the neatly folded items, finding several pairs of panties and beautiful camisoles to go with them. She was shocked at what little they would cover and the fact that the very alluring lace and silk panties were crotchless.


  Sienna had to have spent a fortune on these, but how had she known she’d be home? Sienna had said her mother was going to ask her to come home, but Sienna couldn’t have known she’d stay.


  


  * * * *


  


  Sienna was glad when the day finally wound down. The new floor was done in the kitchen and the hallway and both parlors had been painted. Tomorrow the windows would be done, and the then the bedrooms would be painted and decorated according to the theme. She’d had to bring in another team member to get the work done faster. She could secure the house better without so many people coming in and out.


  Scorpion breeds were generally mercenary and most of the breeds weren’t witches. The gold-and-black breed was the most ambitious and given to a desire for power at any cost. Black scorpions weren’t generally concerned with power and neither were the rare blue-tailed scorpions. So, it would have to be a gold-and-black scorpion who’d mounted this attack-and-retrieval mission.


  They were bottom-feeders, dying out by age forty. She didn’t know if the spear would help them or not. Either way, it was worth mentioning to the sheriff. She sent him a text as she headed to her bedroom after locking up and took a quick shower before checking her toys. The paddle was her toy of choice for tonight. She had a pair of handcuffs that matched the bra and panties she’d bought for Kallie, and she was thinking of using them. She didn’t need the strap-on with her mate. Mother Nature had ensured dominant spider lesbians were interestingly equipped to ensure their lover’s sexual satisfaction. Those mortal women and simpering little submissives Kallie had allowed to touch her hadn’t prepared her for what she’d experience tonight.


  Chapter Twelve


  


  Once all of her toys were clean, dried, and in the case, Sienna headed downstairs. She’d retrieve the quilts she intended to spread on the carpeted floor along with the pillows after dinner. She found Kallie in the charcoal-gray-and-pale-pink sitting room. She was arranging pillows in the middle of the floor with the Shaker-inspired table pulled to one side with a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon Rosé and two glasses on its top. R&B played softly in the background. The curtains had been drawn, blocking the view of the side garden the room opened onto.


  She’d found the quilts, too. They were laid on one of the two sofas next to a pink throw pillow Maggie had made to compliment the gray fabric. She’d turned the lights down low so the firelight would create a warm and intimate glow throughout the large room.


  She’d set the mood perfectly and a smile tugged at Sienna’s lips. She could almost see beneath the skirt of the green dress that bared her slim, delicately muscled legs so well.


  “I thought we’d have a light meal in front of the fire,” Kallie explained after straightening from her task. “Is that okay?”


  “Whatever you’d like.” Her eyes slide over the rounded neckline of Kallie’s dress. Kallie’s long red hair fell over one shoulder, the color a lovely contrast with her gold skin. “You look pretty, baby.”


  Kallie smiled. “Thank you.” She brushed her hair over her shoulder. “Umm, I love my gift.” She flushed a little and Sienna smiled, loving the tinge of pink in her cheeks.


  Sienna placed her case next to the sofa and then crossed the small divide separating them to draw a finger down Kallie’s cheek. “They reminded me of your wings, and how you butterflies like to flash potential mates with your beautiful colors.”


  “To show how healthy we are.” She smiled. “It’s a good thing the butterflies on our hands do the talking. Spiders don’t have replicas of their spiders on their hands, but ladybugs do.”


  “Only submissive spiders do,” Sienna told her. “Dominants show our selves worthy in our ability to provide and protect.”


  “I guess you’ve done that in spades today.” She turned to the fire. “If I let you fully mate me, will you let me have babies?”


  Sienna’s arms came around her and pulled Kallie back against her. “I don’t want more than three, Kal, but I won’t deny you the pleasure of having more.”


  “If I can’t get pregnant, will you have our baby?”


  “I don’t want to, but for you, I’ll do it three times.” Sienna kissed the side of her neck. “You smell so good.” She nipped her delicate skin. “My pussy gets so wet just being near you.” Her hands glided up to cup Kallie’s breasts through the soft fabric. “I’ve waited so long to be able to touch you as I liked, to feel your body against mine.”


  “Me, too,” she murmured and pushed her ass against Sienna’s lower belly. “I want you.”


  Sienna glided her hands along Kallie’s arms as she kissed the back of her neck. Kallie moaned softly and Sienna’s fingers laced through hers before abandoning the soft warmth to push beneath the hem of her dress. She bunched it in her palms and ground her clit against Kallie’s ass.


  “Kallie.” Sienna pushed her hands up beneath the soft fabric of the dress and her breath whooshed out of her, brushing Kallie’s neck. She was wearing the blush-pink lacy open-cup butterfly bra. “Fuck.” She cupped the warm, silky flesh as she pinched the nipples between her fingers.


  Her pussy had dripped as she’d imagined Kallie wearing that bra and the matching little crotchless boyshorts. Just thinking of it now made her wild with lust.


  Kallie arched her back, ass poking insistently into Sienna’s stomach while her breasts filled her hands. She moaned softly as her nipples were pinched harder.


  “Let’s take this dress off,” Sienna murmured at Kallie’s ear. “It’s a little warm in here for so many clothes.” She released her breasts reluctantly after a last pull at her nipples and stepped back to release the zipper and brush the straps down her arms. The fabric whispered down her slim body, exposing her small waist and tightly rounded ass. The shorts hugged her perfectly and made Sienna’s pussy cream furiously.


  The dress landed on the floor and Kallie stepped out of it, feet bare. “Turn around,” Sienna ordered.


  Kallie slowly turned and Sienna cursed at the sight of pink berries standing at attention and dusky pink areolas looking temping enough to bite. Her spider wanted to bite, to lick the pretty silk until it bruised out blue and black.


  She loved the way the butterfly sat between her small breasts, the coloring making Kallie’s skin appear even creamier. The gold butterfly leading to the black tourmaline embedded in her skin just above her right breast was a sexy adornment.


  The shorts clung to her small hips with satin laces up the front adding sexy appeal. She was going to go broke keeping her baby in pretty things.


  “Son of a fucking, bitch, you’re beautiful, baby.” She breathed ragged. “My panties are wet right now.”


  Kallie smiled. “You have good taste, Mistress,” she murmured, chest rising and falling rapidly.


  Sienna stroked her fingers over Kallie’s throat. “I’ll spread out the quilts. Are you very hungry?”


  Kallie nodded solemnly. “I am hungry for the taste of your pussy, Mistress.”


  Sienna smiled at the soft look and the dark ravenous eyes on her. “Stay.”


  “Yes, Mistress.”


  Sienna spread out the thick coverings and grabbed her case and placed it open next to the pallet. She sat on the edge of the sofa and crooked a finger at Kallie, beckoning her closer. “Crawl to me,” she ordered.


  Kallie got on her knees and crawled over, keeping her eyes on Sienna. The girl was too damn pretty. She was going to orgasm before they even got started.


  She reached for the cuffs that came with the outfit. They weren’t the kind she liked to use, but they would give Kallie a feeling of restriction without true restriction, as they were lace with a limited amount of length between stretchy material.


  Sienna stroked her cheek. “I want you to unbutton my blouse first and work your way down.”


  “Yes, Mistress.” Kallie reached up and slowly unbuttoned Sienna’s blouse, holding her gaze. Her breathing was rough as the hunger of her lover’s eyes washed over her, caressed her. Her fingers shook but she managed to get all the buttons open. She gasped at the sight of bare brown flesh, the dark nipples hard.


  She leaned closer and inhaled the soft scent of Sienna’s skin as her tongue licked along the length of her collarbone before dipping to trail unerringly to a dark nipple. She drew her tongue around the areola and then flicked the hard pebble. She lashed at it, her tongue curled around it as she sucked it into her hot mouth with a soft moan.


  Sienna’s fingers pushed into her soft hair and dragged her head closer. “That’s it, little one.” She breathed roughly.


  Kallie teased her nipple, sucked at it, and scraped it with her sharp teeth before turning her attention to the twin. She pinched it lightly before curling her tongue around it to suck it hard. She moaned and her hands caressed Sienna’s strong back beneath her shirt.


  “Oh, yeah.” Sienna groaned hard, and her fingers stroked down Kallie’s back to her ass.


  Kallie sucked her nipple harder and Sienna moaned, her skin growing hotter with each wicked lick of her sub’s tongue. Her nails scraped at her skin, and she lifted her hand and let it fall heavy on Kallie’s ass.


  Kallie stiffened for a moment and then relaxed. She trailed kisses down Sienna’s chest to her flat, cut abs and then to the button of her soft fawn-colored pants. Kallie unbuttoned them and pushed the flaps opened and found her mistress wasn’t wearing any panties. She inhaled the clean scent of her and gave her pants a tug, in a hurry to get them down.


  Sienna lifted her hips to allow Kallie to roll them down over her ass and hips before tugging them down to her ankles and off. She shoved them away and Sienna pushed a hand into her hair and tugged her head back.


  She spread her legs wide, putting one foot on the edge of the sofa before urging Kallie’s face between her legs. “Eat me, baby.”


  Kallie lowered her head as Sienna set her free. Her mouth was watering at the prospect of eating her mate to orgasm.


  She glided her tongue down the retracted labia and back up to the curiously red clit. She licked it gently and watched it swell. Flicking her tongue over it again, she felt the power rise in her at her lover’s moan of approval. Kallie drew her tongue down the slit and let the tip dip into the drenched opening.


  Sienna gasped. Her hips jerked, pushing her pussy in Kallie’s face. One hand pushed into her hair, the fingers clenched, and Kallie thrust her tongue into her entrance. She fucked her with tentative strokes at first and then harder.


  “Like the taste of your Mistress?” Sienna pulled her head back to look down into her eyes and Kallie saw pure hunger in her spider’s gaze.


  It made her womb clench in greedy need, but she could wait. The anticipation would only fuel her desire.


  “You taste so good,” she murmured and lowered her head to lick back up the slit to curl her tongue around the hard bud of Sienna’s clit. She lashed it with a greedy stroke once and then another before sucking it and lashing at it again.


  “Fuck yeah.” Sienna hissed. “Finger my cat, sweetheart.”


  Kallie pushed a finger into her tight pussy and thrust in and out slowly as she licked her clit again and began to tease it with her tongue, one side and then the other pressing firmly before licking over one labia and replacing her finger with her tongue. She fucked in and out of Sienna’s hot cunt and Sienna thrust up, fucking her mouth with easy motions as she tightened her fingers in her hair.


  “Fuck that’s good!” She leaned sideways and flicked her wrist, using a spell to open her case. She spied the textured glove and lube and brought them to her, using more magic. She caught them and grimaced tightly as Kallie’s tongue played over her clit. Quickly she pulled the glove on and poured lube onto the fingers and worked it in before leaning forward and squeezing the gel down the part of Kallie’s ass.


  Kallie arched in protest as the cool liquid glided down her warm skin. Sienna drew the moisture down to the secret place between her taut little globes and around the puckered rosette of her anus.


  “Sienna, no,” Kallie protested.


  Kallie’s mother had taught her that good girls didn’t have their asses breached. She’d heard those prudish, submissive elders mention it more than once. “Still.”


  “Sienna—” She broke off when an authoritative hand landed on her ass.


  Sienna straightened and gripped her hair with her other hand. She tugged her head roughly back. “This ass belongs to me, Kallie. I will play with it all I want.”


  Kallie whimpered in her tight hold.


  “My job is to please and yours is to enjoy being pleased,” she told her firmly. “Now, make me feel good with your sweet little tongue and I will make your ass feel good.” She pressed Kallie’s head back to her cunt and leaned back down to stroke her finger around the tightly puckered treasure. “Your ass is rich with nerves, darlin’.” She pushed her finger in and Kallie stiffened. Sienna gave her ass a light tap. “Relax it or I will fuck it with the biggest dick I have in that box.”


  Kallie relaxed and Sienna pushed her finger deeper, drew it out, and thrust it back. Kallie’s gasp reached her, and a smile tugged at her lips. She’d known her darling would love having her ass taken. She pushed her fingers in and out, using Kallie’s groans as a guide to how much rougher to give it to her.


  Kallie swiped her tongue through Sienna’s juicy slit and groaned as two fingers filled her, took possession of her ass in deft strokes. She tried to stay still but found herself pushing back against them. They stretched her, aroused her further.


  Sienna withdrew her fingers after the third time Kallie pushed against them. “Enough, little butterfly.”


  Kallie licked her one last time and Sienna shoved her back roughly and looked down at her. “I said enough, little cunt. Turn over.” She was discarding the glove and moving to her knees with preternatural quickness even as Kallie blinked. Sienna yanked her onto her knees with speed and agility.


  Kallie gasped.


  “Ass up!” She gave Kallie’s ass a hard slap.


  Kallie pushed her ass up, and Sienna reached into her case and removed a crop. “You’re going to have to learn to obey.” She smoothed her hand over the taut flesh and brought it down lightly.


  Kallie made a soft sound. Sienna delivered a harder blow and then another before smoothing the stinging flesh. “When I say enough, Kallie, it means enough.” She brought the crop down on her ass and Kallie clenched her cheeks.


  “Goddess.” Sienna breathed raggedly.


  


  * * * *


  


  Kallie gasped as the crop came down on her ass a second time. She closed her eyes as the sting burned through her muscles. The third one was harder, and she cried out but forced herself to relax. The fourth was of similar force, but something happened. The blow sent shockwaves through her butt that traveled with the speed of light to her clit. Sensation erupted and spread through her body, tearing a moan from her as the pain bloomed into pleasure.


  Sienna stroked her ass with her hand. “You like the rough affection, don’t you, baby?” She hit her again.


  Kallie groaned. She didn’t understand how a spanking could evoke such pleasure. Violence was the opposite of desire and yet she craved more of the pain that burned her ass and caused cream to weep from her pussy and dampen her thighs.


  “Mistress.” It was a plea, sure and simple. She was on fire, burning from the inside out.


  Sienna slapped her ass with her hand and Kallie cried out. Her womb clenched, her cream ran, and the subtle smell of honeysuckle wafted lightly on the air. Oh Goddess, she needed to come so bad. Her clit was throbbing and her blood was a conflagration threatening to send her up in ashes. “Mistress, I need—”


  Sienna reached beneath her and pinched one nipple hard. “You need to keep your fucking mouth closed unless you’re moaning.”


  “Goddess,” she cried as Sienna pinched the other nipple. “Oh fuck!” The pain was a seduction that had her pussy clenching with the need for release. Her hips moved as she humped the air, and Sienna’s crop clapped against the backs of her thighs. “Damn it! It’s making me crazy!”


  Sienna chuckled wickedly and landed a blow with her hand on one cheek and then the other. She slapped out a staccato beat, one then the other. The pain was unbearable and delicious at once. Kallie’s mind slipped into a haze, her body became a living flame. She ached, she burned. She needed to be fucked.


  “Fuck me!” she screamed. “Fuck me,” she whimpered. “Sienna, I need to come so bad.”


  “Come, and I’ll crop your ass harder, little cunt,” she said and punctuated her sentence with a hard slap of the crop.


  “Fuck!” The pain sluiced through her, sending her deeper into what she could only describe as a sensual fog. She wanted to come so bad she was in tears and then she felt Sienna’s fingers stroking along her slit. “No.” Kallie whimpered.


  Sienna pushed them into her hot pussy and fucked lightly at first, as if testing for readiness, and then harder. “Mmm, my sweet little honeysuckle.”


  Kallie clenched her fingers in the quilt, thrashing as rapture careened through her. She screamed. Delectation was a pitiless monster sending her body soaring, yet her orgasm remained just out of reach. “Mistress, please.”


  Sienna slapped her ass and Kallie groaned. She trailed kisses down her back and bit her hard, licked over the sting and kissed down a little lower. Sienna bit her again. As she did, she pushed her fingers into her pussy and slowly fucked her. Kallie groaned. She felt ravenous with need.


  Sienna thrust her fingers deeper as she rubbed her clit against Kallie’s ass. Her own juices slid down her leg. Sienna shifted and ground her clit against Kallie’s drenched pussy. She moved her hips in slow circles and Kallie moaned as she pressed back into her.


  Kallie stiffened as warm liquid began to flow into her, mingle with Sienna’s fingers as they thrust into her. The warmth flooded her and Sienna withdrew her fingers, drawing them back to Kallie’s clit. She rubbed the erect nubbin with the heel of one hand and held her hips still with the other as the warm juices burned their way into Kallie, filling her, stretching her.


  Kallie stiffened against her. “Sienna.”


  “Relax, baby, that’s just liquid silk.” She groaned hard as she ground against Kallie’s pussy. “Fuck.”


  Kallie trembled as the warm juices parted her tight inner tissues. The silk had a raised texture to it similar to that of Sienna’s fingers.


  “Sienna,” she whispered. The silk was slick and broader than any dildo that had been used on her. Her pussy clenched around the firm liquid. She was too full, and she breathed roughly as she adjusted to the girth and then Sienna was moving against her and the silk massaged her pussy, stoking it in a spiral motion that had her gasping in pleasure.


  “Fuck, I can feel how tight your sweet pussy is.”


  “Sienna.” She breathed roughly. Her body felt alive, burning, aching for more. She felt Sienna’s lust, her pleasure as she fucked her.


  Kallie closed her eyes. She was going to go out of her mind from the rapture from the delicious bite of pain.


  “Fuck yeah!” Sienna growled.


  “Baby!” Kallie clawed at the covers beneath her as Sienna ground hard against her, sending the liquid deep as it could go into her pussy. Each thrust pushed her higher, turned her blood into a living pool of lava.


  Sienna slapped Kallie’s ass hard and Kallie whimpered.


  “Oh, Sienna. Yes!” A whack to her clit had her screaming as her orgasm ripped through her, pulling her body tight, and still Sienna ground against her, fucking her hard and deep with that mysterious liquid silk. Her juices spilled down her thighs as her pussy convulsed violently. The liquid burst and some soaked into her tissues, throwing her into another orgasm.


  “Kallie,” Sienna whispered her name.


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Breathing hard, Kallie allowed Sienna to take her with her as she rolled onto her back. Her body was still aglow with sensation even as she came down. She shifted as Sienna settled her on her back and moved over her to claim her mouth. Her lips were warm, her kiss demanding.


  Kallie curled her arms around her neck and spread her legs wide. Her pussy was still a hot, leaky faucet, and Sienna penetrated her again—this time with her suddenly broad textured fingers.


  “Sienna.” Her fingers were slick as they pumped into her. She arched into her. “Baby, you’re insatiable.” She cried as deft fingers pressed against her sensitive clit.


  “I need more.” Sienna kept her fingers in place as she skimmed over Kallie’s chest with her lips to close them over a tight nipple.


  “Oh, Goddess.” Kallie arched to her mouth as she raked her nails up Sienna’s back. “Mmm.” Her body was blazing anew as Sienna sucked her nipple hard and fucked her slowly. She squirmed, straining to get closer.


  Sienna scraped at her nipple, flicked her clit with slow, deliberate circles. Kallie breathed harshly. Sienna licked her other nipple, sucked it, and drew her tongue round it as she pressed three fingers into Kallie’s pussy.


  “You’re so hot,” Sienna murmured and brushed Kallie’s lips with hers as she moved between Kallie’s thighs. She ground her clit against Kallie’s. “Your pussy’s so wet.”


  “I’m hot for you,” she said, draping one leg over Sienna’s butt. “I like having you like this.” She groaned as her mistress moved her hips in slow circles, grinding against her clit, making her hungrier even as she urged Kallie’s arms above her head where she pinned them.


  Kallie arched up, thrusting, moving with Sienna. She loved the intimacy, the feel of her mate’s body grinding into hers. “Feels so good, Sia.”


  Their breathing mingled, grew louder as their bodies gyrated harder, faster.


  “Fuck!” Sienna cried out.


  Kallie’s body tightened. One more hard grind and Kallie came undone. She screamed, bucked. “Ahhh!”


  Sienna bit her throat, throwing her into another orgasm. She trembled as the pleasure blew through her like a tornado on a single-minded trek. She exhaled roughly and her eyes drifted closed.


  Sienna kissed her neck and smiled. “Girl, you better learn to keep up.” She rolled off Kallie and got nimbly to her feet, heading to the bathroom to clean up before dampening a cloth and heading back to the sitting room to clean Kallie’s juices from her.


  Once she’d cleaned her up, Sienna turned Kallie over gently to check her skin where she’d cropped her. She’d tried to be gentle for their first time, but this woman turned her on beyond words and left her struggling to hold onto her control.


  She’d marked enough that the skin was welted. She would be sore and bruised unless she treated it. So, she reached into her bag for a bottle and a package of cotton balls. She cleaned the welts and then retrieved another bottle and added some healing oil. Kallie healed quickly but not as quickly as the rest of her breed. She kissed the small of her back and headed upstairs to grab a pair of boyshorts and a T-shirt.


  “Sia?” Kallie called when she stepped back into the sitting room.


  “Shh, baby.” She walked over to the pallet and kissed her. “Feel okay?”


  Kallie smiled. “I’d feel less like a hit and run if you lay down with me.”


  She pushed her fingers into Kallie’s hair. “You’re mine, not some little toy I could ever get my fill of.” She urged her back and grabbed the quilt and tugged it up over them. “We’ll grab something to eat soon.”


  Kallie snuggled against Sienna the second she lay down, putting her head on her shoulder. Sienna closed her arm around her, urging her closer. “I missed you so much,” Kallie admitted. “I hated every woman you might have been with.”


  Sienna stroked her hair. “I’m glad you came home to me, Kallie darling.”


  Kallie rested her hand on Sienna’s stomach and closed her eyes.


  


  * * * *


  


  Sienna came awake with a jerk. She listened hard, wondering what had awakened her. With her mind, she reached out to check the webs and found them still intact, but the fire flared momentarily as if warding off an attack.


  The scorpions were likely testing the protections as they sought a way into the house. She’d used a fire alarm spell, but it would fade with the light of day to allow the crew and deliverymen access to the house. That would only work so many times before they found a witch to bring her wards down. She’d need more protection.


  Kallie stirred, her hand clenching on Sienna’s stomach.


  Kallie felt her rising tensions. The bond between them had always been strong, but now that their souls were beginning to connect, the emotional bond was growing into a psychic connection as well. The bond would allow her to telepathically communicate with Kallie, not just pick up her emotions.


  She relaxed when the fire of her spell calmed.


  Kallie stroked Sienna’s stomach. “Danger?”


  “We’re safe.”


  “What was that thing you did to me?”


  “It’s called the silken spiral. The juices of the dominant lesbian spider turn to liquid silk which hardens as it flows into our mate. It allows us to give our mates more pleasure,” she explained.


  “I loved it.” She sat up. “I’m hungry.”


  “Let’s get you fed.” She sat up, too, and kissed Kallie’s back. The bites had left marks, but they would be barely noticeable by morning. She licked over one and Kallie moaned. Sienna smiled. “Come on.” She got to her feet and gave Kallie a hand up. The momentum carried Kallie into Sienna, who wrapped her arms around her, and slipped her tongue past Kallie’s parted lips. “Mmm,” Sienna moaned. “Shower now or later?”


  Kallie smiled. “Later. I’ll just grab a robe and be right back.”


  “I’ll bring in dinner.”


  I think you’re going to be way too much woman for me.”


  “You’ll deal,” Sienna said with a smile as her lover left the room.


  


  * * * *


  


  “Hey, you.”


  She smiled as she felt Kallie coming up behind her several moments later.


  “Come have some wine, I want to talk a little.”


  Kallie took the wine Sienna poured for her. “I didn’t please you?”


  She frowned at the fear in her mate’s voice. “You’re an excellent lover, Kallie darling,” she murmured and reached out to stroke her cheek. “I was just wondering if you talked to the elders about the spear?”


  “I mentioned it to them, and the wand was its companion piece called the wand of fire,” she answered. “Betty said the spear had been lost.”


  “Did they say what its purpose was?”


  Kallie stroked Sienna’s thigh. “They’re powerful healing tools worth millions. My mom was interested in crystals and their healing powers,” she murmured. “She said our species was changing and adapting every year, so the mysteries of the past could help us understand the mutations of the present and the future. She never would have told them.”


  “I know she was fascinated by mutations,” Sienna responded.


  “Maybe one of them cures mutations or offset the deficiencies created by crossbreeding even within the same species,” Kallie said.


  “Maybe,” Sienna agreed.


  “I mean look at me, my parents were checkerspots while I look like a snowy copper with copper and black checks. I look like a lycaenidae breed instead of the nymphalidae breed I am. The mutation left me temporarily vulnerable to every disease that came along.”


  “Yeah, that’s true.” Shit! Maggie had used one of those tools to heal Kallie’s compromised immune system. What if the spear hadn’t been lost but had been enchanted to look like a tattoo?


  “We have to go to the basement tomorrow,” Kallie said. “We need her notes, Sienna. We have to find the wand before the scorpions kill one or both of us.”


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Kallie woke to the sun on her face, the smell of coffee, and a cold bed. Sienna was probably working, but she’d much rather she be lying in bed next to her. That’s where a mate was supposed to be if she really loved her mate.


  She closed her eyes again and squeezed them tight as anger formed tears that burned the backs of her lids. “Damn you, Sia,” she whispered. Sienna was going to suck her in and then…she was going to hurt her bad.


  She opened her eyes and sat up and lost her breath. Caramel eyes were watching her from next to the window, but Sienna was fully dressed with a cup of coffee in her hand.


  “Morning darlin’,” Sienna drawled and then set her cup on the window ledge and crossed the room to the bed. “Did you sleep well?” She stroked her fingers through Kallie’s red hair pushing it back from her face.


  Warmth flooded her as nearly soft fingers stroked down her neck and brushed over the bite mark on her throat. She shivered, her body reacting quickly—heating and craving her mate’s kiss.


  “You need to answer me,” Sienna ordered softly as she lowered her head and licked over the mark.


  “I slept well.” The words came out breathless and husky.


  “You felt safe with me,” Sienna murmured. “I’m glad.”


  “I want you in bed with me when I wake.”


  “My little butterfly is quite demanding.” Sienna kissed the corner of her mouth. “I haven’t had any reason to lounge in bed.”


  “Now you do.”


  Sienna gave her a warm smile. “I’ll have to adjust.” She kissed her. Her tongue stroked over Kallie’s, dueled with it, and then withdrew. “I brought you breakfast, butterfly.” She smiled and got to her feet to retrieve a tray from the dressing table.


  Kallie smiled. “Pancakes with candied honeysuckle and lavender! My favorite. Thanks.” She snagged a flower and held it out for Sienna.


  Sienna took it, nipping her finger lightly. “Now I know why you’re so sweet to eat.”


  Kallie blushed. “Sia.” She grabbed the napkin. A silver chain was wrapped around it and a double heart charm with a ruby in the center of each stared up at her. Her stomach clenched, and she looked up at Sienna.


  “It’s nothing really,” she said quietly. “Just a collar and a token of my affection but if you don’t like the charm—”


  “No, I like it.” She smiled. “I love it. Collar? I always thought those were dog collars with spikes.”


  Sienna chuckled. “I’m not fond of spikes. You don’t have to wear it if you don’t want to but if you do everyone will know the necklace is a collar.”


  She nodded, understanding. “Put it on me?” Sienna was complicated and not exactly the woman she’d seemed.


  Sienna put the necklace around her neck and brushed Kallie’s thick hair aside and kissed her neck. She drew back and started to speak when the doorbell rang. “That’s my dad. He’s checking to make sure everything is fine.”


  “Well, I’ll finish breakfast and shower and then we can go to the basement to check out my mother’s office.”


  “Good idea,” Sienna said with a smile. “Call for me if I’m not back in this part of the house then.”


  “You have your cell?”


  “I don’t need it with you, darlin’,” she murmured. “Spiders connect telepathically to their mates and families automatically even if the mate isn’t telepathic.”


  “You’ll be able to send me messages?”


  “And track you through our bond,” she said. “It’s a feeling I’ll get.”


  “Oh. Well, I can’t wait to try it out.” She smiled.


  Sienna made a face when her cell phone rang. “My dad.” She dropped a kiss on Kallie’s forehead and exited the room.


  Sienna headed downstairs and strolled through the sunroom to get to the front door of the Victorian. A look out of the peephole revealed her father’s form. She pulled the door open to find he wasn’t alone. Other members of the crew were with him.


  “Everything okay?” MJ asked after stepping inside.


  “Fine. Where’s that flooring?”


  “It’ll arrive later, but in the meantime we’ll go ahead and remove the old vanities and toilets,” he answered. “Everything should be here soon.”


  “Okay, I have something I need to do before I join you guys, so I’m going to let you handle that.”


  MJ nodded and glanced at his uncle and then headed for the stairs.


  “You want a cup of coffee?” she asked, motioning to the kitchen.


  “Coffee’s good.” He nodded.


  She led the way to the kitchen where she’d already made a pot of coffee and set out packaged pastries and fruit and put a sign on the fridge telling the guys to help themselves to whatever was inside they wanted.


  “How is Kallie?” Kemp asked as he stirred cream into his coffee.


  “She’s okay.” She shrugged as she leaned against the white cabinets that faced the eat-in kitchen that had been widened in the early part of the renovations to accommodate three small tables instead of one big one.


  “Your mother and I are worried,” Kemp told her after taking a sip of the rich pale brew. He turned his head to look out the window into the strand of oaks just off the property. “Charlie told us about the attack and the damage you did to two of the attackers.”


  She shrugged. “I had to protect us.”


  “Unnecessary force,” he said coldly. “I’m an enforcer. I know your poison would have sufficed with a black-and-gold scorpion. You could easily have paralyzed a black scorpion.”


  “Dad, you’re really making a fuss out of nothing,” she said coolly. “Those very men could have killed Maggie and they were going to kidnap Kallie.”


  “He thinks you’re mating Kallie.” He cursed.


  She studied him, knowing he wasn’t too pleased. Accepting her as a lesbian had been hard for him, but her taking a female as her mate made it real. “I’ve known she’s my mate for nearly ten years.” She shrugged. “Not mating her now would be impossible.”


  “Your mother won’t be thrilled,” Kemp murmured.


  “She already knows. She just doesn’t want to accept it.”


  “Your mom and I were excited when we found out we were having a girl—I don’t want to accept it either.”


  “I’m sorry you feel that way,” she answered coldly. “But it changes nothing.”


  Kemp shook his head as his lips pulled into a thin line. “Some of the men are watching the house, but Betty wants to pull them back and allow some of the dominant women to keep an eye on you.”


  “It’s a good idea.” Sienna knew she was being considered for a new role within the female structure of her coven.


  “Betty has finally brought the issue of you dominant females having your own power structure within the coven, and with you and some of the others being as strong as or stronger than some of the young men, we have no choice but to allow the changes she’s asked us to make.”


  She knew those old men hated that even more than the old women. Their coven was built mainly on traditional values with straight couples raising their children in monogamous homes. There were a few swingers among them, but that didn’t change their beliefs. Women were the caretakers and men were the bread winners and protectors.


  “I’m glad.”


  He sighed. “We have to make allowances for you girls or lose you, and it will be better to have you in the coven rather than you leaving and forming your own coven.”


  She smiled knowingly. Those old men knew they’d lose whatever control and influence they had if dominant girls formed their own covens.


  “I think it’s very progressive of you old coots,” she said and then gave her father a hug.


  “I will want to keep MJ involved in Kallie’s protection as much as possible.”


  “Of course.” She exited the kitchen.


  “Hey,” Kallie greeted her when she stepped into the corridor just off the kitchen.


  “Are you ready to have a look in your mom’s office?” Her arms went around Kallie, pulling her to her.


  Kallie’s arms went around her neck. “Were you fighting your dad? I can’t pick up your thoughts. How do you block me so well?”


  Sienna gave her a soft smile. “I don’t want you to feel things from me you don’t have to.”


  “You said you loved me—”


  “Doesn’t mean I want you to feel my anger unless you have to.”


  “You mean unless it’s directed at me,” she corrected and frowned. “It’s like saying you think I’m too fragile, or you don’t trust me. Which is it? Either way it offends me.”


  Sienna kissed her lightly and stroked her hands up Kallie’s back. “We weren’t fighting,” Sienna said. “Both of my parents still have trouble with my being a lesbian. For my father I think it’s the fact that I’m stronger than my brothers in a lot of ways.”


  “He thinks you’re masculine?” Kallie asked with a frown. “Do you want to be a man?”


  “Hell fucking no.” She made a face. “I like the feel of women, of you. The smell of a woman is so much richer and more delicious than that of any man.”


  “That only tells me you’d still like women if you had a sex change.” Kallie pulled out of her arms. “I’m gay. I love being with women. I don’t want a man, Sia.”


  Sienna’s fingers closed around the silver chain around Kallie’s neck. “Good, because you have a woman who’s going to take care of you, make you happy, and love you every day of her life.” She closed her fingers around Kallie’s throat. “I’m a dominant woman and I love being a woman.”


  “You like controlling women,” she muttered.


  “Kal, there are certain—the discipline is as much for me as it is for you,” she admitted. “Most men will never admit they need the order, the control, of BDSM. You haven’t seen a tenth of the violence I’m capable of, darlin’. The order, the structure keeps me on the right side, so I need that control with you.”


  Kallie studied her and Sienna wondered if she’d try to run now that she knew she still had so much to learn about her and the violence she was capable of.


  “I’ve always felt safe with you,” Kallie said softly. “I’ve always known you’d take care of me if I came to you. I’ve wanted everything you had to give while being afraid you’d give it and then just walk away, leaving me wanting more.”


  Sienna shook her head. Kallie had no idea what she was saying and to what kind of creature she was talking to. The box-lady would never let her go.


  “You always were safe with me, and you always will be.” She kissed the tip of her nose. “Let’s go check out the office.” Sienna led her to the original section of the house.


  “Sienna.” MJ’s voice stopped their trek to the basement.


  “What?” she asked after he’d joined them.


  “We’ve found a problem in one of the bathrooms,” he said. “Come have a look.”


  “All right.” She turned to Kallie. “Wait for me. I don’t want you down there alone. Go into the kitchen, and call if you need me.” Her tone was firm and Kallie nodded.


  “Okay.”


  Chapter Fifteen


  


  Kallie stepped into the bright kitchen she’d spent so much of her time in as a child and noticed some things had changed. The Victorian era was still in full force in color and style, but the kitchen felt different. Across the room, the old table she’d sat down at while she learned basic potion making was gone and so was the greenhouse the kitchen opened onto. The door now led out to a patio from what she could tell.


  Kallie crossed the room to peer outside and saw what appeared to be a woman staring at her from the trees. She backed up, a bad feeling starting in her stomach. A sound had her jerking around and coming face to face with Dizzy, a six-foot-four-inch man. He was wearing a T-shirt with the logo of Kemp Haze’s company emblazoned across the chest.


  His dark eyes held a hint of mischief that translated to danger. Her butterfly went cold.


  “This came for you,” he said, holding up a box she hadn’t even noticed. “I’ll leave it on the counter.” He gave her a nod. “My condolences.”


  “Thank you.” She waited until after he’d left to creep closer to the package.


  The box was prettily wrapped in green rather than pink, her favorite color. She carefully unwrapped it, eager to find out what was inside. Her butterfly went still in tense apprehension that sent a wave of cold warning through her as she lifted the box’s lid. She peeked inside and let out a scream as her mother’s eyes stared back at her from her decapitated head.


  “Kallie, my precious little slut.” The voice that came out of her mother’s mouth wasn’t hers. It was dark and her lips twisted cruelly. “I am going to cut your head off, too, but first I’ll spend several long days torturing you until you tell me where the fuck my spear and wand are.”


  She shook her head, backing up. Horror at what was happening, what had been done to her mother, tore through her.


  “Don’t you dare walk away from me!”


  She stopped, her eyes wide, her breathing harsh. Her skin chilled. Her blood turned to ice water in her veins. “Mommy.”


  “I am your mommy.” The last word was a mocking sneer. “Come closer. I have a secret to tell you.”


  Kallie’s feet moved automatically, hands shaking as she stared into the box at the pale skin that had once been warmly tanned and eyes that had been so full of love and life.


  “Come closer.” Her mother giggled.


  She moved closer and her mother opened her mouth. Inky black sludge issued forth and Kallie screamed as she was yanked sideways. She collided with a hard body as the sludge splattered onto the floor.


  “What the hell?” MJ demanded breathlessly.


  “Hold her,” Sienna ordered him and stalked across the room to peer into the box. The cold eyes glared at her.


  “Bitch.”


  “Necromancer, I am going to kill you!” she snapped. “Wait until I find you! That shit could have hurt her, but my shit is going to kill you.” She slapped the top over the box. “Call that freaking sheriff.”


  “I’m doing it,” MJ assured her.


  Kallie sagged, fear still a strong grip around her heart. She shook, refusing to scream from terror, from rage. She covered her face with her hands and felt a long spider arm pull her close. She turned her head to Sienna’s shoulder. “How could they do that?”


  “Shh, darlin,” she murmured, a human hand on the back of Kallie’s head. “I will make them pay for desecrating your mother’s grave.”


  Her voice throbbed with a promise that had Kallie’s arms going around her neck as she took comfort from her mate.


  “I’m here,” Sienna crooned. “MJ.”


  “He’s on his way.” MJ watched his cousin, looking as if she were going to punch the wall. Helplessness and rage stained her face. “The person behind this will pay.”


  “I know,” Sienna said firmly.


  


  * * * *


  


  “Looks like the sheriff’s here.” MJ gave Sienna a look ten minutes later when the doorbell rang. “I’ll get it.”


  “Yeah,” she agreed.


  “Hello, Sienna,” the sheriff greeted her grimly a few minutes later. Sienna watched his gaze flicker with sympathy before narrowing on the offending box across the room.


  She’d kept Kallie in the kitchen, not wanting to risk that box disappearing. One of her people had brought it in and maybe one of them would have taken it out.


  “How’d the box get here?” Donald asked as two others, Charlie and Chandra followed him in.


  “Dizzy brought it,” Kallie told him.


  “Dizzy?” Sienna asked with a frown. Fucker was in trouble.


  “We’ll take him in and talk to him,” he said. “MJ said it spat that.” He motioned to the black stain on the floor.


  “Yep.” Sienna gave him a cold look.


  “Did it talk?” He directed his gaze to Kallie, who had her head on Sienna’s breast. “It’s not your mother. No matter what face it has.”


  She nodded. “It wants the spear and the wand. Said it was going to kill me after torturing me.”


  “We won’t let that happen,” he said. “Chandra, go ahead and get some samples and check the doors for prints.”


  “Sir.” She gave him a sharp nod and then gave her coven sisters a sympathetic look before taking her black case across the room.


  “Anything on the girl?” Sienna demanded.


  “She rented an apartment, not too far from the hotel. Brayberry’s place, but she wasn’t there,” he told them. “She’s in the wind. According to the manager, she came in with one of your kills as well as another man. The man rented a room under the name of Smith, and he had company the night before last.”


  “Who?” Sienna demanded. “Did he see?”


  “Draden and another man. He didn’t see the other man’s face. It was too dark.”


  “Damn.”


  “I’m sorry, sheriff,” Kallie said apologetically. “Can I get you guys a drink?”


  Sienna gave her an incredulous look. “He’s not here for tea, Kallie.”


  “No, thanks, Kallie,” he said with a little smile. “You’re just like your mother. She was always a very welcoming lady.”


  “So, you’ve got nothing on this other, and it’s pretty obvious Draden was conspiring with someone not Maggie,” Sienna snapped.


  The sheriff sighed deeply. “I talked to Lima again, but she still maintains that Maggie was smuggling magical artifacts from Peru and Brail and selling them to the highest bidder.”


  "That is not true!” Kallie snapped. “That b—woman is lying on my mother.”


  Sienna pulled Kallie against her side. “What about Draden?” Sienna asked. “Are you bringing him in or having someone follow him to see if you can find out who his contact is?”


  “I have someone on him,” he said. “But I don’t have the man power unless we—”


  “One of my coven can watch him,” Sienna jumped in. “A reserve enforcer. I’ll call my dad, and he’ll pick someone to take up the slack.”


  Donald nodded. “Fine. I’ll talk to him. Maybe you should let us come over and search,” he said. “Draden gave me pictures of this spear of life and the wand of fire. He said Maggie had the wand of fire when she returned from Peru, but she’s had the spear since after her twin’s death. He said he saw it in her possession more than once.”


  Kallie frowned. “I don’t know what it looks like,” she said. “I’ve never seen it, but okay. You can come over tomorrow? The Elders said it was worth millions. Isn’t that a reason for Draden and Lima to kill my mother?”


  Donald grimaced. “It’s enough to turn her into a smuggler too, Kallie,” he said and winced at the look Kallie gave him. “Around nine?”


  “That will be fine,” Kallie answered coldly.


  “It will be too many people in the house, and we’re trying to renovate,” Sienna protested.


  “We’ll stay out of the way,” the sheriff promised. “I think it’s time to put a few enforcers outside the house around the clock, and I’d like to put one inside.”


  “My father had coven on it. MJ will stay with us,” Sienna said coldly and Kallie rubbed her hand up her back, but it didn’t stop the feeling inside of Sienna that something was about to go even more wrong.


  



  Chapter Sixteen


  


  Kallie wasn’t surprised that the elders descended on them after that, preventing their trip to the basement. They stayed well into the evening and Sienna left her with them while she worked.


  MJ was to stay with them until this was over, and Sienna’s friend Kaminari joined them as well. They were both staying in the main house.


  “Did the sheriff take Dizzy in for questioning?” Kaminari asked after everyone had gone that evening.


  Sienna nodded, glancing to her friend and coven sister. She was a beautiful Japanese woman with sharp cheekbones and almond-shaped brown eyes fringed by long lashes. If she hadn’t been a dominant, she would have made her a lover years ago. “Yeah, but his story is it was delivered. Kallie felt something that frightened her, though.” She shook her head as she stared off into the trees outside the backyard. The night was almost quiet except for a night bird’s call.


  “Her senses have always been extraordinarily strong for a mutant nymphalidae breed,” Kami responded. “Do you know what this spear does? Did Maggie not give you any clues while you were working with her and driving her around town?”


  “All we know is that it’s a powerful healing crystal, and Maggie wasn’t forthcoming.” She sighed deeply. She trusted Kami with her life, but the night had ears. She could feel a scorpion in its microform not too far from her barrier. They were watching, waiting for the most opportune time to get into the house and get to Kallie.


  “Tas and Peta are out there, too,” she said in a low tone. “They’re watching to see what they can see in micro form. Both are in the trees.”


  She nodded. Her friends were strong dominants as she was, especially Tas and Kami. Both shared a similar affliction. They were mutants like her who were stronger than their parents. Kami was a butterfly and Tas was a ladybug, as was Peta.


  “We’ll get them, honey.” Kami took her hand and squeezed it. “If the crystals are here, we’ll find them before the sheriff or the scorpions.”


  “Hopefully,” she murmured. “But I will kill the guy behind this for putting Kallie through hell.”


  “We’re there with you,” Kami told her. “No one fucks with us.”


  “Exactly the message I want to send.”


  “Have you given any thought to my request?”


  Sienna sighed. She had fully mated Kallie last night, so she was secure that she belonged to her. Besides, this was something she herself wanted to introduce Kallie to, but only with her inner circle. Kami, Tas, Peta, and Alexandra, who was currently out of town.


  “We’ve shared women before, but this is new territory,” Kami said when she didn’t reply. “I want her, but not at the price of our friendship.”


  “I don’t have a problem with it, but Kallie might,” she murmured. “Let’s go inside and see what happens.”


  Sienna made sure the house was secure before she went up to her room. She retrieved her bag from the closet and removed some of the toys she’d like to use. Once she’d laid them out, a rap on the door signaled Kami’s arrival.


  “Come in.”


  The door opened and Kami strode in, having changed into a short jade-green nightgown that went well with her olive skin.


  “I love that color on you,” Sienna commented.


  “Thank you.” She smiled and glided on bare feet to stand in front of her. “Why don’t you change, too?”


  “I plan to.”


  “I won’t stay the night,” Kami said as Sienna turned away from her, pulling her T-shirt over her head as she did so.


  “Sounds right,” she said. “Kallie was a little upset when I told her I wanted to share her with you.” She tossed the T-shirt aside and Kami unhooked her bra and kissed her shoulder.


  “Do you think she’ll refuse?”


  “We’ll have to find out.” She allowed Kami to work the button of her jeans free before Sienna pushed them down, dragging her panties with them. She stepped out of them and grabbed a nightgown from the dresser and tugged it over her head before facing her friend. She sat on the edge of the dresser and Kami came to stand in front of her.


  Kami stroked her fingers over Sienna’s jaw. “You have such beautiful coloring,” she murmured and Sienna slid her hand up Kami’s thigh.


  “Thanks.” She grasped a strand of Kami’s thick long black hair. “You have great hair.”


  Kami smiled. “You have gloves?”


  “Umm. She loves them.”


  “What’s going on?” Kallie asked from the doorway, her voice thrumming with anger. “Why are you touching her, Sia?”


  “Come here, Kallie darling.”


  “Why?” she demanded.


  “Now!” Sienna kept her tone low.


  Kallie closed the door and went to her. “What do you want?”


  Sienna got to her feet and Kami made room for Kallie between them. Sienna captured Kallie’s chin. “Watch your tone, little one.”


  “I don’t think that temper is something you’ll be able to fully train out of her, Sienna,” Kami commented.


  “I’m not going to try,” she admitted and kissed the corner of Kallie’s mouth. Her hands went to Kallie’s, fingers lacing between hers as she claimed her mouth.


  Kallie leaned into her, tongue stroking over Sienna’s. “Mmm.” Her eyes widened as another set of hands gripped her hips and soft lips kissed her neck. “Sia?”


  “I’m not going to hurt you, sweetheart,” Kami said against her ear in a soothing tone. She glided her hands down the front of Kallie’s body. She pushed them beneath the skirt Kallie wore and found the tight little nubbin with eager fingers.


  Kallie gasped and Sienna deepened the kiss as her own hands held Kallie in place. She could feel Kami’s hand sliding past the waistband of Kallie’s panties. The smell of her honeysuckle heat washed over her.


  Sienna lifted her head to drink in the heat in Kallie’s eyes. If she looked too uncomfortable, she’d end it now. Nothing mattered more at this moment than her mate’s comfort and acquiescence. Uncertainty filled her eyes as Kami’s fingers stroked her retracted pussy lips.


  “Say no, and it stops,” Sienna murmured.


  “Sienna’s right, sweetheart,” Kami said.


  Kallie gasped and Sienna knew Kami’s fingers were pressing harder against Kallie’s clit.


  “Too much?”


  “No.” Kallie breathed hard.


  “You like having her fingers stroking you, darlin’?”


  “Sia,” she pleaded.


  Sienna laughed huskily. “Feels good doesn’t it?”


  “Yes.”


  Sienna lowered her head and trailed kisses along Kallie’s throat.


  Kallie squeezed Sienna’s fingers as Kami penetrated her. She gasped. “Fuck.”


  “This little cat is tight, Sienna.” Kami bit the back of her neck. “How do you stand it?”


  Sienna bit Kallie’s throat. Kallie groaned as Kami’s finger fucked into her nice and easy. She moved against it, seeking a stronger penetration, and Kami pressed the heel of her hand against her clit. She whimpered, her body tightening.


  Sienna pulled back and released her to rip Kallie’s blouse open. She kept her eyes trained on her mate, watching for signs of regret or fear, and saw nothing but stark desire. She quickly unzipped the skirt as Kami nibbled Kallie’s neck and looked at Sienna.


  Sienna gave her a sensual smile as the skirt fell down Kallie’s legs. Kami ground her clit against Kallie’s ass and moaned.


  “Oh, yeah!” Kallie breathed roughly.


  Sienna pushed up the bra cups and lowered her head to swipe her tongue over one nipple. She lashed it and then sucked it into her mouth as Kami drew her fingers from Kallie’s body and thrust two back into her wet heat.


  Sienna sucked harder, pinching her other nipple, and Kami fucked into her with broad fingers that had Kallie moaning hard.


  “Oh, yes,” she said on a hard exhalation. “Fuck me harder.”


  Kami withdrew her fingers, and Kallie groaned in protest. “Fuck you harder, little bitch? Who are you to give orders?”


  Kallie gasped as a hand landed on her ass. “Sia.”


  Kami gripped her ponytail and tugged her head back. “I think you’ve got a little spanking whore,” Kami drawled and peeled Kallie’s panties down and landed a hard swat on her bare ass.


  The sting burned through her and went straight to her clit. Kallie’s eyes widened as rapture began. Another whack and Sienna gave her breast a swat. Kallie breathed hard. Another heavy tap and another swat of her breast.


  “Are you going to be a good girl, Kallie?” Sienna asked. “Hmm?” she stroked her clit and Kallie whimpered.


  Kami landed another heavy tap. “Answer!”


  “Oh fuck!” she cried out as Sienna’s fingers circled her clit, offsetting the pain with exquisite pleasure.


  Kami hit her again, but this time, it wasn’t with her hand. It was with a paddle. She could tell by the feel of it against her skin. It made her tingle and want to shout for more. She loved the feel of it as it came down on her ass again. That combined with the tug on her hair and the barest stroke of Sienna’s fingers over her twat had her screaming as the symphony of pain and pleasure pushed and pulled each other in her body.


  “Oh, fuck it’s good!” Tension mounted in her body as the next swat landed on one cheek and then the other and Sienna’s finger stroked her clit. She was going to pass out from this rapture alone. Her cream flowed thickly from her body and she felt another thwack, slap, thwack!


  “You aren’t going to be good are you?” Sienna crooned and pushed her finger into Kallie’s dripping pussy.


  “N—yes!” The penetration was just too good. Those rough spots on her fingers stroked and teased her body with merciless precision, bringing her close to orgasm but not pushing her over. And the paddle—goddamn the wood threw her into a haze that had her head tipping back on her shoulders and lips falling open.


  It was just too much.


  “Your girl isn’t very obedient,” Kami murmured and hit her harder. At the same time, Sienna found her G-spot and worked her clit, throwing her into an orgasm.


  Kallie’s body bowed, and she let out a soundless scream as wave after wave of pleasure assailed her. Her legs were like jelly, threatening to give out on her and still it wasn’t over. Kami’s arm came around her to hold her up as a slick finger penetrated the tight button of her anus, but she was too dazed to care. The finger stroked inside her, but Sienna was no longer standing in front of her. She was on her knees, tongue swiping at her clit.


  “No.”


  “A little more,” Sienna said and slapped her clit lightly.


  Kallie groaned as Kami pushed her finger deeper, stroked inside her. She grasped Sienna’s hair and tugged as her mate fucked her with her tongue while her thumb played over her pleasure button.


  Goddess, she was going to die this time. The bliss coming over her turning her boneless was too much. She couldn’t take it. Kami had two fingers inside her now, fucking her harder. She pushed back against them. Her butterfly was flying. She was going to combust.


  “Sia!” She was coming again. She trembled, but Kami didn’t let her fall. She held her tight against her.


  Sienna stood and led Kallie to the bed. Kami was there sitting on the edge. She pulled Kallie into place as Sienna moved behind Kallie.


  Kallie groaned as Sienna penetrated her with a thick dildo. She tensed. Sienna kissed the side of her neck and Kami swirled her tongue around her nipple.


  “Relax for me,” Sienna urged. “Mama just wants to make you feel good all over again.”


  Kallie reached back to stroke the back of Sienna’s head. “I want you.”


  “I want you too, darlin’.” She pushed another inch of the toy into her mate’s ass. “Your ass is so tight. This toy allows me to feel exactly how delicious your body is as it clamps down on the dick. Makes me wetter.”


  Kallie whimpered from the erotic words and the image that assailed her mind. She braced her hands on Kami’s shoulders and moved her clit against Kami’s. She was starting to fly again. Her body wasn’t going to be able to take much more.


  “Oh fuck!” Sienna groaned. She filled Kallie in two thrusts with the strap-on dildo and Kallie’s ass squeezed tight on it.


  Kallie’s fingers bit into Kami’s flesh as Sienna fucked her and Kami’s mouth and fingers worked wickedly on her nipples. She cried out. The delectation was dark fire in her veins. “Oh Sia, Kami!”


  Kami lay back and Kallie ground their clits together. She gyrated against her in time to the rhythm Sienna set up. In and out. Sienna fucked her hard and fast and her clit ground against Kami’s until her body pulled tight, back arching. She screamed as her orgasm washed over her. Kami wasn’t far behind and Sienna thrust hard into her and clamped her teeth in Kallie’s shoulder as she came.


  Chapter Seventeen


  


  Kami stepped out of the bathroom after washing her hands to watch as Sienna clean the lube from Kallie’s ass. “Your girl is sweet.”


  “Delicious.”


  “Mmm. Thanks for sharing.”


  Sienna threw her a smile over her shoulder. “I’m glad you enjoyed her,” she said. “I might not be compelled to share her again anytime soon.”


  Kami laughed. “I don’t blame you. I wouldn’t either. My only regret is I didn’t get to eat her pussy. She smelled divine.”


  “That’s a butterfly thing.”


  “Hmm. I don’t smell like that.”


  “Wait until you mate.”


  “Ah, that would make sense,” she answered with a little smile.


  Sienna straightened and went into the bathroom where she disposed of the towel and washed her hands before returning to the bedroom to find her friend looking out of the window. “What is it?”


  “I don’t see anything. I just got a feeling, that’s all,” she said. “I’m going to see if Tas or Peta is picking up anything then shower.”


  “Right.” Sienna covered Kallie with a sheet while she waited for news. After getting the all clear, she showered and climbed into bed with her mate.


  


  * * * *


  


  Kallie awoke with the soft warmth of Sienna against her front. She opened her eyes to find she was curled against her mate’s back. A smile tugged her lips and then faded as last night came rushing back to her. She didn’t know how she felt about it. Certainly it had been enjoyable, but no one had asked her if she wanted before they started.


  She raked the soft skin of Sienna’s arm sharply with her nails as anger came to life inside her. If Sienna thought this was going to be a regular thing, she had another thought coming.


  “Damn.” Sienna groaned. “Most women just say they’re mad.”


  “I’m not mad. I’m a little pissed,” she said. “Did you fuck her before I came in?”


  Sienna rolled onto her back. “No. We don’t fuck each other.”


  Kallie frowned. “What?”


  “A dominant spider, ladybug, or butterfly never allows another dominant to fuck her,” she murmured and pushed Kallie’s mussed red locks over her shoulder. “We’d kill each other for control.” She brought Kallie’s head down to hers and claimed her mouth. The kiss was hard, punishing.


  Kallie tried to pull away and Sienna had her under her within minutes, pinning her to the mattress. Sienna pushed her thighs open and Kallie whimpered as she ground against her. Sienna’s kiss gentled and she kissed her back, their tongues dueling, sucking each other.


  “I know you enjoyed her,” Sienna murmured, eyes glittering with mocking. “So don’t get all pissy.”


  “I just—I—”


  “You what, hmm?” Sienna ground hard against her. “You can’t be afraid that I want someone else more because you know that’s not true.” She rocked her hips and her clit extended.


  “Sia.” Sienna’s cream dripped down onto Kallie’s clit, and she shuddered.


  “Get it through your head, playtime is only play,” she murmured. “This”—liquid silk filled Kallie’s dripping cunt, sliding deep into her—“this is us. No one else gets this part of me. It’s yours.”


  “Shit.” She squirmed.


  “You like that don’t you, darlin’, it’s better than any dick real or fake.” She ground her clit against Kallie’s and the silk expanded slightly and began its spiraling motion. “Your woman fucking you, feel that?”


  “Yes.” She moved her hips. “Sia, I—”


  “You belong to me, Kal,” she whispered. “Me! I. Am. Yours!” She thrust against her in a steady hard rhythm that sent Kallie mewling and thrashing beneath her as she took her.


  “Oh, Goddess! Oh Goddess!” she screamed. She wrapped both legs around Sienna’s waist. The silk fucked her, moving in her hard and deep, taking her to a height it hadn’t the first time. Each grind against her clit brought her undone.


  Kallie tried to scream but couldn’t as her orgasm rushed her hard and fast, pulling her body tight. She bucked against Sienna, panting hard as her fingers clenched in her mate’s hold.


  “Damn you,” Sienna muttered when she could speak. “I don’t want anyone else.” She climbed out of bed and strode into the bathroom, closing the door behind her silently.


  “Bitch.” Kallie tossed back the covers and winced. Her pussy was sore now from the hard fuck. She went back to her own room and showered. She smoothed on moisturizer and dressed in a pair of pants and a soft blouse with a rounded neckline. She blew her hair dry and put it in a ponytail before heading downstairs.


  “Morning, Kallie.” Kami was drinking coffee in the kitchen with Sienna.


  Kallie glared at her. “What are you still doing here?” she grumped.


  “Manners,” Sienna said coolly.


  “I guess last night was more than she could handle.” Kami smiled and tapped Sienna’s hand.


  Kallie threw her coffee cup at Kami and Sienna caught it with a grimace and gave Kallie a patient look. “Kallie darling,” she chastised mildly. “Give us a minute.” Sienna gave Kami a look. “And don’t fucking tease her, or I’ll kick your ass, Kami.”


  Kallie screamed in anger as she watched her mate lean close to the other woman and whisper to her.


  “Let’s not go there.” Kami left the room.


  Sienna walked over to her and set the cup on the counter. Kallie slapped her. “What were you saying to her? That you’d hook up with her later?”


  “Course not, darlin.”


  “She wanted to fuck me and you let her, can’t that be enough?”


  Sienna sighed deeply. “I’m sorry.”


  Kallie looked away. “I don’t want to talk about this.” She stomped toward the basement, leaving Sienna to follow. She didn’t know what was wrong with her. Last night had been good, but she was afraid Sienna would have to share her all the time. She couldn’t handle that.


  The wide open space was below ground with only a small window allowing in a peek of light. The room often served as a meeting place for the coven and a permanent energy circle glowed blue in the northern section of the room while two sitting areas, cushions on the floor around low tables, defined the rest of the blue-and-silver room.


  The office was to the right of the meeting room and the door was closed. Kallie stepped into the midsize room lined with shelves on one wall and a desk situated in the middle of the windowless space. A laptop computer sat on the desk with a few picture frames, a tablet computer, and a spiral notepad.


  Kallie ran her finger along the edge of the rich cherrywood of the desk. The room boasted a settee against the far wall where she remembered sitting, doing mediation when she was younger and daydreaming about Sienna when she was seventeen.


  A smile touched her lips as the sound of hers and her mother’s laughter floated around her. They had been happy right up until that moment she’d walked out in anger.


  She turned her head so she could see Sienna out of the corner of her eye. “My mother would have died if she’d known you fucked me down here on the settee. She hated the very thought of you touching me. She said you were a whore who didn’t know what real love was.”


  “I know.” She leaned her forehead against the back of Kallie’s head as she wrapped her arms around her waist. “She knew I was in love with you.” She pressed her nose into her neck. “I told her about the fight after you left. I was going to come after you, but she told me to give you your space. Give you a chance to find a man who’d make you happy.”


  “Betty said you were training with her. Why were you taking priestess training so early?”


  “Betty said she thought it would be a good idea if the dominant and lesbian women had their own little coven within the coven,” Sienna explained. “We’ll be allowed to act as an independent unit, but we’ll still be subject to the coven’s rules.”


  “Who else are they considering as high priestess for the unit?” Kallie asked curiously.


  “Tas and Alex. Chan was being considered, but she opted out as did Tas. Alex doesn’t want to lead either. They all said the same thing.”


  “What?”


  “The politics will be it impossible for us to truly have our own unit, but the fact that the men okayed the formation of unit says even they are starting to realize that dominant women are their equals.”


  “When does the formation begin?”


  “I dunno, soon I guess,” Sienna murmured. “Why?”


  “Are you going to be the high priestess?”


  Sienna nodded. “Yes, unless Peta decides to challenge or the others change their minds and want to be considered. Why?”


  “I’m curious about what it will be like,” she answered. “There aren’t many submissive lesbian females in our coven.”


  “No, this is about giving the dominant females a voice more than anything,” she said. “It just so happens that the strongest dominant women are gay. Your mother hated training me, and she took every opportunity to tell me you’d met a man.”


  “I wasn’t in contact with her, Sia,” she murmured. “And I didn’t date much. I certainly didn’t go out with a man.”


  “I hated her when she told me that. There had been no one serious in my life since you got your MBA. I thought you were coming home and so did she. Neither of us thought you were going to stay with that company long.”


  “Sienna—”


  “I never thought about how my lifestyle would affect you.”


  “Don’t—”


  “Sharing you with Kami and a few others was a fantasy of mine, but it’s not something I need to repeat.”


  Kallie turned to face her. She felt like she was putting her heart on the line, but the lost look in Sienna’s eyes broke her. “I can give you the BDSM thing, but not the sharing,” she said. “I enjoyed last night. I just don’t want to repeat it. I wouldn’t have been so upset if you’d asked me if I wanted to do it first.”


  “I apologize for that,” Sienna murmured. “I was thoughtless and selfish. We won’t go to the club until you’re ready.”


  “If you can’t go to the club without having sex with other women, I’ll never be ready.”


  “You’re more important to me, Kal,” Sienna murmured. “I need my mate happy and trusting me. I can go to the club without having sex with other women.”


  She nodded and backed away from Sienna and moved around her mother’s desk. “Okay.” She had a feeling this topic would come up again.


  Kallie opened drawers on the desk while Sienna thumbed through the pad and turned on the tablet. Finding nothing in her desk, Kallie turned to the bookshelf behind and to the left of the desk.


  She spied a picture of herself. “I don’t understand what she did with the journals or her work computer. Hell, I don’t even know what it looked like. Do you?”


  “No. She always had her laptop in a bag which, by the way, we didn’t find when we cleaned up the house of the attack.”


  “Maybe they took it and it didn’t have the files on it.” She traced a finger over her picture. She’d been sixteen and still struggling with her sexuality. She started to turn away when her gaze fell on the book her mother used to read sometimes. She pulled the old volume of Poe down and opened it up. “She loved Poe.”


  “I know. I got her a first addition of his works last year for her birthday. I had the dickens finding it.”


  “Sienna, I think this might be part of what we’re looking for. It’s some notes on her research.”


  “That’s a journal?”


  She nodded. “I can’t believe it,” she murmured. “Who would have guessed she’d turned this old book cover into a journal cover?”


  “Sounds like something Maggie would do.”


  “These are notes on a few mutant breeds of spiders and scorpions. She had found evidence of a genetic disorder in spider breeds that was shared by scorpions.”


  “Makes sense since we’re both arachnids.”


  “She called it black fog.”


  “Let’s see.” Sienna motioned for her to bring the book to the desk.


  Kallie did and Sienna pulled out the chair and sat down and pulled Kallie down on her lap.


  “The disease starts to show signs with memory disorders and progresses to nerve degeneration in some and mental illness in others that causes scorpions to sting themselves to death. It affects the mutation of the black-and-gold spider and scorpion. Some black scorpions are affected as well as the web-weaver black spider and golden web weaver.”


  “That would explain why there aren’t many of them left,” Sienna mused.


  “Mom thought the wand could reverse the mutation,”


  “But they were looking for the spear of life,” Sienna said. “How does it figure in?”


  “It could heal the physical effects of the mutation but not the mutation itself.”


  “The spear and the wand would certainly be worth millions then,” Sienna murmured.


  She got up from Sienna’s lap. “I can’t imagine that my mother wouldn’t have allowed the scorpions to use the crystal to heal their mutation,” Kallie murmured.


  “I’d never give the gold-and-black scorpions anything. They’re dangerous, bottom-feeding leeches that take everything. They’ve gone into non-predatory shifter territories and annihilated everyone for nothing more than money. They’re unscrupulous, and they will stop at nothing to get their hands on those crystals.”


  Kallie stroked the book spines. “What I would do is a moot point until we find the crystals. They have to be around here somewhere unless my mother gave them to someone for safe keeping.” She pulled a book from the shelf.


  “You’re considering giving them the crystals if we find them aren’t you?”


  “Their race is dying, Sienna, due to something that isn’t their fault.” She shrugged. “I don’t know how or why my mother would deny them the use of the crystals.”


  “Maybe they didn’t want to just use them. They wanted to keep them and sell the use of them to others,” Sienna said.


  “People right here might need them. I couldn’t sell them.”


  “That is probably what got your mother killed.”


  “Sienna?” Kami called. “Sheriff is here.”


  “We’ll be right up.” She stroked Kallie’s arm. “We’ll bring the book with us, and I want you to apologize to Kami.”


  Kallie gave her an annoyed look and then said, “Part of your respect thing. I guess I should be glad she didn’t grab me by the hair and slam my head into the counter.”


  “She wouldn’t have done that because I would have kicked her ass.” She kissed Kallie. “Are we good?”


  Kallie met her gaze and gave her a faint smile. “Yeah.”


  “Let’s get upstairs,” Sienna said.


  When they reached the top of the stairs, the sound of voices speaking in low tones reached their ears and Sienna stepped out first to find the sheriff there with Charlie and a few others.


  “Find something?” the sheriff asked.


  Sienna kept Kallie behind her as she said, “No. You guys are going to separate? Someone down here, and the others upstairs?”


  “If you don’t mind,” he answered.


  “No,” Kallie said.


  “Kami, will you take Kallie to the kitchen?” Sienna asked.


  “Sure.” She smiled.


  Chapter Eighteen


  


  Sienna accompanied the sheriff down to the basement after he gave directions to the others. Kami took Kallie to the kitchen, being careful to shield the books Kallie was carrying with her body instead of magic since the sheriff would have picked up the flare of magic energy even though he himself wasn’t a witch.


  “Kallie, I’m sorry last night upset you,” Kami said as Kallie poured herself a cup of coffee.


  Kallie studied her cautiously. “I’m sorry if it messes up your swinging and swapping plans.”


  “You’ll chase Sienna away if you keep acting like a whiney babe who can’t handle her lifestyle,” Kami told her quietly. “She needs BDSM just like the rest of us.”


  “Does she need to turn me into a whore, too?”


  Kami sighed. “I doubt Sienna would approve of the language you’re using, so watch your mouth.” Her tone was steely.


  She shook her head, remembering what Sienna had done to Dina and looked down into her coffee cup thoughtfully. “Why did you want to be with me?”


  “You’re beautiful, and sweet.” Kami smiled. “Every Domme at the club wanted you, but Sienna warned everybody off you years ago.”


  “She did?” she asked, brows lifted in surprise.


  Kami laughed. “Yeah. She’s been in love with you a long time, and she won’t force this on you,” she said quietly. “But don’t ask her to give up every aspect of the lifestyle she loves.”


  


  * * * *


  


  “There’s nothing here,” the sheriff said. “Maggie left town a few times after her trip to Peru, where did she go?”


  She shrugged. “I drove her into the city to see Kal, but we didn’t see her.”


  “Why not?”


  “She wasn’t available.” She shrugged.


  Did you go anywhere else besides stopping for food or gas?”


  “We went to an art gallery and a flea market where Maggie bought some material for a quilt and saris.”


  “That’s it?”


  “Scrapbook supplies for a book she was putting together for Kallie.” That was it. Maggie had compiled everything Kallie would need to know in a scrapbook, but she hadn’t seen any sign of it. She must have known the main house would be attacked. The addition had been heavily warded by the coven after the blessing which was why the scorpions hadn’t been able to get in.


  He sighed deeply. “Let’s see if the others have found anything,” he said. “And then we’ll search the addition.”


  “Maggie never lived in it,” she told him. “She hadn’t moved anything into it. Everything there is new. Everything was ordered and delivered and me and my crew set up and installed it.”


  “Everything?”


  “Yeah. She was still sleeping in the main house. How do you think they managed to get to her? The addition is heavily warded.”


  “She hadn’t moved any of her things into the house?”


  “No!” It was like she was leaving, or she had known she’d be killed.


  “Look.” The sheriff halted in his retreat up the stairs. “I’ve talked to the elders of your coven, and they told me about the healing crystals.” He turned to face her.


  “So?” She gave him a blank look.


  “So, they didn’t tell me anything helpful,” he said coolly. “I have my own suspicions though.”


  “Which are?” Sienna demanded coldly.


  “Maggie brought something more than healing crystals back. Lima said Maggie didn’t declare anything with customs and she used magic to conceal the crystals as well as a few other items. She made the pottery she brought back look like cheap imitations found at local South American stores.”


  “What do you want, Donald?” she asked carefully. “Do you expect me to confirm that? Maggie despised me for loving her daughter. She was barely civil to me until two months ago. We were on friendly terms, but she never told me anything about what was going on with her.”


  “I just feel like you’re hiding something from me.” He studied her as if trying to read her mind.


  “Are you checking out who desecrated Maggie’s grave?” Sienna asked. “Trying to find the necromancer?”


  “No one saw anything,” he told her, a glimmer of anger in his eyes. “Her body hasn’t been recovered either, so we’re running down all the necromancers in the area. But you know as well as I do finding the necromancer isn’t going to happen.”


  She nodded. “Maybe you aren’t looking hard enough,” she said coldly. “Maybe you expect someone else to do your job for you.”


  He grunted and led the way out of the basement.


  After checking out the bedrooms, they headed to the attic where they found a small box in one of the two rooms. Inside the box was a key and safe deposit box number.


  “I’ll take it,” the sheriff said. “If it’s the items from the museum, it’s evidence.”


  “How?” Sienna demanded.


  “She was killed over them,” he told her grimly. “I’ll put the word out that I found the box and hopefully that will draw attention away from Kallie for a little while at least.”


  “Fine, but I want to know what you find.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Kallie glared at Sienna when she gave her the news and then pushed her hand away when she tried to comfort her.


  “My mother is not a smuggler,” she said. “No matter what they find in that box, I’m sure there’s an explanation for it.”


  “Probably,” Kami said, giving Sienna a look. “If the crystals were worth millions, I doubt Maggie put them in that box.”


  “They might be powerful enough to heal mutations,” Kallie said. “So something else has to be in the box.”


  “I agree,” Sienna said, sliding an arm around Kallie’s waist and pulling Kallie against her side before kissing the side of her neck.


  “I’ll go talk to Peta’s grandmother, see what the elders really think and know,” Kami said. “You know how they are with their secrets.”


  “Then, if you can get back, I’d like you here tonight, too.”


  “I’ll be here.” Kami’s tone was bland.


  “Let’s walk her out, Kal,” Sienna said. “Then, we’re going upstairs so I can help MJ with the bathroom.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Kallie spent part of the afternoon watching Sienna’s feminine muscles flex as she finished up the last bathroom with her cousin’s help. The rest of the time she spent in her mother’s room with the books she’d found in the basement, hoping to find something to help them track the crystals. She felt they were the key rather than the mystery items her mother supposedly brought back. As she went through the book, Kallie stumbled upon a picture of the spear of life in an ornate box.


  She studied the rough edges of the slender black tourmaline and the smooth edge of the smaller amazonite fitted against it, shaped like a spear. She frowned as a memory tried to take shape in her mind but stayed just out of reach.


  So, she turned the page and found a picture of the wand of fire. It was a gorgeous wand of ruby red crystal. Stroking her finger over the picture, flames filled her mind along with the knowledge that the wand burned away illness.


  “There is something…” She frowned as she pushed the book aside and grabbed the journal. She thumbed through it, focused on the spear, and stopped at a page near the end of the journal dated three days after her mother’s return from Peru.


  There was never any question of whether I would allow the scorpions to use the spear. I allowed it to be used on a spider and scorpion colony nineteen years ago, but their attempts to steal it from me as well as their attack on my sister forced me to store it with a guardian.


  This wasn’t to be permanent nor was it advisable for more than a few months because anything longer than six months and the crystal becomes a part of its guardian. Once this happens the crystal can never be removed without killing the guardian. The guardian can use the powers of the crystal to heal itself as well as others.


  If the guardian is a shifter, the crystal will become like a tattoo taking the shape of the shifter’s animal form. The ancient healers believed this was the crystal’s way of becoming one with the guardian and allowing its power to become fully available to the guardian.


  “Kallie.” Sienna stepped into the bedroom.


  Kallie looked at her, apprehension griping her with an icy hand.


  “What’s wrong, baby?” Sienna crawled onto the bed with her. She looked down at the book. “Have you found something, butterfly?”


  She nodded and pointed. “How could she do that to me, Sia?”


  “Who did what?” She pulled Kallie to her, holding her tight.


  “The butterfly on my chest is the spear,” she cried. “They’ll have to kill me to get it.”


  “We’ll find out who’s after the spear, and then I’ll kill them,” she promised. “Don’t worry. I’m not letting anyone take you away from me.”


  “But why would she put that spear around my neck?” she asked, clinging to her mate. Sienna kissed the side of her head.


  “I’m sure Maggie had a reason for making you the guardian of the spear.”


  “No reason was good enough for making me a target,” she snapped. “She had no right. Why didn’t she wear it?”


  “When she put it on you, it healed it,” Sienna murmured. “Maybe she didn’t know it would embed in you like that.”


  Kallie swallowed tightly. “The allergies.” That’s the memory that had been trying to break through. Her mother had used the crystal to heal her when she was young. “I want to believe she’d never put me in harm’s way, but it doesn’t feel like it.”


  Sienna sighed. “Your mother was making you a scrapbook. I’m sure she left all the information on that spear in it,” she said quietly. “We’ll find it.”


  “What if she destroyed everything?”


  “She would never do that, Kal.” She kissed her soft cheek. “Now, let’s go. The crew is gone, and Kami and Tas are locking up.”


  “I don’t want Kami touching me.”


  “Course not, baby,” Sienna said in a soothing tone. “That is a point that only you can decide on.”


  “I only want you,” she murmured. “Just you.” She reached up and pushed the stained scarf from Sienna’s hair. She pushed her fingers through it. “I want to be only yours.”


  “You are,” Sienna told her urgently. “Just mine.” She lowered her head, slanting her lips over Kallie’s. Her tongue slipped into the hot cavern of Kallie’s mouth to gently stroke against her own as she kept the kiss light. Honeysuckle and lavender burst over her senses and Sienna’s kiss grew hungry and demanding. Her fingers closed around Kallie’s nape, holding her close.


  “Mmm.” Sienna broke the kiss. She nuzzled Kallie’s mouth. “Come shower with me. I don’t want to take you while I’m all sweaty and stinky.”


  She retracted her fingers from her lover’s hair. “I want a life with you.”


  “Same here. I will do everything within my power to make you happy, Kallie, my spicy little love.”


  “Ditto.”


  Sienna laughed and tugged Kallie’s braid “Let’s get me cleaned and woman smelling.”


  Chapter Nineteen


  


  The hot water sluiced over them as Sienna lightly scrubbed the towel over Kallie’s golden skin. She stole a slow kiss and Kallie stroked her hand up Sienna’s side to cup her breast. She squeezed the soft mound and swirled her tongue around the nipple before lightly biting it. She sucked at the dark point and then flicked it with her tongue before turning her attention to the other.


  “Darlin’.” Sienna moaned, pushing her fingers into Kallie’s thick hair. “Love your mouth.”


  Kallie drew hard on her nipple. At the same time, she pinched the other nipple, and then let her hand drift down between Sienna’s legs. She traced her finger up the slit to Sienna’s clit where she drew her fingers around it and stroked it.


  Sienna’s hips jerked and her face contorted in pleasure. “Just like that.”


  Kallie pinched her nipple. “You like that, too?”


  “Harder.”


  Kallie pinched her harder as she dipped one finger into Sienna’s creaming pussy. “Mmm. Fuck me, sweet girl.” She cupped one of Kallie’s firm globes.


  Kallie drew her finger out and thrust two into Sienna, stroking her deep with firm strokes.


  “That’s it, Kal.” She was breathless as she pumped her hips in time to Kallie’s thrusts. “Fuck me harder.”


  Kallie pressed her thumb hard against her clit and drove her fingers in harder. Sienna’s body trembled as she came around Kallie’s fingers. Liquid silk coated her skin. It was sort of sticky and Kallie drew her fingers out and brought them to her lips. She wanted to know what it tasted liked.


  Sienna watched with dark, hungry eyes.


  The warmth burst onto her tongue, with a hint of lavender. “Spicy with a hint of lavender.”


  Sienna shifted and pushed Kallie against the cool tile, and she hissed as the coolness met her heated skin. “That proves you’re mine, Kal,” she murmured, pushing Kallie’s arms up against the tile and webbing them in place. “The silk takes on the butterfly’s taste.” She lifted Kallie and held her in place with the strength of her body.


  Kallie’s legs came around her, and she marveled at her woman’s strength.


  “Good girl.” Sienna put her hands on Kallie’s as they kissed.


  Kallie moaned into the kiss, enjoying the feel of her mate’s tongue stroking against hers. She moved her hips. Her clit slid against Sienna’s. The sensation was divine. Sienna trailed kisses over her throat as she moved against her.


  Kallie groaned, straining against the web. Her pussy dripped, her skin grew hotter, and she craved a harder contact. This was better than last night. Her woman touching her, grinding against her.


  Sienna slapped one breast and then the other. “Sia!” The hint of pain was a heady sensation that she was coming to look forward to and crave.


  Sienna bit one nipple and Kallie cried out. She sucked it hard as she ground her clit harder against Kallie’s.


  Kallie grimaced as the liquid silk filled her to almost painful fullness. It went deep inside her, stretching her. Then, the friction started. She bit her lip as Sienna’s movements worked her clit and increased the spiral fiction.


  “Oh, Goddess.” She groaned. “Oh fuck, it’s good.” She strained against Sienna as she panted.


  Kallie’s eyes closed as her head rolled against the tile. The pleasure was just too much. Her pussy was going to be sore again. She clenched her fingers as she lifted her hips for Sienna’s thrust. Sienna slapped the side of her ass hard and the pain sent her tumbling over the edge with a scream.


  She was gasping for breath when Sienna bit her, making her body convulse again as Sienna’s orgasm drew a harsh shout from her.


  


  * * * *


  


  After their shower, Sienna dried Kallie off and blew her hair dry and then rubbed moisturizer on her.


  “The silk has changed,” Kallie said. “It’s going deeper inside me, it’s thicker.”


  “It’s adjusting to what you need,” Sienna informed her as Kallie rubbed moisturizer into Sienna’s back. “Your desire for something deeper, rougher is translating to the spider.”


  “I don’t understand that or how you’re not killing me with your bite,” she mused and kissed Sienna’s shoulder.


  “The poison becomes nothing more than an aphrodisiac when a spider bites her mate.”


  “Sienna.” A knock on the door followed.


  “What is it, Kami?”


  “Sheriff’s downstairs, and he’s a little perturbed.”


  “Five.”


  “I want to know what he found,” Kallie said and quickly hurried to the closet for clothes.


  Sienna stepped out into the bedroom where she’d left her own clothes and pulled them on quickly. Kallie joined her mate fully dressed moments later. Taking her hand, Sienna led her downstairs to the sitting room where the sheriff stood looking out the window into the dusk.


  “What did you find?” Kallie started to rush forward but Kami stepped in front of her. Sienna pulled her back.


  The sheriff turned and coldness practically rolled off him. His eyes were ice chips as they went to Sienna. “The box was empty, but I suspect you knew that.”


  “How could I have known?” Sienna demanded when Kallie would have spoken. “I told you Maggie never confided in me.”


  “You should be talking to Lima,” Kallie snapped. “She was my mother’s assistant. I’m sure she knows everything my mother did about the crystals and whatever else they brought back.”


  “She and Draden have alibis for the night your mother was killed.”


  Sienna gave him a disdainful snort. “So what? An alibi can be bought when you’ve got millions, and I don’t know what you’re so pissed off about. If Maggie did double-cross some buyers, it’s my mate’s life on the line and my ass.”


  He sighed. “I know that. I’m thinking about the carnage that could result. If these assholes get you and Kallie without getting the artifacts they’ll go through your friends until they get what they came for. Now, I want you to stop playing fucking games with me, or I’ll put the word out that Kallie has that goddamned spear and the wand.”


  Sienna screeched and a harsh snort from Kami joined it. “You’re a dead man if you do,” Sienna told him. “Lion spiders are the bomb, but I’m the shit here. I can kill you with my spit, so don’t push it.”


  He strode across the room until he was toe-to-toe with her. His eyes were dark and forbidding but Sienna didn’t back down. “If you step out of line with me, bitch, you’re going to regret it,” he snarled and pointed a finger at her. “I’m trying to keep this town safe from predators that Maggie brought here, so don’t fuck with me.”


  “Kami.”


  Kami pulled Kallie back.


  “Sia, don’t.”


  “Listen to your bitch,” he said in a low cold tone.


  Sienna took a step that put her almost nose to nose with him. “I meant what I said, now get the fuck out before I bleed your ass right here on the floor and feed you to the vultures.”


  “You think that won’t get you dead?”


  “Your family won’t be able to prove a thing, but mine is deadlier and they’ll back me.”


  “Starting right now.” Kami’s voice was cold. “You will die painfully, Donald.”


  “Time to go, sheriff,” Tas said from the doorway.


  He gave her a hard look. “I want your ass in my office first thing in the morning,” he said. “We’re going to settle this shit once and for all or I’m back here and I will tear both of these houses apart.” He backed away from her, keeping her in his sights with each step.


  “That prick has no idea what he’s up against if he comes after you,” Kami said coldly as she stepped away from Kallie.


  “I don’t understand why he’s acting like you betrayed him,” Kallie said, going to Sienna and rubbing her back. “You couldn’t know the box was empty.”


  “It all comes down to one thing,” Kami said. “Sienna spent a great deal of time with your mother in the last few months. She could have told Sienna everything.”


  “Did she?” Kallie asked carefully.


  “No.” Her tone was quiet. There was no blame in Kallie’s tone, no censure in her touch as she caressed her lower back. Her butterfly trusted her.


  Kallie sighed. “Sia, we have to go to the attic, and the basement in this house.”


  “I have a feeling the fucker is going to leak that line just to draw out the real criminals,” Kami muttered.


  “And if I lose you, he’s dead, but it’s not about the crystals at this point,” Sienna said. “It’s about finding out who wants them. We need to take this person or people down.”


  “I talked to Peta’s grandmother, and she said Maggie did have the spear twenty years ago. She thinks your mom used the spear to heal you of your allergy issues, Kallie.”


  “What about the wand?” Sienna asked.


  Kami shook her head. “Maggie never mentioned having it to her or Miranda. She did mention some other healing crystals she’d brought back. They’re minor healing crystals that would bring a nice price but nothing like the wand and spear,” she told them. “She said the spear was lost, but Maggie never mentioned anything about the wand.”


  “Lima probably saw the spear when mom had it years ago,” Kallie said softly. “And she probably saw the wand in Peru, and she’s determined to recover it and her research so she can sell them.”


  “I can’t see Maggie being so careless with Lima,” Kami said. “She must have suspected she was up to something.”


  Sienna snorted. “Hence her never telling anyone anything in case Lima asked us about it,” Sienna said. “But she was damn good at pretending to trust Lima because she never said a single word against her. They got along fine.”


  “The goddamned things must do more than heal more than allergies,” Kami murmured. “Hell, for millions it must make the owner immortal or something.”


  “Now that would be worth killing for,” Kallie said quietly.


  “Yeah,” Sienna agreed quietly as ideas took shape in her mind.


  “I’ll talk to the elder about allowing the dominants to prepare for an attack,” Kami told them. “We’ll need to cover the route coming into the house, and the house.”


  “An attack will happen away from the house if these people are smart,” Sienna said.


  “Are you supposing we’re dealing with women?” Kami asked with a smirk. “I mean look at the sheriff. A woman would have suggested to you that we go ahead and use Kallie as bait to get this shit over with before it escalates any further. She would have validated your feelings and then told you her plan. Men lay down the law first and talk things over—never.”


  Sienna shook her head, smiling, and heard a less than feminine grunt from Kallie. “I thought that was you guys with your BDSM—obey me or else sh—stuff.”


  Both of the older women rolled their eyes and grunted. “Anyway, it’s a good idea,” Sienna said. “But Lima is a woman, and she’s got the sheriff fooled good enough that she might escape. I don’t want to take any prisoners.”


  “So, what’s your plan?” Kallie asked.


  “Well, I’ll get the elders to release their wards on the house, and I’ll release mine.”


  “No!” Kallie exclaimed.


  “It’ll be done in the early hours of the morning,” Sienna told her.


  “They’ll probably put a ward breaker on the job and the necromancer will probably try to use your mother to get to you in case they can’t bring down the ward,” Kami said.


  “They haven’t recovered her body yet?” Kallie asked, cringing.


  “No, but you’ll be safe,” Sienna assured her, stroking her arm. “Once the wards are brought down, they’ll attack and we’ll be ready.”


  “What if they don’t attack?” Kallie asked. “What if they just wait to attack us on the way to the police station?”


  “Then, we’ll be ready then,” Kami told her with a devious smile. “Either way, baby girl, we’re drawing them out and taking them down.”


  “I want Lima and Draden executed,” Sienna said coldly.


  “Elders won’t authorize it.”


  “I know, so I’ll do it myself.”


  “I’ll take Draden.”


  Sienna smiled at Kami. “So, tonight, let’s kick back and relax. After we take out the threat, we’ll have time to look for the wand without feeling rushed.”


  “Or being distracted,” Kami added. “I’ll sleep in the original house tonight with MJ and the girls.” She smiled. “Call if you need me.”


  “Thanks, Kami.”


  Chapter Twenty


  


  After locking up, Sienna led Kallie into the kitchen. “Let’s make something light.”


  She wrapped her arm around Sienna’s waist. “I’m surprised you didn’t ask her to stay.”


  “Why would I?” Sienna asked. “I know you don’t want her here.” She kissed the top of Kallie’s head. “Let’s make omelets.”


  They made omelets and enjoyed them at the kitchen table and Sienna loaded the dishwasher and made them a caramel sundae while Kallie watched. She took it to the table with a smile.


  “Open up.” Sienna held out a spoon of sweet cream, caramel, and chopped peanuts.”


  Kallie leaned forward and closed her lips around it. “Mmm.” Her eyes drifted closed as she savored the sweet confection.


  Sienna smiled and stroked her knuckles over Kallie’s throat. “I’m going to keep you safe,” she murmured.


  Kallie’s eyes opened slowly. “I’m counting on it because I’m not ready to leave you yet.” She reached across the table and stroked Sienna’s arm. “I love you.”


  Sienna fed her another bite. “I love you, too. That’s why I’m moving in with you.”


  “I hope so. I want you close to me all the time.”


  “No other place I want to be.” She leaned toward Kallie and kissed her softly. Kallie cupped her cheek.


  


  * * * *


  


  Sienna lay next to Kallie only three hours later. Her mate was restless and her sleep was fitful. She held her close, hoping to ease her fears. She was afraid herself, but she knew there was no use allowing the fear to swamp her tonight. That was for tomorrow when all bets would be off, and she would be gunning for the person behind her mate’s fears.


  Kallie turned and put her head on her breast and Sienna held her tight as her mind drifted over her last three weeks with Maggie. The trip from Peru, her actions after that. Maggie’s primary concern had been her daughter, so what would she have done?


  She would have created a diversion. A trip to Peru, secretive behavior, and decoy stones. That’s what Maggie had done. Lima had asked about the computer, was going on about the items Maggie had taken from the museum, so it was obvious she’d been wrong. Lima had likely only seen the minor healing crystals Maggie had brought back, and she’d assumed Maggie had found the wand.


  Lima had to have known Maggie had once had the spear in her possession, and she knew as well as everyone else in town that Maggie had a keen interest in crystal healing. If she had known about the spear of life she would have assumed Maggie had gone back to Peru for it, too.


  But Lima and Draden didn’t just take a notion to sell the items not after all these years. So what had changed?


  The scorpion or whoever was looking for the stones must have been tipped off—Maggie’s sister had been killed in New York. Maybe her killer had known about the spear and had killed her to get it. Having not obtained it, perhaps that person had been on the lookout or even decided to find Maggie. The person after the crystals must have contacted the museum and Lima or Draden struck up a deal.


  Since the other crystals hadn’t been found either, they must have been part of Maggie’s research or for the clinic. They could even have been for Tas or Peta for their spa.


  She eased from the bed, careful not to wake Kallie, and tugged a pair of sweatpants on over her panties before hurrying from the room. She headed to the Victorian. They needed to talk to Draden. There was a good chance Donald had someone watching him, but there was a better chance he didn’t.


  She stepped into the breezeway with her mind churning and was out into the hallway within seconds. Sienna stopped in the kitchen when she saw the light on and found Tas, Peta, and Kami having a late-night snack as they quietly talked.


  “Hey guys,” she greeted them.


  “I talked to the elders and they’ve agreed to the plan,” Kami said when Sienna stopped at the table.


  “Great, but we need to talk to Draden. Those scorpions didn’t just wonder into town. I mean Donald assumes based on what Draden and Lima said that Maggie is the reason they were here.”


  “But since we know differently you’re thinking what we were just talking about,” Peta, a frosty blonde said.


  “Someone called them.”


  “I shared my suspicions with my grandmother when Kami called Betty, and they both agree that Draden needed dealing with as do Lima,” Peta confessed. “So, the men were going to have a little chat with Draden and Lima.”


  Sienna grimaced. “I can’t trust they’ll tell me what they find out.”


  “My grandmother said she’d call.”


  “Betty called ten minutes ago. Lima can’t be found, but Draden is being tailed,” Kami said. “She said the men on him were going to stay with him until he was alone.”


  “Okay, so everything is set for tomorrow?”


  “We’re all set,” Tas agreed.


  “I better get back to Kal, she’s restless tonight.” She left them and hurried up to the attic. The room didn’t have a window, so she turned on the light.


  Sienna crossed the tiled floor thinking that the white walls were nothing like the sunny yellow of the old sewing room, but this one had the shelves she’d put up and the built-in sewing table where an envelope lay in plain sight. Her name was scribbled across it in small letters. Sienna picked it up and opened it.


  


  Sienna,


  I bet you suspected the truth by now. You’re right. I detected the threat to Kallie before I went to Peru. I planned the trip to cover the truth. You know what that is and by now I’m sure Kallie knows, too. I never intended to use her as a guardian for the spear for more than a few months while I thought of someplace safe to keep it. When I went to take it off of her I thought she’d lost it, and then I realized, the spear had become part of her.


  The spear of life heals illnesses in all insect breeds.


  I learned later that the spear had had healed the genetic mutation in Kallie because she was the perfect host. Kallie didn’t have the full healing capabilities of the butterfly, but once the crystal fully integrated into her body, it changed her. The first major illness or injury will complete the metamorphosis. She will become immortal like the energy of the crystals themselves. I didn’t know this would happen, so I did more research on the spear and learned why the Incan healers took such good care of it.


  I never had the wand. It was placed with its mutant host when the girl was five. My sister had it, but I don’t know who the girl is.


  I overheard Draden and Lima. They found out someone would pay five million for the spear. Lima knew I’d had the spear, but I let her and everyone else believe it was lost. I realized she didn’t believe me when she started to take a keen interest in my research. She found some of my notes on the wand and the spear. I was compiling some information for my talk with Kallie. I decided to go to Peru after that. I thought if I made look like I’d just found the wand Kallie might be safer. No one would suspect the truth about her.


  I left a text for you to explain everything. Don’t discard it. You’ll need it, and so will the host of the wand of fire and her mate. Read the text. I’ve spent the last nineteen years gathering the information.


  I did love Kallie even though I’m sure it doesn’t seem that way to her right now. I failed to prepare her but with the text you can help her as well as the guardian of the wand. I say this all in the past tense because if you’re reading this, then I am as dead as I knew I’d be.


  I didn’t tell anyone in the coven, and I didn’t want to risk telling you. Who would protect Kallie best if you were with me that night? The man you’re looking for had my sister killed, had me killed, and is probably trying to have Kallie killed. I don’t know his real name, but I do know he’s a black and gold scorpion who calls himself Mr. X.


  I know you’ll make Kallie happy. You were always so good with her it made your girlfriends jealous. I bet you never noticed or really cared. Tell her I truly was prepared to accept you as her mate.


  Maggie


  


  Sienna folded the note and found the aforementioned text on top of a pile of fabric next to a note and three boxes. She picked up the note.


  Your hand-fasting gifts and the stones I brought back from Peru. Some are for the clinic, some are for Tas and Peta. Please pass them on, and don’t let Kallie have the presents until the hand-fasting.


  


  * * * *


  


  Kallie screamed as her mother’s hands closed around her throat.


  “I am going to kill you, Kallie!”


  She jerked awake still screaming. Her heart pounded hard and her hands shook. A sheen of perspiration had started on her skin, dampening her nightgown.


  “Goddess.” She exhaled a hard breath as she scrubbed her hands over her face.


  “Kallie.”


  The whisper of her name was a sinister sound that stopped her breath.


  “Kallie.”


  The tone was insistent and sounded right next to her, but the bed was empty. She quickly scanned the room and found a shadow on the window.


  “Come let me in, Kallie. Don’t you want to see your mother again?”


  The shadow at the window moved. Her breath escaped her shaky puffs as she drew her knees up. The malice scraping at her mind was like ants crawling on her skin. Every feeling she felt vanished and terror washed over her.


  “Kallie?”


  Her skin went cold and clammy and it was just like at the grocery store. Her empathic ability was temporarily gone.


  “I am coming for you, Kallie, and this time I will take you to hell with me!”


  The tangled sheets tented, and she watched them rise and expand as if someone had crawled into bed with her. She forced her legs to move, pushing one off the bed.


  “You’re not my mother,” she whispered and stopped her exit as the covers flattened. She reached out and jerked them back. The bed sheets were damp and stained with blood.


  A chill ran down her spine and Kallie climbed out of bed quickly. She took two steps and a hand closed around her shoulder.


  “You can’t leave without saying hello to your mother again.”


  She turned her head and the headless figure of her mother stood behind her, hand tightening painfully on her shoulder. Kallie opened her mouth to scream, but the sound died a quick and painful death as she was back-handed hard and went flying backward. She landed hard on the carpeted floor and her mother’s gold Celtic cross dangled from her neck and glittered in the light from the moon peeking in through the curtains.


  Hand closed around her throat. “I’m taking you to hell with me.”


  She did scream this time.


  Chapter Twenty-One


  


  Sienna stepped into the bedroom to find Kallie screaming and thrashing on the bedroom floor. She hurried to her, picking up malicious energy, but there was nothing in the room. The wards were still in place. What she felt was coming from Kallie’s dream.


  Someone was using dream magic to get to her. “Kalllie.” Sienna knelt down next to her and Kallie’s hand landed across her face as her mate struggled to escape whatever had a hold of her in the dream. “Kallie, wake up, baby!”


  Kallie’s eyes opened. Her stare was wild and terror-filled as she clutched at Sienna’s arm.


  “Kal, it’s okay, darlin.” Sienna stroked her cheek. “I’ve got you.”


  “My mother,” she said in a small voice.


  “It was the necromancer messing with you,” Sienna said, gathering her close. “If your mother hadn’t warded this part of the house so well, that thing would be in here with you.”


  Kallie shook as she clung to Sienna. “Sienna, something might go wrong tomorrow.”


  “Count on it.”


  


  * * * *


  


  The next morning Kallie wished for more coffee as she dragged herself out to the garage, shoulders slumped. Her mood was a little overcast like the day and a trip to the police station was definitely not what she wanted. She hadn’t slept well even with her mate curled around her. She hadn’t been afraid of someone getting in, she’d been afraid of today. She knew trouble was coming as sure as the weatherman had been certain of clearing skies by noon.


  She stopped in mid-stride as the feeling of being watched triggered uneasiness in her stomach. She started to back up and fingers brushed over the back of her neck and they weren’t her lover’s.


  Her heart pounded hard as she turned to stare into the dark eyes of a man she’d known was trouble when she saw him in her kitchen a few days ago. His thin lips quirked in a cruel smile that had her attempting to escaped, but his fingers curled around her arm and held her fast.


  “What are you doing here, Dizzy?” she asked, trying not to sound panicked. However, she was on the verge of doing just that.


  “We knew there would be one moment when your butch wouldn’t be watching,” Dizzy said. “Your mother did a great job of warding the house, but her biggest mistake was leaving the houses open to the workers.” He shook his head, giving her a chiding look. “Dumb bitch. Besides that, we had a ward breaker working nearly all night to come up with the right powder to neutralize the barrier. All I had to do was shake it over the threshold.”


  “Sienna is on her way out,” she said with a heap of bravado even though common sense told her this wasn’t like in the kitchen. He wasn’t here alone.


  He laughed and she would have thought him handsome if he wasn’t trying to lead her to her death.


  “She won’t get too far since we were able to get into the Victorian while everyone was showering. We engaged the guard dogs, so no one’s coming to your rescue.”


  


  * * * *


  


  Sienna’s spiky arms pulled tight around the head of the man who’d invaded her home. How dare the dumbasses not even think to bring heavy mortal artillery instead of Glocks and Bowie knives? Were they the stupidest hunters in the pack?


  “Bitch!” he snarled. Only a second later, she used the tough spikes of her spider arm to puncture his throat. She drove the spikes through as his eyes widened. He was gasping for air with fear leaking from him. His stinger waved uselessly and he shifted into his human scorpion form. She released him and did a half turn as he quickly evaded her with green blood staining the floor.


  Her arm curled around his scorpion neck and snapped it with vicious force. The tail thrashed about and another one of her spider arms curved around it as it waved toward Kami’s back. She broke it with a loud crunch. He shifted back into human form, and she let him drop lifeless to the floor.


  “Sting that,” she muttered and turned with a determined and purposeful stride toward the garage. The elders had said the protections on the house had been successfully released, giving the intruders full access to the house. Tas and Peta, along with the rest of her dominant coven sisters were defending the original section of house from attack there.


  The sheriff had been given a heads up, but she wasn’t counting on him getting here before the party was over.


  


  * * * *


  


  “Why are you doing this?” she demanded, trying to keep her cool as he urged her to the garage door which slid gracefully up, ushering in a cool breeze.


  “The spear and the wand are going to make me, my cousin, and Lima very wealthy,” he told her. “The scorpion’s willing to pay ten million since we agreed to come in and get you where his people have failed. Small price to pay to save his pathetically fucked up race, don’t you think? You should be happy that your life is going to save a race of killers that will no doubt overrun this fucking town once they’re healed in thanks for your good deed.” He laughed again and she shrank from him. “Plus the other crystals are healing crystals that some witches and shifters will pay millions to get their hands on. Can you imagine being damn near immortal?”


  “What are you talking about?” she demanded carefully.


  “Those crystals can heal nearly anything except a decapitated head.” He laughed and wiggled his brows.


  “You bastard.” She spat at him, and he laughed as the saliva hit his shirt.


  “Too bad you weren’t born with venom,” he taunted. “Mutant.”


  “I don’t know where the crystals are,” she snapped.


  “Well, Sienna will find them if she wants you back alive, then again I don’t think they’ll be giving you back.”


  Anger raced through her. How dare he do this? How dare he break trust with Sienna and the town by working against them with an outsider?


  “She will hunt you and kill you,” she snapped. The closer they got to the door, the more she struggled, and he shook her.


  “Don’t make me hurt you,” he said in a hard warning tone. “The scorpion wants that honor for himself. Let’s go.”


  “No.” She screamed and kicked him in his shin, and he struck her across the face. Kallie gasped as the crack of his hand sent pain bursting through her cheekbone. Her eyes watered as he dragged her toward the door.


  “Hurry the hell up,” another man ordered from outside the garage. “We don’t have time to dick around.”


  “Quit!” he ordered hostilely as Kallie drove her elbow into his side as hard as she could. He jerked her around and wrapped his fingers around her throat and squeezed hard, cutting off her airways as he lifted her off her feet and looked into her eyes.


  Her breath came in hard pants, and she struggled trying to kick out.


  He laughed and grimaced as her foot connected with his hard inner thigh, just missing his balls, and he set her on the ground. He gave her a hard shove right into the waiting arms of the man outside the garage. At the same time, she saw a van pull stealthily into the driveway.


  “No.” Her cry fell weakly from her lips.


  “Shut up,” he snarled.


  She screamed silently and the sound projected outward onto the mental plane.


  Chapter Twenty-Two


  


  With cold eyes, Sienna shifted into the microform of the red-and-black-spotted box-lady as the two men reacted to the clairaudient scream projected from Kallie’s mind. The noise was deafening but had little effect on her as she crawled out of the partially open door and scurried quickly toward the retreating figures.


  Sienna cast a web on the garage door and swung high in the air and glided straight for the man who’d shoved her mate. She landed on his neck and stretched out her very long spiky arms and legs as if attempting to hold onto him, simultaneously lowering her head. She bit him with relish, knowing the venom that would pump through his system would kill him a little slower which would give her time to kick his ass. He let out a curse and reached back to smack her. As he did, she leaped off him and shifted back into her human form. She punched him in the back and partially shifted, spider arms waving at her sides.


  She was going to kill the son of a bitch as well as his boss. There would be no place he could hide for attempting to snatch her mate from her own home.


  “Bitch!” he snarled as he whipped around. “Get the butterfly out of here!”


  “No, you don’t.” Kami flew out of nowhere in her microform. She quickly shifted into human form and attacked the man holding Kallie.


  Sienna became more enraged as the spider’s black arm scraped across her jaw, causing her to wince in pain. He was a golden-brown rocker spider with sharp spindly protrusions on his spider arms. But his legs and arms were shorter than hers. He hit her hard across the face with a fist, and she stumbled back with pain exploding through her jaw. She screeched as he followed, and she used one of her four arms to strike him back.


  She kicked him between the legs, her foot connecting hard with his cock and balls before snaking one of her spider arms around his neck and then another. He grunted, striking out at her.


  “Who are you working for, Dizzy?” she asked softly as she used two more of her spider arms to wrap around his body, holding his arms down at his sides. “You know you’re going to die, and you know it’s going to hurt.”


  “That’s why I’m not telling you a thing,” he snapped at her. “So kill me, butch.”


  She grimaced. “Okay, I’ll just go to Draden for all the answers I need.”


  “Go ahead,” he snapped. “He doesn’t know a thing about it.”


  “Maggie left me a note telling me all about Lima and Draden, but she didn’t know about you. So I guess I’m going to send Tas and Peta to pay Lima a visit. I doubt if either of them will be as nice to her as you were to Kallie.”


  “Max Sherra,” he said. “He’s staying at the hotel.”


  “Lima is going to die for her betrayal of Maggie and so is Draden,” she whispered and then gave his neck a hard jerk and it snapped.


  


  * * * *


  


  Kallie struggled hard as adrenaline pumped through her fast and furious. She tugged against the hold of the scorpion trying to pull her into the van. Her movements were frantic and nearly uncoordinated in her urgency.


  “No.” She struck out and the heel of her hand connected with his nose, and when he grunted she tugged as his tail came forward to sting her. Her eyes widened as fear assailed her in nauseating waves. She had the butterfly quickness of healing but she would never heal before the poison attacked her nervous system and poisoned her blood. She just didn’t recover from toxic scorpion stings the way checkerspots did.


  She dodged the first strike, but the second—the stinger landed in her shoulder, and she screamed from the pain of it. She used her free hand to rake at his eyes and he cried out and released her. She stumbled and the momentum carried her back into her mate’s arms with a hard thud. She grunted.


  “Shit!” the scorpion in the truck cried. “Go. Damn it. Get us out of here.”


  Sienna growled as the van peeled away. They were not going to get far. Some of the men of her coven were out there waiting.


  “Sia, he stung me,” Kallie said breathing hard. “It hurts.”


  “Shh, sweet,” Sienna murmured as she backed toward the house while Kami finished her prey off with lethal flourish. “You will be fine.”


  “He’s toxic, I saw the red markings on his tail.”


  “I promise.” She hurried her inside.


  “Sheriff is picking up the retreaters,” MJ said as his cousin moved into the garage past him.


  “Good,” she muttered. “Get Tas.” She would have to leave her mate alone to heal. Even now her body was starting to go cold as the cocooning process was beginning to take place. Her butterfly would cover her in a hard shell while she healed, effectively taking her into a larvae state to regenerate as was the way of all butterflies seriously injured.


  The stasis was the only way they could heal.


  “What’s happening?” Kallie asked. “I feel so lightheaded. I can’t think.”


  Sienna swept her into her arms as her legs buckled. Kami was moving quickly as MJ stared. “Get Tas and Peta!”


  “Yeah, okay,” he murmured at the tension in her voice and the rage in her face. Kallie’s head rested on Sienna’s shoulder and her fingers contracted. Her breathing grew erratic as she gulped in gasps, and her golden skin paled. “Sia?”


  “I’m here,” she said in a tone breaking with emotion. “F–focus on my eyes, honey.”


  “Cold.” Her tone was weak. “I–I can’t see you that well.”


  “Damn it,” Kami said as she pushed the bedroom door open for her a moment later. “Sienna, I’m sorry. I couldn’t get to her.”


  “She’ll be fine in a few hours.” She laid Kallie on the bed and smoothed her fingers over her cheek. “Love you, baby,” she murmured.


  “Hurts.” Kallie reached up to wipe a tear from Sienna’s cheek. “Don’t cry for me. Just get him.”


  Seinna kissed her cool blue lips. Kallie’s eyes closed and her hand dropped onto her stomach.


  Kami blew out a harsh breath. “Sienna—”


  “Just guard her. Let no one other than my mother and the other elders near her.”


  “Where are you going?” Kami asked.


  “To the hotel to kill that scorpion and the rest of his goddamned crew,” she said in deadly calm.


  Kami frowned. “My hotel?”


  “Yep. What room is Max Sherra in?”


  Her gaze flared. “He’s the one?” she exclaimed. “I should have known that rich bastard was up to something with his—”


  “Fuck the dumb shit and tell me.”


  “He took the whole fourth floor.” The words came out in a rush. “I wish I was coming to help you evict his ass.”


  “Me, too, but I know you’ll keep her safe if they tricked us and hung back to move in once we move out.”


  Kami nodded. “You know it.”


  “What’s up, girl?” Tas demanded from the doorway.


  Sienna turned to face her leggy friend and saw the cool blue eyes of the blonde Peta over Tas’s shoulder and the speck of blood on her cheek. Peta nodded to them.


  “I guess somebody’s not getting a safe word,” Peta said with a dangerous gleam in her eyes. “I miss being an enforcer.”


  Tas laughed. “Is she cocooning? I thought she was broken.” Tas stared in awe at the green leaf-like covering that was now Kallie.


  “My woman’s not broken, bitch,” she snapped. “She’s perfect. “Now, let’s go.”


  Chapter Twenty-Three


  


  The drive to the hotel was tense and the silver bark of the weeping lavender trees filled their view along with the old oaks and applewoods that were characteristic of this side of town. Older brick buildings stooped along the streets with the occasional cement building springing up with square caps lying flat.


  The early morning traffic was heavy on the Friday morning as school kids waited for their buses and those heading off to work chugged along beneath the thick gray clouds squatting over the town, looking as if a squall line might blow in any second.


  Sienna coordinated with their other coven sisters by phone, having three of dominants meet them a half mile from the hotel while the others stayed close to the house to help Kami in case of danger. Peta parked in Lavender Willow Park near the lake, which ran the length of town along the western side. The water was a little choppy and the clouds hung a little lower as they climbed out of Sienna’s truck.


  The other three women descended the trees in their microforms and became humans fully dressed.


  “Hey.” Alexundria, a spider breed, was a leggy black female with chilly hazel eyes. “Your brother took Draden out this morning. He said the guy we’re looking for is Max Sherra.”


  “Who called this shithead and told him Maggie had the stones?” Carleigh asked. She was a ladybug with eerie blue eyes.


  “According to Draden, Sherra contacted the museum looking for Maggie. He wanted the crystals. He’d killed Maggie’s twin years ago. Lima convinced him to him here and he offered them millions if they could produce the items.”


  “So, Lima set Maggie up,” Peta murmured.


  “The sheriff put the word out last night that your girl had that spear,” Elaina, a butterfly, said in a grim tone. “Chandra said he was just trying to draw out the perp.”


  “We knew he was going to do that,” Sienna said coldly. “Now let’s go get him.” She quickly explained the route they would take, and they shifted into their microforms and headed to the hotel.


  Once at the hotel they entered through a service door which was opened by Kami’s manager.


  “Sherra is upstairs, but he’s showing signs of moving out. Most of his team is still here. He started out with fifteen and now he’s down to ten. Two went out this morning and six are still here. Two are in the parking lot loading some bags into the SUV they showed up in last night.”


  “Thanks, Kendra,” Sienna murmured. “Disappear.”


  She gave a sharp nod and scurried away.


  “Okay, girls, let’s get this done.” She pointed to Elaina and Alexundria. “You take the parking lot. We’ll take the rest.”


  The two women shifted and headed back outside while Sienna and the remaining four women separated into two teams of two and headed up to the fourth floor. The hotel hallways were quiet as usual for this time of day. The housekeepers freshened rooms while the customers had breakfast, used the gym, or slept in.


  On the fourth floor, the teams entered—one team by elevator, the other by stairs. Sienna urged Carleigh, who’d teamed with her, to hang back while she crept into the quiet and empty corridor. The silence was too eerie, and she had to assume one of the minions in the parking lot had gotten off a mayday call.


  She headed down the hall, deciding to try a novel approach. The ring leader would be hiding like the pussy he was, so his strongest man would likely be in the penthouse suite playing the role of lord and master. Scorpions could be tricky, but she didn’t mind a little game before she shed some blood.


  Sienna felt Tas coming up behind her and turned. She pointed to the stairwell and Tas nodded. She stopped and waited as Tas went back to get Peta and Carleigh.


  “I’ll take the penthouse,” Sienna murmured low. “Tas, cover my ass. You two, cover our asses.”


  Peta and Carleigh nodded and trailed them as they closed in on the penthouse suite. Sienna knocked on the door.


  “Come on out, Maxie,” she called. “Settle this like the man you are.” She smirked and Tas grinned.


  Tas pointed and Sienna jerked away from the door just in time to miss taking a bullet to the chest. She and Tas shifted. The game was on. A hole was blown in the wall where she’d been standing moments ago and Tas crawled into the room just as gunfire came out of nowhere in the hall. Sienna waited for the shooter to blast the wall out, but he didn’t so she waited and Peta strode down the hall, shifting as she did so. She took the room where the second blast had come from and Sienna crawled into the room Tas had gone into to find the ladybug destroying the scorpion with cruel efficiency even though he was muscle bound.


  She worked her way past the fight, the grunts and the sound of flesh and claws meeting. She entered the bathroom of the room next door and heard voices. Max and his right hand no doubt.


  “It won’t take them long,” one of the men said. “So, we better get going.”


  “I just hate to leave without the spear and the wand.”


  “We’ll go into the city and come back when things die down,” the second speaker said. He was golden-skinned with spiky black hair. “She warned you that goddamned spider was dangerous.”


  “I can’t wait,” Max murmured. “If she doesn’t let her guard down within the next three weeks, I’ll lose my half my family if I do.”


  “I understand.” The dark-haired man’s voice was tight. “We have to go now, though, if we’re getting out.”


  She heard the faint shuffle of noise and crawled beneath the door. Seconds later it opened and a loud grunt followed. Carleigh must be kicking ass out in the hall.


  She shifted quickly and shot a web from the heel of her hand to slam the door and keep the man inside from opening it back. The black-haired man jerked around and surprise shone in his eyes for all of five seconds before it faded, and he stared at her contemptuously.


  “I guess you think you’ve beaten me,” he said coldly, crossing his arms over his chest.


  Sienna shrugged and caught the movement from the window out of the corner of her eye. She shifted as the gun went off.


  “Where the fuck!”


  “Get out, Max!” the man by the window yelled. “I’ll deal with her.”


  Sienna crawled up the pants leg of the shifter standing near the window. Scorpions had so little loyalty, but the leader wouldn’t go charging his dumb ass out the door into the middle of a fight.


  “Take this.” The black-haired man held out a gun and the red-head took it and raced from the room. She waited until the door had closed and the red-headed man turned to the window to climb off him and shift.


  “Hello, Max.”


  Max jerked around and stared at her coldly though he couldn’t hide the surprise in his eyes. “You’re a smart little bitch aren’t you?”


  She shrugged. “I can count to ten. So, how much did you have to pay Lima and Draden to betray Maggie?” she asked.


  “Draden is a pussy,” he said. “His cop cousin was a little better, but Lima, now that’s a real woman. I paid her a million up front. She handed over a picture of the spear. The curator claimed it was lost, but Lima happened upon a picture of a child wearing it. She told me the child was Checkwing’s child and that the child had been sickly with allergies and she’d had the chicken pox, but was mysteriously healed.”


  “And you decided to come and get the spear to save your pathetic race,” she murmured. “How hero like.”


  The corner of his mouth lifted in a sneer of a smile. “And I’m not going back without it or the wand,” he told her. “If the child had the spear then I’m sure she still does and she likely knows where the companion piece, the wand of fire is.”


  Sienna laughed. “Flawed logic.”


  He shrugged. “Lima agrees with me. In fact, she told me last night, she knew where the spear was and she’d get it this morning.”


  Damn it! Lima was probably at the house.


  He laughed again. “Yeah, she’s going to kill your toy, and I hope she makes it hurt.”


  Sienna laughed again. “Men.” She rolled her eyes and then took a step toward him.


  He fired at her and Sienna stared him down. The bullet whizzed by and lodged in the wall next to the door. “That was only a warning. We’re waiting here for Lima, and I want you alive, but I will kill you if you force my hand.”


  “Too bad,” she said, hands hanging loosely at her sides. She turned them so the heels were aimed at him and fired webs. The first missed but the second slammed into the hand with the gun, and she shifted as he struggled to pull his hand from against the wall.


  “Damn it!” He snapped.


  “I don’t give warnings.” She pounced on him, her spider arms moving quickly to slap him as he quickly jerked out of reach. She shifted into her microform, and he let out a growl. She shifted back into her human form and he gasped, finding her right in his face. Sienna slammed his head against the window behind him. “Bastard. Maggie didn’t have the stones.”


  “Lying—” She silenced him by drawing her claw across his throat, cutting deep. Warm blood ran from the wound.


  “Normally, I’d let you run, but knowing what I know—”


  He pulled his hand from the wall and hit her in the mouth with the gun. Sienna stumbled back and fell over something on the floor and he aimed at her. She rolled out of the way and came up firing. The silk hit him like a stone and he grunted, stumbling.


  She did a full shift, remaining in human-size spider form. Four black eyes peered at him. She moved quickly, arms pulling a leg from beneath him. He aimed still and one arm snaked around his wrist while another curled around his neck. She snapped his neck with a quick jerk before pulling the head completely from his body, spraying blood.


  The door burst open behind her, and she jerked around. “Freaking messy as usual,” the sheriff muttered.


  She shifted to her human form and gave him a cool stare. “You’re late.”


  He blew out a harsh breath. “So where are the crystals?”


  “Maggie never had them.” She shrugged. “She only let them think she did. She brought back some healing crystals for the spa.”


  “What?” He gazed at the blood on the wall, brows snapped down. “All this shit over nothing?”


  She shook her head. “I hope you have someone who can dispute that.”


  “I still have Lima,” he said.


  “You have her in custody?” she asked carefully. She hoped, but she wasn’t counting on it.


  “No, she’s under guard at her home, and Draden is with her.”


  “Well, you better stop them before they get away,” she muttered coolly and strode from the room.


  


  * * * *


  


  Sienna climbed up the side of the Victorian fifteen minutes later in her microspider form. She could feel the danger as she scurried along the shingles. She hadn’t been able to reach Kami before she left the hotel, so she assumed Lima was indeed inside the house and probably had been all morning.


  She crawled down to a window, knowing she’d have to break one to get in. She headed to the master bedroom where she found the screen had been eaten away to make room for a butterfly or two. The window hadn’t been left open.


  She couldn’t do magic in spider form, so she shifted and sent a web up to the roof to hold onto while she used a spell to cut a hole in the window glass. Once it was done, she shifted back and used one spider arm to knock the small circle completely free of the pane. Casting a web over the broken glass, Sienna climbed onto it to avoid getting cut and then climbed down to the window ledge.


  “Damn it!” The whisper was a harsh exclamation with rage dripping from each word.


  Kallie’s cocoon was protecting her right now. Lima would have to shift to destroy it before she could get to Kallie.


  Sienna crawled down the wall and spied Kami in a cocoon, but there was a dead male nearby. Rage moved through her like the chill of a winter wind.


  Lima jerked around, sensing her, and Sienna shifted and rolled across the floor to avoid the spell Lima threw at her. She fired a web at her and Lima used magic to block it. With her other hand, Lima threw a spell at Sienna that sliced across the palm of her hand as she brought it up to block.


  “I’m not leaving here without that goddamned spear,” Lima told her. “Even if Max is dead that doesn’t change anything. I was going to kill him anyway.”


  “You found a buyer that would pay you more?”


  “No.” She shook her head. “I got a look at a page of Maggie’s research a month before the trip to Peru, and I knew she still had that spear. It will make the person who wears it immortal, and I certainly wasn’t going to allow her to keep it.”


  “So, you killed her for it.”


  “Course I did,” she said with a shrug. “I had to. I tried to convince her to allow me to see it, but then I realized Kallie was probably still wearing it as a necklace.”


  “What about the wand? Why didn’t you just take that?” Sienna asked.


  She shrugged. “Maggie was so secretive while we were there. She found something in Brazil. We went there to talk to some old leather-faced geezer,” she muttered in distaste. “I wasn’t allowed in the house to hear what he said, but Maggie was shaken when she came out. Then, we went back to Peru, to the Cradle of Gold.”


  “Choquequirao.”


  “Umm-hmm, and Maggie found something there that she wouldn’t let me see. I knew it was the wand, but the stupid bitch refused to give it to me that night. I told her I’d be content to take the wand and leave her and Kallie and the spear alone.”


  “She said no.”


  She nodded smiling tightly. “So, I tried to get her to tell me where it was, but she laughed and fought back. I had no choice but to kill her. Now, I’m going to kill you and torture Kallie until she tells me where the spear and the wand are.”


  “Where’s the necromancer who has Maggie’s body?”


  “Dead. I killed his dumbass last night while we were fucking.” She shrugged. “I planned to do the same to the scorpion. He was a good lay and so arrogant that I was going to get a kick out of watching the life flow out of him right before he came.” She snorted. “You know the son of a bitch actually ordered me to kill one of his soldiers. The woman who attacked you.”


  “Did you?”


  “No. She left.” Her fingers moved on the trigger. “She was smarter than you.”


  Sienna shifted to her microform and Lima growled and threw magic at her. The spell that would have paralyzed her narrowly missed one of her eight legs as she cast a web at Lima who shifted as well.


  The butterfly came at her, claws scraping viciously across her leg and then her back. Sienna tried to web her, but the tiger butterfly was quick and avoided her web and landed on Sienna’s back.


  Pain ricocheted through her from the claws digging into her back. Sienna shook her off and curled a leg around her. The butterfly bit her and the venom stung. Sienna screeched. The butterfly growled and pinned two of her long legs to the floor. Sienna struggled as the venom burned through her. It wouldn’t kill her but it would leave a nasty bruise.


  Lima bit her shoulder and Sienna struggled even harder knowing that another bite would incapacitate her, leaving Kallie defenseless. She used two of her legs to capture one of Lima’s wings and pulled hard, causing the butterfly to growl. She lashed her with a leg and dislodged her.


  Sienna watched, waiting for the butterfly’s next move. Lima flew at her and Sienna fired silk at her that sent her to the carpeted floor. Sienna leaped forward and landed on her. She bit down on a claw and tore it from the butterfly. Lima let out a high-pitched squeal of pain and Sienna sank her fangs into her before she could shift.


  Lima squealed again and Sienna bit her again even as she curled two legs around Lima’s cocooning body. They snaked around her neck and snapped it. The cocoon ceased forming and the butterfly became a human woman whose blood seeped into the carpet where her head lay separated from body.


  “Remind me never to piss you off,” Kami said weakly.


  Sienna shifted and gave her an amused look. “This room will seriously need an exorcism.”


  Kami laughed. “I’m sorry. I got him but I didn’t see her. She hit me with a paralyzing spell and then knocked me out.”


  “It’s all good.”


  Chapter Twenty-Four


  


  Sienna took a quick shower before heading into the sitting room after checking on Kallie. She was still out, but her cocoon was starting to fade.


  “How is it possible that she’s cocooned?” Jasmine asked.


  She gave her mother a smile. Everyone else was gone, but her family remained. Her father was lounging on the sofa next to her mother, her older brother, Ben, had taken a chair, and MJ was holding up a wall while her younger brother, Patrick, had taken up residence next to the fireplace.


  “Some of the crystals Maggie brought back,” Sienna said. “They facilitated the healing.” Not even her family could know yet.


  Her father’s expression was curious, but her mother shook her head in disbelief. “That shouldn’t have helped.”


  “A scorpion stung her!” MJ snapped, glaring at her accusingly. “What is going on? The truth?”


  “The truth is Maggie never had what they killed her for,” she said with a shrug of regret. “The crystals she did bring back were for healing, but not the ones they wanted. Maggie left me a note that I just found last night. She wanted me to know the spear was forever unavailable to anyone. Has been for years.”


  “She was selling artifacts?” Ben asked.


  “No.” She shook her head.


  Her father got to his feet and Sienna turned to see Kallie walk into the room. “We’ll discuss this in a few days,” he said. “You can take as much time as you need off.”


  “Yeah, do that,” Patrick said with a grin.


  “Forget it, twerp,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “Thanks, Dad. Kallie and I will come over for dinner soon.”


  “I guess she’ll have a ring on her finger,” Ben said with a nod to Kallie. “You look pale. I hope you feel better soon.”


  “Thanks.” Kallie went to stand at Sienna’s side and Sienna drew her against her.


  “Kallie is my mate,” she said coolly, her gaze going to her parents. “If you can’t accept her, then I won’t come around , and we’ll quit the coven.”


  “You can’t quit the coven,” her mother said, distressed.


  “I’ll do what I have to, Mother,” Sienna said. “I won’t have you and those old biddies making the woman I love feel bad because she is who she is. You don’t get to me. I know who I am, and I’m proud of it. I’m proud of Kallie, too.” She looked down into Kallie’s eyes and saw warmth and love. “I love you, sweetheart.”


  “She’s jealous as freaking hell,” MJ muttered.


  “And mine,” Sienna said with a smile for Kallie. “All mine, darlin’.”


  “I’m out,” Ben muttered, making a face. “Just send me an invite to the shindig which I know there’s gonna be one cause butterflies roll that way.”


  “A big one,” Sienna said and Kallie nodded.


  “Very big.” Kallie smiled.


  “Well, congrats.” Ben crossed the room and gave them both a hug before leaving. Patrick and MJ followed suit, leaving her parents behind.


  “Oh, hell.” Kemp muttered and shook his head. “I guess I have no choice but to man-up and be the good father-in-law.” He went to give Kallie a hug. “Kallie, you’re going to make beautiful grandbabies for us.”


  Kallie beamed and tears filled her eyes. “I hope so.”


  He grunted and kissed her forehead. “If this knucklehead gives you any trouble, let me know. I’ll whip her back in line.”


  Kallie nodded, tears falling onto her cheeks. She hugged him tightly. “Thank you.”


  “Well, I’m sure you two will explain things to us when you come over,” Jasmine said. “I’ll be civil, but I’ll need some time to adjust.”


  “Of course, Mother.” Sienna kissed her cheek. “Love you both. Thanks for being here.”


  “Where else would we have been with your mate unprotected?” Kemp asked. “Love you, too, Sienna. Kallie.” He cupped her cheek and gave her a little smile before leaving the room.


  “I love you both, but right now I don’t like either one of you,” Jasmine said and followed her husband from the room.


  “I’ll lock up.” Sienna did just that and headed back to the sitting room. Kallie was staring out into the backyard. She went to wrap her arms around her waist and kiss her neck.


  “The spear corrected the mutation in me?”


  “I think so,” Sienna agreed. “I hoped it would. I would have gone feral if you’d died.”


  Kallie put her hands on Sienna’s. “I was scared, too,” she murmured. “I didn’t want to leave you.”


  “I’m so in love with you,” Sienna said. “I hope you can learn to trust me completely.”


  “Dizzy said no one was coming to rescue me,” she said, leaning her head against Sienna’s shoulder. “I was so disappointed that you weren’t coming, but I realized that as much as you love me, there might come a day when you wouldn’t be able to save me. And you did and I was dying anyway, but you were there. That was all that mattered. You were there.”


  “I will always come for you, Kal,” she told her fiercely. “You are my heart and soul, my very reason for living. Nothing will keep me from getting to you, not even death.”


  She nodded. “That is the kind of love I wanted with you,” she said. “That is the kind of love that won my heart completely. I saw it in your eyes when I was dying.” She put her hand on the window and looked at the butterfly on her finger with its soft copper color and checkered pattern. The wings were closed, signaling that she was no longer available. “Did you get whoever was after me?” She turned to look at her mate.


  “They’re all dead.” She hugged Kallie tight.


  “Good. Now we can find my mother’s notes.”


  “I have what you need,” Sienna told her. “Your mother left me a note and all of her notes.”


  “She did? Why didn’t you say something before?” She frowned.


  Sienna drew in a breath and let it out and smiled. “She loved you, Kallie with all of her heart, and she never intended to make you the crystal’s guardian, just heal you,” she said. “She said she was going to accept me as your mate.”


  Kallie nodded, tears starting to fill her eyes anew. She hugged Sienna. “What about the crystal?”


  “Well, both of our lives are about to change now that you’ve died. The spear made you immortal simply because of its healing powers.”


  “I don’t want to live forever,” she said sadly. “Not without you.”


  “Oh, you won’t have to. On the night of the new moon, your blood will be rich with antibodies that will make me immortal as well.”


  “People will kill me for having that ability,” Kallie said angrily.


  “No, they won’t,” Sienna told her. “Because you won’t have it after you use it on me. You’ll be able to heal and make people well, but not make them immortal.”


  “Thank Goddess. Lima knew?”


  “Yeah. She wanted that for herself,” she said with a shrug. “Can I ask you something?”


  Kallie nodded. “Yes, baby, anything.” She smiled and so did Sienna.


  “Will you wear my ring, my darlin’ love?”


  “Yes!” She nodded, happiness suffusing her face and making her eyes glow with it. “Do you mind a Beltane hand-fasting?” She cupped her cheek and leaned toward her.


  “Not at all.” Sienna’s lips pressed to Kallie’s as the sun the weatherman forecast broke through the clouds.
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