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      Pebble Cove will never be the same.

      

      The Rickster is notorious for telling tall tales around Pebble Cove. When he’s found on the dock holding a bloody knife, a crumpled body at his feet, of course he has a story to explain it away. But is his plea of innocence just another yarn?

      

      The victim and the Rickster share a long history, and at the Rickster’s pleading, Rosemary digs into the case. Unfortunately, the more she finds, the guiltier the man appears.

      

      Even so, the Rickster’s case brings a welcome reprieve from her other active investigation. With the help of Asher’s distant, living relative, she’s closing in on the truth about her ghostly friend’s murder. But are Rosemary and Asher ready to say goodbye for all eternity?
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      Laughter roared through the crowded pub as I leaned on the bar, waiting for my drink order. I made eye contact with Jimmy, the owner of the Geoduck. He chuckled and shook his head.

      “For not actually being a fisherman, that guy tells the best fish stories I’ve ever heard,” Jimmy said with a shrug.

      A cool breeze rushed through the open windows, bringing much appreciated fresh air on the hot summer night.

      I glanced back, only able to see wild white hair peeking out from behind a group of fishermen enraptured by the Rickster’s latest story. Jimmy handed over the drinks I’d ordered. Balancing all three, I carefully picked my way back to my table.

      Because of my slow pace, I overheard part of the latest story in progress as I passed by the Rickster’s group.

      “That's when I looked down. You know how clear the water is down in those parts,” the Rickster said, pausing at just the right moment for a few of the fishermen to nod in agreement. “Well, if you haven’t seen it, it’s like glass that you can stick your hand right through. And that’s when I saw it. Staring back at me, mere inches from my face, was a Great. White. Shark.” He punctuated each word as if it were its own sentence and could stand alone.

      The group of men, who had been leaning ever closer during the Rickster’s story, moved back, letting out loud whoops of excitement.

      “Those things are huge.”

      “I’ve seen one before.”

      “Oh, I have too. They’re beasts.”

      “What did you do?”

      As if he’d been waiting for that last question in order to move on, the Rickster cocked an eyebrow, his two different-colored eyes gleaming in the warm light of the pub. He had the men in the palm of his hand, just where he wanted them.

      “My buddy was on the other side of the catamaran, and he chose that moment to lean all his weight onto his side—like I’d been screaming at him to do since we started tipping over—and he finally righted the boat. We moved away from the shark and sailed off to safety.” The Rickster smirked, sitting back and taking a long swig of his beer.

      A collective exhale left the group of fishermen. I moved past them to rejoin my friends. Jolene and Callie huddled close together over the table. The huge grins and doe-eyed expressions they wore told me exactly what they were discussing: Beck and Owen, their significant others. They sat back as I approached, clearing their throats when I set the round of drinks on the table.

      “The Rickster’s in fine form tonight,” Jolene said, eyeing the group crowded around him in the corner.

      Still standing, I took a sip of my full drink. “Shark stories always get fishermen excited. It’s like hearing about the royal family, for regular people.”

      “Or gossiping about celebrities,” Callie added.

      “Did I ever tell you about the time I was shipwrecked with a Hollywood starlet?” The Rickster’s crackling voice cut through the Geoduck.

      The group roared with a mixture of excitement and disbelief.

      Disbelief.

      That was the only emotion I ever felt when the Rickster opened his mouth. But that man was part of the fabric of Pebble Cove. Everyone could recite a list of at least six unbelievable things the Rickster claimed to have happened to him—and they were usually different for each person. He had a “guy” for every situation. And we basically just tolerated him lying about his life.

      He lived on a small houseboat, was always looking for the next money-making scheme to get involved in, and couldn’t seem to keep his nose out of other people’s business, even though he vehemently hated when people got involved in his.

      Sinking into the third seat at the round table, I said, “You know you can talk about them in front of me.” When my friends blinked, feigning ignorance, I clarified, “Owen and Beck. You can gush about them around me too. You don’t have to wait until I’m gone.”

      Callie studied her drink while Jolene tugged on her ear.

      Over the last few months, I’d noticed a trend. My friends, who were both in new relationships, had been holding back around me when it came to discussing how happy they were.

      “We just don’t want you to feel left out.” Jolene bowed her head forward. “But in trying not to do so, we’re actually leaving you out,” she added, like saying it aloud had helped her understand how backward it sounded.

      “We’re sorry.” Callie traced a meandering pathway through the condensation on her glass. “We won’t hide it anymore. We promise. But you can tell us to stop if you ever feel like we’re talking about them too much.”

      Taking another sip of my drink, I shook my head. “I doubt I’ll ever feel that way. They make you happy. I’m thrilled for both of you. I mean, Jolene, you’re married. That’s a big deal.”

      Jolene and Beck had eloped during their trip to Tahiti a few months ago. He was a website designer, so he worked remotely, and he’d moved in with her once they’d come home. They were the definition of wedded bliss.

      Callie and Owen weren’t engaged yet, but they seemed to be perfect for each other. And even though Owen was still on the shy side, it was the thing Callie had grown to like most about him: his quiet nature.

      “Speaking of relationships, though … Rosemary, what’s going on with Riley?” Jolene asked, drumming her fingernails on the table expectantly.

      Callie’s eyes flicked to me, and then she went back to focusing on the glass in front of her. Her evident discomfort mirrored mine. My toes scrunched up in my sandals and heat crept across my chest.

      “He’s just a friend.” My voice was tight and came out sounding hoarse. “We’re doing research on his family together.”

      Riley was a distant relative of the Benson family who used to own the house I lived in now. We were working together to get to the bottom of a century-old mystery: who had killed his great-great-great-grand uncle, Asher Benson.

      What Riley didn’t know was that Asher’s ghost still resided in my house, and the real reason we needed to figure out who’d killed him was so his spirit could finally move on. You see, Callie and I could communicate with ghosts. We’d both had near-death experiences and enough run-ins with death afterward that we’d become mediums.

      “But he’s really cute.” Jolene waggled her eyebrows. “Seriously, Rosemary. He seems to be kind, funny, and all the things you deserve.”

      I tried to meet Callie’s gaze, to signal that I needed her help, but she was like a dog watching a squirrel and wouldn’t look away from her drink. Callie knew the truth, that I couldn’t possibly think of Riley in that way because I was already in love with someone else. The reason I couldn’t tell that to Jolene was because the someone I was in love with was Asher.

      Yes, the ghost. It was all very complicated.

      For the two years since I moved into the beachside Victorian Asher had grown up in during the early nineteen hundreds, he and I had been solid. We were best friends. We loved spending time together and could just about read one another’s minds. I loved him as a friend but knew I could never have a future with someone who was already dead.

      Everything had changed a few months ago when we’d learned that certain gemstones, in the hands of spirits, could enhance their energy. The introduction of jasper meant Asher could become almost solid for a short period of time, without fading away for days or weeks like he used to when he would use up his ghostly energy.

      With this newfound power, Asher had kissed me—the single best kiss of my life so far. I hadn’t always been outgoing or social, so there hadn’t been a ton of kisses in my life, but somehow I knew that the kiss I shared with Asher was going to be hard to beat.

      Despite the sheer excellence of the kiss, we’d both quickly realized that acknowledging our love for one another would only lead to heartache, so we’d been operating in an odd limbo ever since.

      Callie knew all about my dilemma, so she wasn’t as baffled as the rest of the town seemed to be that Riley and I hadn’t become anything more than friends.

      “Riley’s very nice.” I nodded to Jolene. “He also recently got out of a relationship and isn’t ready for anything yet.” That was the easier answer. I hoped she took it.

      “Yet.” Jolene dragged out the word, placing meaning where none was warranted.

      “He’s just not the one for Rosie.” Callie finally jumped to my rescue, trying to shut down the conversation. When Jolene frowned, Callie changed the topic, saying, “Did you hear that Raymond’s getting a motorcycle?”

      Raymond Clemenson was Callie’s and my adoptive father, and my mother’s new husband. Because he had adopted us as adults, more as a symbol than anything, we’d had a hard time transitioning to calling him Dad, or anything similar. Raymond had been the local police chief to me for too long before he’d started seeing my mother, and it was going to take a while to change my habit of referring to him by his job title. I’d had no problem referring to Callie as my sister, since she’d already felt like one long before it was legal.

      “A motorcycle?” I pursed my lips. “That’s very midlife crisis of him.”

      Callie sputtered out a laugh. Jolene snorted into her drink.

      “Kate said the timeline is suspicious, since he started talking about it the same week they met with the financial planner about retirement,” Callie explained.

      The two of them were still a decade out from retiring, but ever since they’d gotten married and merged their finances, they’d been trying to do more planning for their future. All three of us girls were already expecting the transition out of service to be hard on Raymond. His career defined so much of his life and his personality that we knew it was going to be difficult for him to separate from that part of himself when the time came.

      “What kind of motorcycle? Sitting back?” I asked, holding my hands up near my face and miming handlebars. “Or forward?” I crouched over the table and pretended to hold on for dear life.

      “Oh, I’d pay money to see him on one of those speed racers.” Jolene let out a belly laugh. “I think I can see Raymond more on a cruiser, though.”

      Callie and I nodded our agreement.

      “Wearing a pair of aviators, cruising up and down the coast.” I smiled at the mental picture. “It might be an excellent hobby for him.”

      Jolene clicked her tongue. “If he’s looking for hobbies, he should try stand-up paddleboarding. I’m telling you, it’s the most fun I’ve ever had.”

      Callie’s expression flattened, and I pressed my lips into a thin line to stop from giggling.

      “What?” Jolene asked, noticing the change in our demeanor.

      “You and Beck seriously need to stop talking about stand-up paddleboarding.” Callie shook her head.

      Jolene’s mouth fell open. “We don’t talk about it that much.”

      A cackle burst out of me. I covered my mouth with my hand, waving the other in apology. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to laugh.” But saying it didn’t make the sensation go away, and I burst into another round of chuckles.

      Callie caught it, too, because her shoulders shook. “It’s literally what you talk about every time we see you, Jo. I heard you recommend it to no less than seven people the last time I worked at the tea company with you.”

      “And that’s on top of all the times we see you and Beck actually paddleboarding around the cove,” I added. “Which is yet another reminder.”

      “But the cove is⁠—”

      “Perfectly calm with an underlying current,” Callie and I robotically repeated the phrase in unison, having heard her and Beck say the same thing many times.

      “I suppose we are a little annoying about it.” Jolene broke into a huge grin.

      She chortled out a laugh that was so contagious, we had to join. We were swiping happy tears from our eyes minutes later when the Rickster finished another one of his stories. The group of fishermen who had been crowded around him dispersed, breaking off into smaller groups as they moved to different sections of the pub.

      After gulping down the last bit of his beer, the Rickster exited the pub like he always did, loudly and as if we were all going to miss him greatly.

      “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” he announced to the entire establishment with a salute before slipping out into the night.

      Jolene ordered a basket of fries for our table, and the chatter inside the Geoduck leveled out to a quieter median now that the storyteller was gone. The sound of the water out the open windows created a peaceful backdrop to the perfect summer night.

      But the tranquil atmosphere shattered as the front door of the pub slammed open. Chance, one of the fishermen on Dan’s crew, stood in the doorway, his face pale and his mouth agape.

      “Everything okay there, buddy?” Jimmy called from behind the bar.

      Chance blinked. He pointed to the marina and then shook his head. “I think I just saw the Rickster stab a guy.”

      A round of rolling laughter pealed through the Geoduck at Chance’s declaration.

      “Good one.” A chuckle puffed out of Jimmy. “Come on in. I’ll get you a beer.”

      But Chance didn’t move. “No. I’m serious. I think he stabbed a man. We need to call the police.”
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      About half the customers inside the pub jumped to their feet, myself included. The other half stayed put, waving dismissive hands and taking another drink. They didn’t believe Chance. It had to be a joke.

      But an icy worry skated down my spine, in stark contrast to the muggy air crowding the bar. It pushed me forward, chasing after the rest of the patrons who were rushing to see if Chance was telling the truth.

      “I’ll call the chief,” Jimmy said, shooting Callie and me a pointed look as we rushed past.

      We needed to get down to the docks. Fast.

      Spilling out into the darkness, we followed the group across the street and down to the dock. About ten people were in front of me, Callie, and Jolene as we all congregated in the space next to the Rickster’s little blue houseboat, vying for a view.

      But in the dark, it was just a mass of silhouettes and sharp elbows. I stood on my tiptoes, craning my neck to see what was happening. I tried leaning around a piling to get a different angle when my foot slipped.

      A hand shot out and grabbed mine, pulling me back from falling into the water.

      Asher, my ghostly best friend, had appeared next to my side. In the moonlight, his spirit almost glowed, reflecting the silvery light differently than it did the sunlight. He settled a hand on my waist, waiting until I was steady before discontinuing his use of ghostly energy and becoming transparent once more.

      I gulped, having liked the feel of his hand on my waist a little too much.

      “Thank you,” I whispered, careful not to let anyone around hear me. Callie and I were the only people who could see Asher, so to everyone else, it would’ve seemed like I was talking to myself.

      Asher dipped his head in a nod, winking in a way that told me he was watching out for me. That was the problem. He was always there for me. How could I not fall in love with him? He was sweet, thoughtful, a brilliant conversationalist, my perfect person. He’d just died almost a century before I was even born.

      I turned my attention back to the scene in front of me.

      “Everyone, clear out.” Police Chief Raymond Clemenson’s voice boomed through the crowd, the sheer weight of it seeming to push onlookers out of the way.

      He’d gotten here fast. Then again, Mom was in Portland, visiting one of her friends, so he’d probably stayed late at the station, catching up on paperwork.

      He strode past, through the walkway everyone had created as they took a step back. I used the break in the crowd to peek at the scene at the end of the dock. My eyes had adjusted to the darkness, and I could just make out the Rickster and a figure lying at his feet.

      EMTs rushed by the chief and the Rickster, kneeling as they tended to the crumpled person. They rolled him over. In the moonlight, I could see a white shock of hair, much like the Rickster’s, only it was cleanly combed to one side. A dark substance stained his tan jacket and the concrete dock. I gulped. That was a lot of blood.

      Chief Clemenson coughed as he approached. The Rickster turned around to face the chief. The steel blade of a large knife glinted in the moonlight. Raymond Clemenson didn’t even flinch, nor did he slow until he was a knife’s edge away from the blade.

      Eyes wide, the whites visible even in the darkness, the Rickster shook his head. “I didn’t do this, Chief. I swear. I can explain.”

      “I saw you,” Chance called from the back of the group. “I saw him,” he repeated to the chief when he turned to see who was speaking. “He pulled the knife out and the guy fell over.”

      “Yeah, I pulled out the knife. That doesn’t mean I put it there.” The Rickster gestured wildly with the weapon.

      Chief Clemenson raised a steady hand. “Rick, how about we stop waving that around.”

      The Rickster froze, moving the knife down by his side, then thought better of it and offered it—carefully—to the chief. Pulling out an evidence bag, the chief used it to grab the weapon, folding it over before checking with the EMTs. They shook their heads.

      “Multiple stab wounds, sir. He’s gone,” one of them said.

      Frowning down at the dead man, the chief said, “I need everyone to give us space, but first I need to know if anyone recognizes this man.” His eyes pored over the crowd.

      Behind him, the Rickster sheepishly raised his hand. The chief turned around, slowly.

      “His name is Captain Westover,” the Rickster said.

      The chief crossed his arms. “He was the captain of a fishing boat?”

      “No. Captain is his first name. He’s my best friend.” The Rickster glanced over his shoulder and winced at the body behind him. “Well, he was my best friend.” His voice shook as he added that last part.

      I think we all expected the Rickster to launch into a story, like he always did. But he just stood there in silent shock. It was the first time I’d seen the man speechless. My chest tightened with empathy for him. If that really was his best friend, he must be devastated.

      “Rick, I know this is hard, but you’ve got a lot of explaining to do,” Clemenson said, then dropped his voice lower. “We can talk somewhere else if you’d rather.”

      The Rickster blinked as if coming out of a hypnotic state. “No, it’s okay. I can talk here.” He cleared his throat. “Cap and I met in college.” The Rickster’s words came quickly. “We dropped out two weeks later, but technically, that’s where we met.” He flapped his arms in front of himself as the chief shifted his stance. “Don’t worry, I’m getting to the point.”

      I swear I could hear the disbelief leaking from the audience as we listened.

      “We dropped out of college because we got the chance to climb Mount Everest—which is where I was struck by lightning for the first time, by the way—and on that trip, our Sherpa hooked us up with his friend named Golly.” The Rickster held up a finger to show he was getting to the point. “Golly took us on a sailing trip around the world, and that’s where we started Sail Lite, our business, which he later renamed Cap’s Sail Loft. I bowed out of the day-to-day stuff decades ago, and I haven’t seen Cap for a few years until I walked up to my house tonight to find him standing at the end of the dock.” The Rickster’s nose twitched. “Well, wobbling might be a better name for what he was doing. He was leaning on the piling. I called his name, and he turned around. I almost didn’t notice all the blood at first, in the dark like this. He was tugging at the knife, and I pulled it out. Then he collapsed.”

      Most of the stories that I’d heard the Rickster recount over the years were oratory journeys. His voice would raise at all the right moments, slow at others. He would pause in all the right places and speed up when things got really tense.

      This story was different.

      It wasn’t a production. There were the same unbelievable elements, like climbing Everest and sailing around the world, but his tone was serious, sad. When he’d arrived at the part where his friend was stabbed, bleeding to death on his doorstep, his normally loud, commanding voice broke with an emotion I hadn’t heard before.

      Either the Rickster was telling the truth, or he was a way better actor than any of us gave him credit for.

      “Regardless, I’m going to need to take you to the station.” The chief turned around. “Go home, everyone. There’s nothing to see here.”

      The group, mostly comprised of fishermen, grumbled but dispersed. They’d be able to see the scene almost as well from their boats on the neighboring dock if they really wanted to get a better look. But from the eerie silence that fell over the group as they traveled slowly up the ramp to the boardwalk, I didn’t think anyone wanted to see more evidence of the tragic end to Captain Westover, the Rickster’s mysterious friend. Asher was gone when I turned to leave and followed Jolene and Callie up the ramp toward the boardwalk.

      “If you didn’t do this, you must’ve seen who did,” the chief said, his deep voice audible behind us as we kept walking.

      “I only saw Cap. Then again, I wasn’t looking for anyone.” The Rickster stumbled over his words. “It was dark.”

      Officer Gerard was waiting for the chief on the boardwalk. She let us pass by, then lifted her chin as Chief Clemenson and the Rickster approached. “I searched downtown, sir. No one out of the ordinary.”

      “Psst. Rosemary. Callie.” My ears perked up at the sound of my name. Callie tensed next to me.

      We scanned the dark streets. Luckily, it was much easier to spot ghosts in the moonlight. To the right, down the boardwalk, closer to Jolene’s tea shop, I spotted a glowing group of spirits.

      I rammed my elbow into Callie. She latched on to my elbow and squeezed, letting me know she saw them too. The only problem was that Jolene was with us, and although she was a close friend, she didn’t know about our ghost-seeing abilities.

      “Well, we should probably get back to those fries,” Callie said, maybe a little louder than she needed to, making me sure it was for my benefit. “Rosemary, you look a little pale. Why don’t you take a moment by yourself before you come inside? You know, to catch your breath.”

      She was telling me to stay outside and get information from the ghosts while she kept an eye on Jolene inside. She was a good friend, and an even better sister.

      “Right,” I said. “I might, if that’s okay.”

      Jolene and Callie nodded emphatically.

      “We’ll be right inside when you’re ready.” Jolene reached out and squeezed my hand.

      Most of the fishermen who’d run out of the Geoduck with us flowed back inside, but a few must’ve been paid up and were calling it a night. The chief, Gerard, and the Rickster headed into the station, and the EMTs walked past with the body. I leaned on the railing overlooking the cove, pretending to catch my breath.

      When the coast was clear, I wandered over to the grouping of ghosts down the boardwalk. All of them were here: Asher, Lois, Max, Tim, Genny, and even Meow, the former mayor and only feline ghost in town. I glanced behind me once more to make sure I was alone.

      “That was crazy, right?” I kept my voice low, just in case there was someone lurking in the shadows who I hadn’t seen at first. The thought of a murderer on the loose made the back of my neck go cold, and I was glad my ghostly friends surrounded me.

      They chimed in with similar sentiments.

      “So disturbing!”

      “Do you believe the Rickster?”

      “That poor man.”

      “I saw the whole thing.”

      My breath caught in my throat. “Wait. Who said that?” I scanned the small group.

      Much like the Rickster, when the chief had asked if anyone recognized the dead man, Genny slowly raised her hand.

      Genevieve had to have been in her eighties when she’d died. She looked like the quintessential grandma with her short, curly, white hair and pastel-blue dress. From what I could gather, she’d died in the last decade, but no one really knew her story because she clammed up and got defensive anytime someone talked about her death or why her spirit might be sticking around.

      “You saw what happened to that man, Genny?” I asked, taking a step forward, then regretted it when she flinched and took a step back.

      Her wrinkled face creased even more as she pointed over to the dock. “I mean, I saw you all race over there and talk to the Rickster. It was intense.”

      Hope leaked out of my tense posture, and I had to work hard to keep the disappointment from my features. “Oh, so you saw the same thing as everyone else.”

      She nodded, looking down at the ground. Tears dropped down her ghostly cheeks. She turned away from the group, wandering off.

      “Genny, I didn’t mean to—” I sighed as she continued walking. Turning to the rest of the group, I raised my palms in defeat. “You know I didn’t mean to make her feel bad, right?”

      Max and Tim nodded.

      “She’s just sensitive, that’s all,” Lois said, surprising me. Lois was one of the least sensitive spirits I knew, and also the least likely to be swayed by others’ displays of emotion. “And she’s especially sensitive when it comes to you.”

      Wincing, I said, “I know.”

      Ash grabbed on to my hand and squeezed tight. A spark passed between us just as it had on the dock, and I kept myself from glancing up at him.

      “I shouldn’t have snapped at her.” I shook my head, wishing Callie was out here. Genny liked my adopted sister much better and tolerated her more than she did me.

      It had all started when I’d asked Genny if she wanted help to research how she died, and what her unfinished business might be. That had offended her to no end because, “Everyone loved me. I died peacefully in my sleep,” she’d said. Since then, I could do nothing right in her eyes.

      I was about to go back inside the Geoduck, sure I would only make things worse if I stayed, when Genny gasped behind me. I whirled around and found her staring down at the boardwalk.

      “What is it?” I asked, racing over.

      She pointed a shaking finger down at the weathered wood of the boardwalk. There was a large wet section, like someone had climbed up out of the cove, soaking wet.

      “Rosie, you need to call the chief,” Asher said. “He needs to see this.”

      Wet footprints led away from the cove, disappearing into the dark alley next to Cove Grocer.
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      Chief Clemenson scowled down at the footprints as he snapped pictures. He even followed them to the parking lot behind Wallace’s grocery store, but there weren’t any people or cars back there at that point of the night.

      “Thank you, but you can head back inside, Rosie,” he said, flicking through the shots he’d taken, zooming in on the tread visible in one of them.

      I looked back at the Geoduck, my gaze landing on the police station. “Does this mean it wasn’t the Rickster?” I asked.

      The chief’s large shoulders settled down an inch. “I don’t know. We have an eyewitness to the stabbing, and we found him holding the murder weapon. I’m keeping him as long as I can before I have to charge him,” he explained. “But these footprints do raise some interesting questions.”

      Despite the hopeful end of the chief’s statement, I could only seem to focus on what he’d said prior to that: “Before I have to charge him.” That didn’t sound good for the Rickster.

      The next morning, the news wasn’t much better, and the tea shop was abuzz with speculations.

      “My money’s on the Rickster.”

      “Really? You think we’ve had a killer living in Pebble Cove this whole time?”

      “Wouldn’t be the first time.”

      “If anyone around here is capable, I’d say it’s him.”

      Callie and I shared tense glances throughout the day. But no factual updates came with the gossip and speculation. By the time we closed, I knew my brain needed to switch gears from the Rickster’s case to Asher’s. Riley would be here any moment to look through letters with me. He had a box of letters, most addressed to Asher’s sister, that we hoped might hold the key to his murder.

      While Callie was in the kitchen prepping for tomorrow, Asher helped me clean up the tearoom, something else made possible by the jasper stones. We just had to make sure no customers were around. Floating dishware wasn’t something a person saw every day.

      I was just about to start the dishwasher that I’d had installed behind the tea bar when I did one last sweep of the room with my eyes.

      “Ash, can you hand me that cup right there?” I pointed to a lone teacup left on a table.

      But Asher didn’t move. He stood there, frozen, as if he’d seen a ghost.

      “Did you just call me Ash?”

      It was then that I noticed the box of letters he’d placed on the table next to him and the “real Asher” standing awkwardly at the other end of the room. We shared a wide-eyed, terrified look. It was a good thing Asher hadn’t been carrying a teacup at that moment, or Riley would’ve gotten the shock of his life.

      Riley hooked a thumb behind him at the back door that led
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