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      Gunshots rang out behind me.

      I ducked, popped pixie, and corkscrewed to land on the pier shop’s window ledge on the outside of the Hippodrome. Had mundanes been around, I wouldn’t have been able to go pixie, but when bullets are flying, being small makes me less likely to get hit.

      Officer Harold, gun drawn, pointed it at the deck of the pier, scanning the crowd. Tiny bits of colored paper drifted in the breeze around Harold’s ankles. Snickers and giggles drifted through the sparse patrons on St. Mo’s pier this morning.

      “Just firecrackers, Brother Officer,” Hippie the pier busker said as he pulled the cart with his sound equipment and guitar along for his morning stint on the pier. “Those brother teens look like they might know something.”

      Hippie nodded toward two young teen boys darting around the Hippodrome’s far corner.

      “Police. Stop, you two!” Harold shouted and charged after them.

      I popped tall again. Good thing this was fae-only hour on the pier.

      “Oh, good show!” Mortimer Bluescales, resident mini dragon, stuck his fluffy gray cat head through the open door.

      A thinner green cat face popped out next to him.

      “Teleporting firecrackers is nothing, mate. Popping a full-sized human takes a lot of energy.” Basil, the Australian mini dragon, said. “I figured you were too slow to get those crackers out in time. A teleport spell for something little like that is easy.”

      “So…” I knelt down next to the mini dragons in cat form. “Those two boys tossed the firecrackers into the Hippodrome? And Basil magicked them outside right behind Officer Harold? I was walking by right then.”

      “Sorry, mate,” Basil said. He sounded sincere. “The stinkers tossed them right on Mr. Droll’s trains.”

      “Actually, they landed on the new station house in the San Diego section,” said Mort. “I installed that station last week. They could have set fire to a good section of the layout.” He turned toward Basil. “I believe I shall reward you with a chili-cheese dog.”

      “Make it four.” Basil grinned, which always looked strange, or maybe a tad evil, on their cat faces. “We should get a tray of them for our expedition.”

      The green mini dragon ducked back inside.

      “I told you,” Mort said, following, “I refuse to go on a leaky boat to catch fish. This is a coastal town. We can purchase fish and chips, already caught and cooked, practically anywhere local.”

      I headed back out toward Beanzies. The order window was open, and a customer was just leaving with their coffee as I limped up.

      “What is the big announcement you texted me about?” I asked Amanda. “Someone to run against Penny Parler?”

      “Umm… Maybe.” Amanda passed me a bright-neon-green flyer. “This Friday at the pier. Big announcement.”

      “You and Mary Pat find your victim for the campaign?” That was what the flyer was about. “Pier Committee Candidate Announcement. Food, fun, politics and such,” I said, paraphrasing the text from the bright-green paper.

      “We have to protect our favorite real estate broker, you know. Now that you’ve made it official, and moved out of Penny’s district. Mary Pat has been pulling all sorts of favors to find someone. We have to win at least one seat on the council this cycle to save the pier.”

      “Today’s Monday. The announcement is not until Friday. You’re not even going to tell me who is running?” I rolled my eyes in mock exasperation.

      “Back in a minute. Got to take the rolls out.” She pushed her tall chair back from the service window and shifted her mermaid tail into human legs. Her arms dropped into the cuffs of her aluminum elbow crutches.

      Beanzies wasn’t a huge shop, and most of the pastry dough was made elsewhere, then baked here on the pier. That made the pastries not as great as Nikki Flannigan’s at NaughTea Nibbles, but not as generic as pre-packaged ones at the convenience mart. That was the trade-off of a shop on the pier, where space was a premium. The food shops kept things simple and outsourced what they could.

      “Hey, Twiz.” Larry Lloyd rolled up behind me. “Who’s running?”

      “She won’t tell me. Just handed me a flyer about Friday.”

      Amanda propped herself back on her tall chair behind the window. She had the tray of pastries and the tub of icing next to her, and started smeared the icing across the rolls.

      “Well… you had to go move in with Mr. Undead and Hunky,” Amanda teased. “Good thing Mort had right of first refusal on the newly vacated space in the Hippodrome, or Penny Parler would have had the demolition foreperson set up in your old apartment.”

      “Yeah. You can’t even vote in this district anymore.” Larry sighed. “You’re stuck voting for Star Sinclair.”

      “Am not. I’ll vote for whomever is running against her.” I had just changed my voter registration address over to Rapier Place. The last thing I wanted was a cry of voter impropriety when I had just started my brokerage here in St. Maurice.

      “Who’s running against Star? You?” Amanda suggested. “You’re in her district. We thought we had someone, but they dropped. No other candidate has declared, and Friday is the last day to file.”

      “I promised to stay out of politics, and Star leaves my business alone.” Which was true. Hoppy had seen to that with a geas spell. Star and I both made the pledge, and Hop set the geas to do something nasty to whomever reneged. I really didn’t want to know what penalty he had set.

      “Don’t want to turn into a three-eyed troll, huh?” Larry laughed. “Even if Star is the only candidate, you can write in an opponent.”

      “Oh! Maybe I should. Captain Renard’s old mansion is in her district. Surely a long-dead shipping-line owner would be a better town council member than Star.”

      Amanda pushed one of the rolls toward me. “Taste test. Need a pixie opinion on the new recipe I asked for.”

      Larry looked back at me. “Captain Renard, the old smuggler turned pirate? Aren’t you trying to sell that mansion?”

      “Not Renard’s.” I let the aroma of the freshly baked roll and sweet sugary icing drift around me. Just what a pixie needed this early. “I’ve got the other captain’s mansion. Corbin Corbie’s son just listed his with me yesterday. I’ve got a showing scheduled for this morning.”

      “Oooh! That’ll be a nice commission. And maybe we should work on getting you elected in Star’s district as a write-in candidate. If we make the push, and you don’t know anything about it, then Hoppy’s geas won’t affect you.”

      I paused, fork in the air with a gooey hunk of pastry waiting. “I told Star I’d stay out of politics. Even if you got me through the election that way, I would have to refuse the office.”

      Larry laughed. “A pixie-sized troll would be scary.” He pushed his power chair forward. “Can I get a strawberry iced? Gotta get to Mom’s shop. With luck, my package will be here today.”

      “Ordering more books?”

      “No… um… electronic stuff.” Larry scrunched his lips tight and jerked his eyes down, as though he didn’t want to tell me what was in the package.

      “You going to be ready with that?” Amanda asked him and passed him his drink.

      Larry gave a nod. “Should be. I may need Chaz’s help on a few things.”

      “You!” I leveled a finger at him, not sure what he was up to. “Keep me and my boyfriend out of politics. I’ll back anyone who supports saving the pier. But I’m not running. Not even as a sneaky write-in.”

      “Eat your pastry, Twiz.” Amanda giggled. “You’re grumpy when you haven’t had enough sweets.”

      I shoved the bite into my mouth and stared at her, trying to do an impression of my mother, the elementary school teacher, glaring at a misbehaving student.

      Amanda pointed a finger and gave me a motherly glare, then laughed. “You need to go visit your mom if you want to pull off that look. Is she speaking to you yet?”

      “Well… Dad got her to yell ‘Hi, Twiz!’ when I called him last night. That’s the first time I’ve heard her voice since I moved in with Chaz.”

      “Kinda weird, her giving you the silent treatment instead of the other way around.”

      I shrugged. “Yeah. I kinda miss the old way of having a conversation that eventually devolved into her pushing me to have pixie babies.”

      “You going to invite her out to see the house?”

      “Well…” I rolled my eyes. “We think she’s been doing flyovers some evenings. Chaz asked Hoppy to put up a pixie ward around the place. It’s keyed so I’m the only pixie that can get close to the house. The only way in is via the front door for all other pixies.”

      “Ooooo! That must have honked her off! No spying on the daughter. No peeping through the windows.” Amanda laughed.

      “Be careful. You may be doing the same when your tads get old enough for you to follow them around.”

      “Well, I’m the parent. I need to make sure they’re not out doing something dangerous like teasing predators.”

      I paused, my fork in the air with another bite of the pastry. “Is that really something teen merfolk do to prove their bravery? Go tease a shark?”

      “Actually, yes,” a Russian accented male voice cut in. “I’ve had my tail tugged by young merfolk several times. My apologies for interrupting.”

      Amanda’s eyes narrowed, and she crossed her arms over her chest. “Those poor tads. Did you eat them?”

      Aleks Baronov, leader of the local wereshark shiver, shook his head. “Of course not. We know that your teen merfolk use it as a rite of passage. So we shift back into our hybrid forms. That scares the youngsters away. Though a few years ago I had one girl so frightened, she froze. Shifted to that statue form merfolk use when they’ve been spotted by a mundane. Wouldn’t move at all. Finally, Yuri bumped her from behind. She shifted back, screamed, and swam away. I would have hated swimming her back to her family frozen like that.”

      “Oh!” I almost shivered at that thought. “A hybrid wereshark pulling a frozen mermaid into the mer-town. That wouldn’t have gone over well.”

      Aleks nodded. “Tridents and wands would be the least of our worries in that instance. We really should have a meeting with the mer-council and work to repair our relationship.”

      Amanda bit her lip and glanced between Aleks and me. Amanda’s father was on the mer-council. I doubted she’d volunteer to be a go-between, though.

      Two teens darted past Beanzies, turned, and ducked down the short alley between it and the Pier Shack next door. A few seconds later, Officer Harold chugged along, breathing heavily in his beach patrol uniform of shorts, a blue polo shirt with his badge embroidered on it, and an SMPD ball cap. He looked around, scowling. I caught his eye and discreetly jabbed a finger at the alley. Those boys, with their seemingly harmless prank, deserved a good lecture from Harold.

      The officer nodded and tapped two fingers to his cap in a salute, then jogged down the alley after the boys.

      “Need a coffee before we head up to Corbie Mansion?” I asked Aleks, then looked behind him at Yuri.

      The hulking wereshark bodyguard pointed at my mostly empty plate. “Roll. And coffee.”

      “Make it two coffees, but only one roll.” Aleks slid his wand from his sleeve. He held it over the pay pad while Amanda rang up the order. Her shoulders were tense. They went that way whenever one of the weresharks was around.

      She stayed quiet while she passed the paper cups out, then the roll for Yuri. The wereshark bodyguard plopped onto one of the metal benches. Aleks poured a bit of cream into his coffee and gave it a stir, watching his compatriot.

      “Sometimes, I believe he is part pixie. Such a sweet tooth in him.”

      Amanda pointed a finger at Aleks. “You just keep your teeth to yourself and away from our tads.”

      I sucked in a breath. Amanda’s prejudice against what she considered a predator might be founded on past truths, but in the month I’d been dealing with Aleks and his fellow weresharks, they’d been nothing but courteous to everyone around them.

      “Peace and love, little sisters.” Hippie’s voice interrupted the tense moment.

      Amanda’s eyes flicked to the busker, wearing his typical tie-dyed tunic and shorts. He flashed a peace sign at me and Amanda. He had finished setting up his gear across from the coffee shop and was here for his morning beverage.

      Aleks extended his hand toward Hippie. “Your show this weekend was very entertaining. My fiancée especially enjoyed your Beatles compilation.”

      Hippie shook hands, and his eyes lit up. Most fae, at least here in St. Mo, let a bit of their magical nature leak through in a handshake. Aleks must have shared his shifter nature.

      “Blessings to her, and my thanks, Brother Shark,” Hippie said.

      “We are in discussions with your director, Mary Pat,” Aleks said, letting his eyes slide between Hippie and Amanda, “about hiring talent from the cabaret at the Double Clam for shows on our boat. Yelena is overseeing the addition of a small theatre.”

      “Interesting, Brother Shark.” Hippie tilted his head as he considered the idea. “Will that decrease the patrons here on the pier? My busker brothers and sisters would miss their income if it did.”

      “We’ll grow as St. Maurice grows,” Aleks said. “No faster. Our idea is to work with the town to keep the pier and enhance it. We should give fae across the world every reason to visit our little town, and to stay as long as they like.”

      “Save the pier?” Amanda asked. Her cocked head said she was interested, but her frown said she didn’t really want to believe him.

      “Yes.” Aleks shifted his eyes back to her. “My business is part of St. Maurice. My people are a part of this community. What helps one of us, helps all of us.”

      He held her gaze for a moment. Eventually, Amanda’s eyes jerked toward me. Just keep your mouth shut and listen, I thought, hoping she’d be reasonable. The weresharks were attempting to be good citizens. I really wanted her to give them a chance.

      Aleks slid his phone from the inner pocket of his gray jacket. He flipped through a few screens, then nodded.

      “I thought so. Yelena is heading our search for entertainers.” Aleks looked up with a polite smile. “Miss Amanda, your voice, your performance at the show this weekend was one that she took notice of. She hopes that you’ll consider accepting a contract once we open the theatre.”
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      “Your barista friend is going to be our toughest sell,” Aleks said. He and I sat in the back of the SUV as Yuri drove us through Fish Town.

      I pulled my lower lip in and agreed with him. “The merfolk don’t like predator species. Normal predators they can drive off. But a boat full of shifters… that bothers them.”

      “You’d be surprised how few of my shiver are actually here in the bay. Yuri is our head of security and has three shifters under him. We have a few more scattered around the Tiger, heading various departments.”

      I did the quick math in my head. Yuri plus three, plus Aleks and Yelena, plus a few more meant about a dozen weresharks in the bay, depending on what Aleks meant by a few. Ten or more weresharks on the hunt could do serious damage to the merfolk population.

      “You didn’t add her name to the list of singers you’re trying to get to perform just to win her over, did you?”

      Aleks raised his tablet. “Here. Let me show you the message from Yelena to your friend Mary Pat.”

      He flipped screens until he came to the email in question. It had a time stamp of about an hour before he and Yuri found me at Beanzies. Hippie’s real name was there, along with three other singers or musicians. Amanda was definitely on the list.

      “We’re not sure which entertainers are professionally represented, nor who to contact for those who are.” Aleks took his tablet back, cleared the screen, and closed the cover. “Mary Pat, as the entertainment director, seemed the logical person to reach out to.”

      “She’ll know, though I doubt anyone on the list has an agent.”

      “Cookie?” Yuri asked from the front seat. The road he drove on led past Diego’s Dives and the sandwich shop with the excellent cookies.

      Aleks chuckled. “You just had a pastry, my friend. We can stop on the drive back.”

      “I’m with Yuri. A cookie will be good. But definitely after we tour Corbie Mansion.”

      “Okay. Deal.” Yuri glanced in mirror and flashed me a grin. Evidently our urge for sweets was helping me bond with Aleks’s hulking henchman.

      “Tell me about the property,” Aleks said as Yuri turned onto the winding road up the side of the valley.

      “Well, it’s an old Spanish mansion with what you’d expect from the Spanish colonial architecture. Mediterranean features. Red tile roofs, inner courtyard with pool. Built into the side of the mountain there, so it’s three levels overall. Servants quarters out back, but they’re mostly unused. Only Philip and his wife, a leprechaun couple on staff, live on site.”

      Aleks nodded, flipping through screens on his tablet again. “You just listed this yesterday? And photos already?”

      “I took a photographer with me yesterday when Corbin Corbie signed the listing contract. He practically insisted that I have one along. He was leaving for his European vacation last night and wanted to be present for the staging of the house. Took over four hours to get the portfolio of images.”

      “There are quite a few images here.” Aleks flipped back to the screen of thumbnail images and started scrolling down.

      “We darn near wore out Philip and Keeva,” I said. “You can see from the photos on the listing, there is more potential for developing this property.”

      “Zoning will allow what?”

      “Corbin had the property zoned for hotel and resort after his father passed, back in the early 1900s,” I said. “But he never saw that through. There’s room and potential to build a guest wing beyond the three small suites already in the residence.”

      “This is quite a drive up here.” Aleks waved out the window as we climbed the hillside. “Will guests want to spend time up here when the attractions are mostly in the valley?”

      “Teleport gem between here and the bayside resort?” I offered. “Corbie Mansion can be our executive-level resort for those who want the view and the seclusion.”

      “What else can be developed at this level? Golf?”

      “Doubtful. The terrain is fairly steep.” I pointed out the window as we passed the G’Sisters of Faerock Academy. They housed and cared for both orphans and mundanes and fae dramatically affected by faerock. “The gnome sisters have the most level part of the hillside until we reach the crest.”

      “Hit the ball, chase the ball, lose the ball,” Yuri chimed in from the front seat. “Don’t want to hit the faerock patients with a bad chip shot.”

      “Yuri caddies for me whenever I’m forced to play,” Aleks said. “He’s a far better a golfer than I am.”

      “Just do what I tell you, boss. You’ll get through the course.” Yuri looked at me in the rearview mirror. “He is better at putt-putt.”

      “That is more challenging.” Aleks said. “Trying to get the ball in the correct gap in the smile of those clowns. All golf courses should have giant clowns. It’s quite fun when you miss and hit them with the ball. Hole in one becomes a five putt before one tires of aiming at the grinning face. Those putt-putt designers are evil. ”

      I giggled. “You try to hit the clown? No wonder you have a five-putt hole.”

      “A putt-putt golf course could be challenging. Our patrons would need to resist the urge to hit the clown. And there is the threading between the windmill blades only to have your shot roll down the wrong ramp. Could be quite the challenge for some of our executive clientele.”

      Yuri shook his head, then turned where the GPS told him. “Are you sure you want putt-putt at a resort, boss? Is that is the type of client you want up here?”

      “I don’t know,” I said. “After my blowup with my old broker, I would have paid for an hour of smacking little round colored balls at his face. We could magic up something that makes the faces look like their worst enemy?”

      Aleks nodded. “Ah… a new level of competitive gaming that favors the house. We should let you design our next set of slots.”

      “Game design is Chaz’s department. I’m in charge of finding good property.”

      Yuri drove the car up to a steel gate set between two adobe columns. He pulled up far enough for me to lean out my window and toggle the intercom.

      “Miss Twist,” a male voice said. “Please have the driver park at the front door. Mr. Corbie has already left, and you won’t be in anyone’s way there.”

      The gate slid open, and a moment later we were in front of a red slate door that matched the red tiles of the roofs. The sun-dried, semi-arid SoCal climate led to a landscape that featured succulents and other drought-tolerant plants.

      “Underbrush cleared far away, good. I’m learning about natural wildfire defenses.” Aleks slid out of his door. Yuri had my door open before I had my seatbelt retracted. The door of the manor opened as we approached.

      “Welcome, Miss Twist, Mr. Baronov,” said a petite leprechaun in light-green dress slacks and a white shirt. He was only a few feet tall, so he didn’t offer his hand. Small folk rarely did to taller fae. Instead he held a rocks glass, and ice clinked in an amber liquid.

      “Philip,” I said. “This is Aleks. And Yuri.”

      “Make sure they wipe their feet,” a shrill voice called from down the hill. “I’ll not be mopping the floors again, Philip!”

      The leprechaun sighed and rolled his eyes.

      “A pleasure, gents. Do come in.” He pulled the door open and waved us inside, then nodded toward a low side table lined with a variety of alcohol choices. “Mr. Corbie insists I offer all guests a drink as soon as they arrive.”

      Aleks waved him off. Philip looked at me. “I had the missus pull a bottle of dessert wine out of the cellar, Miss Twist.”

      “Not while I’m with a client.” He knew of my rule from the day before when his employer signed the listing contract.

      Aleks gestured for Philip to lead. “I hope this early showing didn’t upset your schedule.”

      “Not at all. We did all the cleaning for the photography session. Wanted the place to look its best.” Philip waved a hand toward a large stairway with a wrought-iron handrail and supports.

      “After Mr. Corbie drove off late last night, I came over this morning to make sure he hadn’t left a stray glass of half-drunk rum out in his study or bedroom.”

      I let Philip lead us on a tour of the lower level. A large sitting room, overlooking the valley to one side and the mansion’s Spanish courtyard to the other, dominated the southern wing. A billiard table and wet bar, well stocked, were the keynotes of this section. The exit at the far end led to a path along the mountaintop that ended in a columned gazebo with a matching red-tiled roof.

      The other wing of the lower level consisted of kitchen, laundry, and other support for the operation of the household.

      Philip strolled through the kitchen area. I had thought Chaz’s kitchen at Rapier Place was overly large. This one dwarfed that by at least a factor of four.

      “You can see that the facilities are large enough to handle sizable dinners. Mr. Corbie’s father built the home to entertain. Of course, the late nineteenth century lacked many of today’s avenues of entertainment and recreation.”

      “Like putt-putt,” Yuri said behind us.

      Aleks ignored him and looked around, taking in the modern stainless-steel appliances and work surfaces. “The present Mr. Corbie is not the original owner?”

      “Corbin Corbie is the son of Captain Corbie.”

      “Captain Corbie the pirate?” Aleks raised an eyebrow. “I was not aware he used St. Maurice as his home port.”

      “Only in retirement.” Philip waved us on with the tour but filled in some of the Corbie history as we climbed the stairs to the second level. “Captain Corbie was a rough but kind soul. He wouldn’t talk about his time with Captain Willie nor when Dirty Max joined up with them. At least not according to my parents. They were his first hire for staff here. Actually, my parents were his only hire because of Captain Corbie’s demise near the faerock mine.”

      Aleks cocked an eyebrow. “Oh? I thought Captain Corbie was lost at sea.”

      “Not at all, though the old tavern tales are more entertaining than what actually happened. In the late 1860s, there was a series of quakes. The worst was up in Hayward, according to my father’s journal. But one of them struck here in the valley.”

      “This mansion seems sturdy enough.” Aleks glanced around, looking at the ceiling and exposed beams of dark stained wood. A painted portrait of old Captain Corbie hung prominently at the top of the staircase. The silver-haired gent had a bit of a pirate sense about him. “Is that…?”

      “Captain Corbie. However, the current Mr. Corbie much resembles his father,” Philip said. “Though without the sailor’s coat and ruffles of the 1800s.”

      Aleks nodded politely and looked around. “I’m surprised a house this old withstood a major quake. Were there building codes back then?”

      “Captain Corbie was a stickler for strong construction. But that of Dirty Max…” Philip shook his head. “My father said no one could talk sense to that scoundrel. He built his home hanging from the cliff face, smack dab in the middle of the high western wall of the valley. There was barely a village here. The gnomes were just getting the mines up and running.”

      “Let me guess,” Aleks said. “The quake struck, and the structure plunged down the mountain, killing all inside?”

      Philip gave a nod. “According my father’s stories, they dug through the rubble but never recovered the bodies.”

      I nodded. “The area is known now as Fool’s Slide. Teens go there hoping to find old pirate treasure.”

      “The current Mr. Corbie,” Philip continued, “is the son of Captain Corbie by his first wife. She left him and took their son when he took up pirating. Father said she was of good east coast fae blood, and didn’t want the stigma of being married to a notorious smuggler.”

      “I can understand how she felt.” Aleks caught my eye. He and Yelena were attempting to blaze a path for his family to leave the criminal side of their wereshark mafia, and strike out with legitimate businesses. That’s what the land acquisition was part of. Developing an underpriced sector of our valley into an upscale resort community.

      Philip led us into the upper story. Bedroom suites and a study overlooked either the valley or the courtyard.

      “Fairly decent sized,” Aleks noted, looking out at the pool that dominated the courtyard. “Covered portico all around for shaded seating. An arched exit in the northeast and southwest corners to let a breeze through.”

      The upper story wound completely around, but the archways separated the lower level into the kitchen, the L-shaped support wing, and the entertaining wing.

      Philip suggested we visit the wine cellar next. “Built using some of the old mining tunnels,” he said. “The garage is down on that level too. The main drive dips, and the entrance is back under the kitchen.”

      “Was there much faerock here?” Aleks asked.

      “Hardly any, according to my father’s journal,” Philip said. “That is why this side of the valley, and over where Captain Willie built his place, were affordable. Only a few thin veins that were quickly mined. Other than the view, there was no value to the land in those days.”

      “Perhaps a trip out to the gazebo to see the view first?” Aleks suggested.

      Philip nodded and led the way.

      The gazebo itself was built to match the house. Adobe columns and tile roof. The flagstone floor was of the same stock as the drive and paths. It stood on a promontory open on three sides to a steep drop off. Wooden chairs and tables sat under the tiled roof. In the center of the flagstone floor, a dark stone, probably granite, was carved with what looked like the symbol of the house of Corbie—a sailing ship with a raven on its largest sail, with crossed flintlock pistols behind the ship.

      Philip hung back. “I’ll stay back here. Heights like those make my belly flop when I get too close. We little folk don’t fly as well as you pixies, Miss Twist.”

      “I can sympathize. I’m not known for my flying ability.” I tapped my gimpy foot with my cane. “Faerock got my wing and my leg.”

      “You did say that Mr. Corbie, the owner, left last night?” Aleks asked.

      “Of course. The missus and I heard his MG belch brimstone about eleven, or maybe half past. We were both in bed. I checked the garage this morning. The MG’s spot was empty.”

      “Then who is that poor chap?” Aleks pointed down the cliff.

      Even Philip rushed to the railing and poked his head through to look down the cliff face. “Oh, faerocks! Poor Mr. Corbie. He didn’t deserve to go like that.”

      I looked at Alex, then at Yuri, my phone already in my hand.

      “I’ll call the detective.”

      Aleks looked back at the house. “I wonder who drove the MG away last night?”
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      Dom looked at me as he approached the gazebo. “Why do you keep finding the dead bodies?”

      “Gus and Ralph found the last one,” I replied. “And Aleks found this one.”

      Detective Sanchez, or Dom to his friends—and in a town the size of St. Mo, Dom was everyone’s friend—let his eyes flick to Aleks and Yuri.

      “I see. Mr. Baronov is still your client?”

      “And landlord. Twist Realty opens our location in the Faerock building next week.”

      “Faerock, hmmm? Changed the name? Thought you already moved in?” Dom waved off my reply. “Never mind. The deceased is where?”

      Aleks used an open-palmed hand to gesture over the railing. Dom stepped up to the edge of the cliff and took a long look, then pulled his phone out.

      “Kami, sorry to bother you. Need a flyover of a crime scene.” Dom turned away from the railing. “Yes. I’m sorry. You’re the only one on the force who can fly.”

      Dom glanced my way and gave me a weak smile. He knew he was asking a lot from Kami. “Yes. The Corbie mansion.”

      He punched the disconnect button, then shook his head. “I owe her. She and Roman finally got a day off together, and they’re heading out to Big Sur. She said I was interrupting their romantic drive up the coast.”

      “Had they left yet?”

      “No. Roman called me ten minutes ago. He was running late, otherwise I wouldn’t have intruded.”

      I crossed
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