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            A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      

      If you start to wonder why this story begins in The Depot, here is the answer: I originally wrote The Depot (When Life and Death Cross Tracks) as a follow-up novelette to The Pit Stop (This Stop Could be Life or Death), but my wonderful readers asked for more. So since I usually listen to my readers, I wrote a follow-up story. Part one of this book is the original 13,000-word novelette. Part two is the follow-up novel.

      

      Also, while this is a fictional novel, I felt compelled to write this story after working at a haunted restaurant, which was the last place a young woman was seen before being brutally murdered. To this day, her murder remains unsolved. Read more about the ghost who haunts Ashley’s Restaurant in the next section.

      

      Happy Reading!

      

      Carmen

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A GHOST STORY

          

        

      

    

    
      In 1989, I worked at a restaurant in Rockledge, Florida called Ashley’s Cafe. Although fictional, my idea for The Depot and The Library stemmed from the ghost who haunts the 1930s tavern.

      

      My fascination with the ghost story came about the first night I served as the restaurant’s general manager. I’d worked there for nearly two years and had never heard or seen a thing, but my first night in my new position was a different story. The most nerve-wracking occurrences throughout the years were the number of employees — including myself — who felt like someone had pushed them down the service stairs. It’s been so long that I barely remember all that happened. Still, one thing I’ll never forget is one of those large oval trays, which can’t possibly balance on its side, came sliding across the floor at me. Also, a five-gallon bucket of water spilled across the floor when no one was near it. Maybe the ghost was just reminding me who was boss.

      

      My husband, a local police officer at the time, also heard plenty of spine-tingling tales from fellow officers who’d searched the café in the middle of the night because of alarm calls. Unfortunately, he doesn’t have any stories, but the detective’s account in The Depot is based on accounts from several officers my husband knew and trusted.

      

      Since I’d always been interested in the supernatural, I researched the death of the woman who supposedly haunts Ashley’s via microfilm at the old library in Cocoa, Florida. At the time of her death, her murder was on record as one of the most heinous in Florida’s history. The murderer went to great lengths to conceal the woman’s identity, smashing out all her teeth, cutting off her fingers, and burning her body. According to witnesses, the woman had been dating someone from power and wealth. To my surprise, the story had all but disappeared when I looked forward past a few days. Weeks later, nothing! Think about that! One of the most shocking crimes in Florida’s history in the thirties, and the newspaper drops the story. Yeah … things that make you say, “Hmmm …”

      

      So, there you have it. While my story is fictional, there is a ghost story. Maybe the ghost of Ethel Allen will haunt Ashley’s Restaurant until someone uncovers the truth about her murder.

      

      For you ghost hunters who would like to read more about Ashley’s ghost, visit: www.HauntedHouses.com/Florida/Ashleys-of-Rockledge.
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            THE DEPOT

          

          WHEN LIFE AND DEATH CROSS TRACKS

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      Edda should have known he would deny her. Deny seeing her, deny being with her. Her friend had warned her, but she’d thought he was her chance to escape the life she’d been living. A chance to be someone. A chance at love.

      Life had been difficult since she moved out of her momma’s home. She could barely even pay her way at the boarding house where she stayed. At nineteen, the only thing she had going for her was her looks and body, even though it’d been a challenge getting her size back down to fit the few clothes she owned.

      Wesley had assured her that he would take care of her. But seeing his face tonight, she knew it had all been lies. He had screamed that everything was her fault and that he couldn’t be bothered with someone of her social status. He’d continued to shout while she shielded her ears, attempting to drown out his obscenities and threats of what he planned to do to her.

      Moving on, she opened the bar door, hoping her best friend was still working and could give her a ride home. As soon as she stepped onto the polished wood floors, she noticed the mess she was making. Black mud covered her new patent leather shoes. Then she saw the new dress she had ordered from the Sears, Roebuck, and Company Catalog. It had taken months to save an extra $9.98, and she’d spent it all on one silk crepe satin dress. But she had wanted to look nice when Wesley took her to meet his parents.

      Now the dress was in shreds.

      How had it happened?

      Her eyes darted around the bar, trying to remember how she’d gotten back here after her fight with Wesley.

      “Becky,” she called to her friend, relieved she was still working. “Throw me a towel, will ya? I got mud all over the new floors.”

      Her friend ignored her, as did everyone else who crowded around the bar. The patrons laughed and sang along with the piano man, disregarding her. No one had turned to look, even when the bells over the door had announced her arrival.

      “Becky,” she said louder. Still, no one acknowledged her.

      Unexpectedly, people rushed past her, their faces contorting and blurring as if she were in a dream or whooshing by them in an automobile. Men with mustaches and beards reshaped to smooth-skinned faces belonging to women, then back to men again. Pale-white faces turned dark, then back to white, and then every shade in between. The clothes they wore changed colors, fabrics, and even styles. Dresses went from short to long and then to short again. Business suits and ties changed to dungarees and undershirts.

      The room lightened and darkened, over and over, as if the sun were circling the tavern within seconds. The thick-waxed floor below her dulled and then disappeared; within seconds, a new floor had taken its place. Tables spun about, along with the chairs, as if invisible entities were installing them and removing them repeatedly, unable to decide what furniture style they wanted.

      Her gaze dropped to her hands. Thick black blood dripped from her fingertips. The droplets fell but never reached the floor.

      She searched the room, hoping someone would help her, but the entire room flashed in front of her, similar to when she and Becky had gone to the matinee a few months ago and saw The Thin Man. When the movie ended, they sat and watched as the projector rewound, reversing the entire movie ten times faster than they had watched it.

      The scene in the bar seemed to be moving forward, though, as if the room had come to life.

      When the world stopped spinning and twining, Edda raked her eyes across the room again.

      Nothing was the same. The bar had transformed.

      It was the same bar and, yet, totally different.

      Flickering lights from the corner where the piano had sat drew her attention. The thin rectangular black-framed glass resembled the screen at the picture show, except it was smaller. Bright, colorful images of moving pictures flashed across the screen.

      Her gaze moved back to the bar, to the only two remaining people.

      Watching the man and woman, a fiery hatred singed her insides, causing a flaring passion to radiate through her soul as she realized what had happened to her.

      Rather, what he had done to her.
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      Detective Mark Waters stretched his long legs beneath his favorite corner table in the dimly lit restaurant. Besides alarm calls as a patrol officer, he only came here for lunch. His preferred table beneath the TV was always open because most customers didn’t want to sit in the corner where they couldn’t watch sports or view the outside patio area.

      From this vantage point, though, he could see the entry, the downstairs seating area, the booths surrounding the bar, the upstairs dining area, and the hanging plants that swung gently overhead. Several minutes had ticked by since the train passed within thirty feet of the building. Yet, the dangling green vines above the bar still swayed as if dancing to a song only they could hear.

      Despite the ghost stories, he loved the old building that dated back to the late 1800s. It had history and character. The famous haunt had been a train station, a brothel, a boarding house, a saloon, and finally, the food and spirits eatery it is today.

      He sat within inches of the small restroom where many of the supposed supernatural events had occurred. Close enough that if a mouse crawled across the linoleum floor, he’d hear it. He’d had to enter the structure countless times as a patrol officer when the alarm went off at four a.m. It’d happened so often that the owner had given the police station a key.

      A different reason brought him here tonight. Death. Something he would never escape since he’d decided to follow in his father’s footsteps as a homicide detective. His father had died nearly twenty years ago, and Mark found he was still trying to earn his respect.

      “Waters,” called the pudgy, seasoned detective from behind the bar. Detective Tim Townsend had always taken it upon himself to throw back a couple of shots when he came here on a midnight call. Townsend had done the same thing on Mark’s first call to the restaurant when he was his FTO. When Townsend was his field-training officer, Mark wouldn’t have dared to utter a word, but as a lieutenant, he now held rank.

      “You better put a five in the till, Townsend. And you better not have more than one.”

      “Yeah, yeah, I hear ya.” Townsend pulled out a bill that Mark was certain was a one and shoved it into the slit of the drawer of the outdated cash register. “But like I was sayin’ …” Townsend squeezed his large belly through the bar entrance and walked over to where Mark sat. The man rested his hand on the ladies’ bathroom door, then quickly removed it as if it’d burnt him. Instead, he leaned against the solid wood bar. “Did I tell you about the time I was searchin’ The Depot and got stuck in that little hall in the ladies’ bathroom?”

      Mark rested his chin on his fist, resisting the urge to roll his eyes. “Several times.”

      “Really, Dude. Look.” Townsend reached out, opened the ladies’ bathroom door, and pointed. “I can’t even fit in between those two doors. And yet, I turned and banged on every wall, and I couldn’t get out. Larry was here; he heard me trying to escape.”

      Mark sighed in response to Townsend’s claim, several officers’ claims, actually. He’d been coming here for years, yet he’d never heard a peep or seen an apparition, as had been claimed by officers, customers, and the owners.

      Mark was sure the proprietors loved the extra business they’d received since the show American Haunts had featured the restaurant. According to the story on the back of the menu, the ghost hunters had even brought in a medium who had, in fact, sensed several presences.

      “I know, I know,” Mark said. “The Depot is haunted. I’ve heard all the stories.”

      Townsend shook his head and returned to leaning against the bar. “What are we waitin’ for?”

      “Forensics. What else?”

      The hardened detective raised his hands. “Why? Dude jumped in front of a train. End of story. Guess we’ll have another lost soul wandering around the old joint.” Townsend chuckled at his attempted joke but then darted his eyes around the eerie edifice as if the dead man might appear because of his callous comment.

      Mark huffed out a breath and rubbed his head. “Dude? Damn, Townsend. You sound like a teenager, for God’s sake, not a forty-five-year-old man.”

      The middle-aged man shrugged as a dismissal. Townsend had never cared what people thought of him, a characteristic Mark admired in the burnt-out detective.

      Townsend adjusted his belt around his large waistline. “What can I say? Wife and son moved back. Guess the punk wears off on me. Kid can’t seem to call me anything but dude. But hey, at least we’re talking.”

      Mark lifted his chin in acknowledgment. “Congratulations, man. That’s great.” Considering Townsend probably called his son punk to his face, sort of accounted for the dude instead of dad. That wouldn’t have happened in Mark’s house. Even at eight, his father demanded reverence. Of course, his father had doled out respect also. His father had always spoken to him as if he were much older and would frequently discuss the cases he was working on, almost as if Mark were his sounding board.

      Townsend puffed out his chest a fraction, sniffed, then scraped a barstool across the floor. The older detective inched his wide body onto half of the vinyl cushion. “So … how’re things with you, Waters? Any new lady friends you care to share some salacious details on? Since we’re just sittin’ here.”

      Mark shook his head, so Townsend abandoned the stool.

      Townsend was the horniest man Mark knew, probably why his wife kept leaving him. If the man wasn’t trying to pick up a new woman at a strip club, he was looking for juicy tidbits from the other cops at the department.

      Mark never shared stories. Not that he had anything interesting to reveal, even if he wanted. His sex life had been practically nonexistent for the last couple of years. His job was his lover, and she kept him busy day and night. At twenty-eight, he should be thinking about a wife and kids, but his father had waited until he was forty to marry, so he had time.

      “What did you say?” Mark asked Townsend, who had wandered behind the bar, sniffing around the booze again.

      Townsend tilted his head as he held up a bottle of the cheap stuff this time, requesting permission. “I asked if you had any new lady friends.”

      “I mean after that.”

      “I didn’t say nothin’, man.”

      “You didn’t mutter something under your breath?”

      Townsend scoffed, his entire body jolting with the action. “You know me, Waters. If I’ve got somethin’ to say, I say it.”

      Mark did know that. Still, he could have sworn he heard him whisper something.

      The bells over the door sounded, and the forensic team — all two of them — stepped inside the bar.

      Roland, a tall, burly man, didn’t resemble anything close to what Mark would have thought a forensic investigator would look like. The big man smacked his massive hands on the bar loud enough to wake the dead. “You tending bar tonight, Townsend?”

      “Nah …” Townsend laughed. “Just checking stuff.”

      Roland bellowed, “Sure ya are. Where’s the human hamburger?”

      As Mark crossed the room to greet Roland, he gestured toward the rear exit. “It’s not pretty.”

      The head of forensics shook his head. “Never is, Waters. But hell, when you’ve seen death as often as I have, you hardly even notice the smell.”

      “Well, there isn’t a death-smell yet. Just that uncooked-meat odor that keeps me from cleaning raw chicken at home.”

      Roland walked out the rear door, and his new forensic partner, Anna, who’d started in the last few months, followed him outside, casting a quick glance in Mark’s direction.

      Mark averted his eyes. As good as Anna looked, he ignored his attraction. It was merely the reddish-blond hair, he told himself. He’d always been a sucker for strawberry blondes. But the last time he’d dated a woman close to his job had not worked out well, so he ignored his desire. He was great at ignoring his wants since he’d been doing it for so long.

      The door creaked open again, the bells tinkling in response.

      Surprised, Mark turned toward it. He hadn’t expected anyone other than the two of them.

      After lolling open a few seconds, the door knocked against the frame several times. He walked to it and pulled it closed until the latch clicked.

      Anna evidently hadn’t realized that old buildings required extra attention, unlike new hardware that closed on its own for energy savings.

      “Ready?” Townsend’s booming voice rang in Mark’s ear at the same time his heavy hand clamped onto his shoulder.

      “Yeah …” Mark turned, laughing. “You scared the —” He swallowed his words as he noticed Townsend was still behind the bar.
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      Ashlyn didn’t waste any time the following morning. When her alarm sounded at six a.m., she jumped out of bed and scurried to her closet to pull on jeans and a sweatshirt. It wasn’t as though she needed the alarm since she’d never fallen asleep. How could she possibly have slept after what had happened?

      She brushed her teeth at lightning speed. Hesitantly, afraid of what she might see, she examined herself in the mirror. The marks surrounding her neck were already yellow and blue. She returned to the closet and found an old turtleneck sweater she hadn’t worn in years. The weather was still cool enough that no one would question it. They’d just wonder why she was wearing something so unfashionable when she always dressed at the height of fashion.

      Unlike what her mother had drilled into her head, she’d discovered long ago that her looks would only take her so far. If she wanted to make it in this world, she had to be someone. At twenty-two, she was close to getting her undergrad degree. Of course, she couldn’t care less about working to the top of a corporate ladder; she wanted to run her own company. She’d set her sights on meeting a successful businessman. After she finished her classes for the day, she used to head to a different coffee shop or hotel bar, always on the lookout. In the evenings, she tended bar because it was the easiest way to make fast money. Also, there was always the likely chance she’d meet the man of her dreams as he was leaving work or having a meeting with other wealthy men.

      Nearly every dime she earned went to her apartment, her car, her appearance, whatever it took to get what she wanted. And she had thought that she had found her golden ticket. Until she had gone and screwed up. She had actually liked Devin, maybe even loved him. Foolish! She had never considered, never expected, what he was capable of. She still couldn’t believe it.

      Choking back the tears as she thought about everything that had happened wasn’t easy, but she had to ignore it and get there. She ran to her Jetta, hopped in, and sped toward the restaurant. She glanced at the clock as she raced down the highway: 6:30. She still had a little over an hour before the owners showed.

      When Ashlyn arrived, she parked on the far south side of the building, away from employee parking. If anyone drove by, they would assume she left her car overnight. It wasn’t an unusual occurrence. She always moved her car around before it got dark, so she wouldn’t be walking across a pitch-black parking lot by herself at three a.m.

      As she neared the door, she spotted Devin’s Jaguar Convertible and the police tape surrounding it. They must have assumed it was his since it was the only car left in the parking lot. The slanted headlights of the XKR-S seemed to follow her as she raced toward the entry.

      In the beginning, the owner had returned nightly to shut down the business. But after three years of service, Steve trusted her to lock up. Since she was usually the last employee to leave, she had her own keys. She’d never realized how important that was before now. Then again, if the owner had been there the previous evening, maybe it wouldn’t have happened.

      Her hands trembled as she fumbled with the keys in the front door. Her boss would arrive by eight, so she had to hurry. She emptied the contents of the register drawer into the bank bag, then sprinted upstairs to the office where she was supposed to lock up the money after her shift.

      She struggled with that key, too, her heart racing even faster than it had the previous evening. She should have already done this, but she had been scared and wanted to leave before the police arrived.

      Once inside the office, she grabbed the key out of the desk drawer and dragged a chair to the wall, carefully balancing as she stood to reach the overhead cabinet. Unfortunately, she didn’t have time to check what was on the tape, so she’d have to take it.

      The system the owner used was simple; he’d shown it to her once when he’d gone on vacation and needed her to help watch the place. All he did was rotate the previous night’s tape to the rear and insert the front tape into the machine. If she replaced the tape, he’d never know. She’d simply grab last night’s tape, replace it with the video from the previous evening, and then get out. He kept thirty days’ worth in the event he had to research anything.

      Truly, the security tapes were to watch employees. But if a robbery ever occurred, the owner would catch it on video. And since all employees knew this practice, nothing went missing. Steve couldn’t afford bottles of liquor or New York strip steaks to grow legs and walk out the back door.

      Ashlyn felt horrible betraying her boss’s trust, but this had nothing to do with him and everything to do with her. She wasn’t sure how much was on that tape, but she knew she would be the first person the police would question in Devin’s death.
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      Mark rolled to a seated position in bed but sat there rubbing his eyes. He reached for his iPhone, focusing on the bright-white numbers.

      Three hours of sleep. Today was going to be rough.

      It was doubtful that Townsend had filled out the report to the captain’s satisfaction, so he’d likely have to do it again.

      He stumbled to the coffee maker but then thought better of it. He needed to get to the station. Instead, he decided on a cold shower. Not only would the shower wake him up, but the negative ions caused by the cold water hitting the tile would also help him think and work through the details of the man’s death.

      Devin Burke had turned twenty-five the previous month. Judging by his driver’s license image, he was an attractive man. What made a twenty-five-year-old, obviously wealthy man, based on his Jaguar, commit suicide?

      Not that there were ever any answers to that question, but he still wondered. His father’s death had originally been ruled a suicide. Yet, it turned out to be a murder, so he never presumed the cause of death until he completed his investigation.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Mark had just sat down behind his desk when Captain Andrew Davis barged into the detective’s division, making a beeline toward his cubicle. Mark had been right; Townsend must have screwed up the paperwork.

      “Waters,” the captain shouted. As usual, no pleasantries. “We got an ID on your stiff.”

      Not sure if it was a statement or a question, Mark nodded, acknowledging that they did have an ID, though tentative until Mark found out if Townsend had reached the next of kin.

      Mark stood. “Yes, sir. Devin Burke, according to his driver’s license and the fact that his Jaguar was the only car in the parking lot.”

      Captain Davis shook his head. “I wasn’t asking, Waters. We got an ID. The dead kid’s father came down this morning and identified his body, and he’s ticked.”

      Mark sat back down and opened the file. “Ticked at who?”

      The captain threw his hands up, pacing in front of Mark’s desk. “Who the hell knows? He’s wealthy and connected. Wants to know why we don’t have the Pennsylvania State Police searching for the murderer.”

      “Murderer, sir?”

      “Yeah, yeah, I know. Told the father it was cut-and-dried. Looked like a suicide.” Captain Davis plopped down in the chair opposite Mark and leaned forward, resting both elbows on the desk. “Now the commissioner of the State Police is breathing down my neck. Evidently, he and the kid’s father are good friends.” Davis blew out a breath that reeked of a cheap cigar. “You ready for this, Waters? Or should I get another detective? You’ve only been doing this for what … five years?”

      “Seven, sir. Five on the street, two in homicide.”

      The captain winked. “I knew that, son. Just yankin’ your chain. You’re exactly like your old man. I have faith in you, but the media’s gonna be all over this, looking for someone to lynch. They’ll want a fall guy. So if you don’t find ’em, they’ll accept you instead.”

      Mark cringed. “Got it.”

      “They already love you after you solved that twenty-year-old mystery with Gino Canale. I’m sure your father was smiling down on you for avenging his death.”

      Mark couldn’t help but sigh. Avenging his death? “Somehow, it didn’t feel like that, sir, but thank you. I was grateful to know that my father hadn’t committed suicide, as the M.E. originally suggested.”

      Davis stood and extended a hand. “For the record, I never thought that, Waters.”

      Mark accepted the captain’s outstretched hand. “Thank you, sir.”

      “Now, get to work and clear this case quickly.” Davis walked toward the door and opened it but then turned back to him. “But first, fix that crap Townsend turned in. We must have hired him before we required a high school diploma. Was he half-drunk after leaving The Depot, or can he not spell?” Davis let the door slam behind him.

      Mark turned and eyed Townsend, who was acting as though he was engrossed in the newspaper. Although he probably was. Either the sports page or the comics. Mark entered Townsend’s cubicle and slammed the paper down in front of him. “Where’s the report? I swear, Townsend, if I have to keep re-doing your work, I’m putting you in for a transfer to PEO.”

      Townsend jumped to his feet. “You wouldn’t!”

      Mark laughed. “Try me. Nothing like being called a meter maid when you’re a dude, huh? I’m sure your kid would get a kick out of that.”

      “That’s plain ornery,” Townsend sulked.

      “Yeah, well, life sucks, and then you die.” Mark walked to his desk and scooped up his keys. “Have that report sparkling and on my desk by the time I return, or I’ll start filing the papers.”

      “Where ya going?”

      “To The Depot.” Mark turned to Townsend, who stood there like a pup wanting to go for a ride. “Didn’t you hear? I gotta go solve an unsolvable crime.”
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      Mark followed Steve Baxter upstairs into his office at The Depot. The owner of the establishment held the door open for Mark to enter. The man apparently didn’t have a self-esteem issue based on the tiny office. The area was about four-foot deep and, at most, eight-foot long. The only items inside the office were a laminate desk, an old metal filing cabinet, and a PVC shelf with a few stock items. Above the shelf was a built-in cupboard. Clearly, the owner had just pulled a small office together out of hand-me-down office equipment.

      “It’s up here,” Steve said after grabbing a key out of the desk drawer to unlock the miniature doors which housed the security tapes.

      It amazed Mark how lax business owners were with keys. What good were security tapes if you left the keys out and about?

      “I installed the cameras a few years ago,” Steve continued. “Cases of meat and liquor kept disappearing. I have one aimed at the bar, one at the door, one in the kitchen, and another centered on the storage shed out back. That’s the view you’ll be able to see the train tracks. All the cameras are on motion detectors, so it’s filming as long as someone is there.” The man laughed. “It’s never caught our ghost, unfortunately.” Steve reached to the back of the cabinet, grabbed the cassette, and hopped off the chair he’d scooted in front of the shelving system. “I’d already changed out the tape before you called this morning. I’ve gotten in the habit of doing it before I prepare the bank deposit.”

      Mark peered out the two-foot square window as he listened to the man ramble. According to accounts, the woman who haunted the place had been known to stand at this window. Mark couldn’t help but laugh at that one. If she were a ghost, couldn’t she materialize through the walls if she wanted to see out?

      He turned toward the owner and accepted the tape. “I also need a list of whoever worked yesterday.”

      The man cocked his head. “I’m confused. I thought you said the man jumped in front of the train?”

      Mark shrugged. “My job is to check everything, sir.” His job didn’t entail answering everyone’s questions. And there were always questions. The closer their proximity to the deceased or the scene, the more they thought Mark owed them answers. Mark never obliged until he had his answers first.

      Steve removed a blue pushpin holding a computer-printed calendar on a corkboard organizer. He jotted down the names on a piece of paper and handed it to Mark. “Anything else, Detective? Otherwise, I need to get to work. I’m sure we’ll be busy today. You know how curious the public is.”

      Mark shook his head. “Thanks. No. This’ll get me started, and yes, I do know.” He glanced down at the list. “By the way, did you know Devin Burke?”

      “Not really.”

      Mark tilted his head.

      The short man, who couldn’t weigh more than a hundred thirty pounds soaking wet, leaned back against the paper-covered desk. “Well, you know, you see people. That doesn’t mean you know them. Never noticed him until a few months ago, and then I started seeing him daily right before I left.” Steve stood and opened the door for Mark, subtly reminding him that he needed to leave. He locked the door behind them, then continued, “I stick mostly to the dayshift. Lunch is our busiest time. Between my night manager and the two bartenders, they pretty much take care of things. Devin started showing up around happy hour. I only recognized him because he sat in the same spot and was always talking to Ashlyn, my night bartender.”

      “Were they dating?”

      The man shrugged. “Well, I don’t follow my employees’ personal lives but, yeah, there was something there, I’d guess.”

      Mark nodded, appreciative to get his first lead. He extended a hand. “Thank you for your time, Mr. Baxter. I’ll replace the tape.”

      The man waved him off. “Don’t worry about it. I have some unopened ones.”

      “One last question, if you don’t mind. Do you happen to have the bartender’s phone number, the one you thought might be seeing the deceased?” Obviously, she would be the first person he needed to question.

      “Sure, I have Ashlyn’s number right here
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