Detective John approached the bar, his hat positioned downwards to cover his face as he made his way into the building. The door creaked open, and the people there turned to look at him but soon continued with their activities. He made his way to the bartender, his coat dripping with water.

“Another day, huh?” the bartender asked him as he cleaned up a glass cup with a napkin, another one hanging over his shoulder.

“When you are in my line of work, every day is the same,” he replied, taking a seat by the bar.

“The regular?” the bartender asked. 
“Make it stronger this time, I’m celebrating,” John replied.

“What are we celebrating?” the bartender asked again, his voice laced with curiosity.

“I finally caught the killer,” John replied.

“In that case, I had the perfect mix for that.”

“You know what, give everybody a drink on me,” John replied with a smile on his face.

“You heard that, boys, your next drink is on the good detective here!!” the bartender yelled out.
“Yayyyy” the men echoed.

Two men moved towards John at the bar to thank him for the drink. “You are a detective?” one of the men asked, taking the seat next to him. John nodded and took a sip of his stronger-than-usual drink. The warmth of the alcohol spread through him, taking the edge off the cold, rainy night outside.

The man extended a hand. "Name's Mike, and this here's my buddy, Dave.” Dave nodded with a friendly grin. "So, detective, what are you celebrating? We could use a story.”

“My stories bore people like you,” John replied.

“Try us,” Dave replied. John made a quick glance at the bartender who gave him a “what do you have to lose” look before he turned to the men sitting beside him. He let out a sigh.

“Did you believe in ghosts, Mike is it?” John asked, dropping his glass on the bar top.

“There are no such thing as ghosts,” Mike replied.

“Well, you would be shocked to find there are,” John replied, “even I was skeptical at first but heard my words, they are very real.”

“20th October, 2021. The body of Sarah Kent was found in her studio apartment with the doors locked from the inside. There were no signs of a forced entry, all windows and doors in the house were locked well from the inside.” John's eyes took on a distant, haunted look as he recounted the chilling details of the case. “The police arrived at the scene, and at first glance, it appeared to be an open-and-shut case. They found her lying lifeless on the floor, surrounded by a scattering of her art supplies and sketchbooks.” He paused, taking a moment to collect his thoughts as he signaled for another drink. The bartender obligingly poured him another stiff one. “The police declared it a suicide," John continued, his voice low and measured. "They said it was the Methamphetamine container found beside her that drove her to it. Even the autopsy declared the cause of death as drug overdose. But there was something off, something that didn't add up." Mike and Dave leaned in closer, drawn into John's narrative.

John's gaze turned intense as he continued, “You see, some of Sarah's drawings, the ones scattered around her apartment, had a figure standing in the background. A shadowy figure that wasn't present in any of her previous work. It was as if something, or someone, had started appearing in her art shortly before her death.” 

He took a sip of his drink, the bittersweet taste mingling with the intensity of the atmosphere that had engulfed them. “Sarah's friends and family couldn't believe she would take her own life. She was a vibrant artist with a promising career ahead of her. There were no signs of depression, no suicidal notes, nothing to suggest she wanted to end it all.”

“The autopsy said one thing but my gut said another. It was time to give her therapist a call. The woman said Sarah was delusional and often mentioned she felt like she was being watched even when she was alone in the house. She said during one of their sessions, Sarah mentioned she had the feeling again even with the window blinds down. Her therapist suggested she see a psychiatric doctor but that never happened,” John continued.
“So maybe she killed herself,” another man said from the edge of the bar. John smiled from the corner of his lip. It was now obvious that the entire bar had gone silent, each man listening keenly to the tale he told.
“Maybe,” John replied with a low voice. “Sarah's therapist also revealed that after her breakup with her ex-boyfriend, she mentioned that he had left her several threatening voicemails. Apparently, he was involved in some illegal drug selling, and Sarah had called the cops on him causing him to serve little time.”

Mike and Dave exchanged glances, their curiosity piqued. "So, you think her ex-boyfriend had something to do with her death?" Mike asked. John nodded, his eyes narrowing. “It was possible. His police records showed he had a violent criminal history, and he wasn't afraid to get his hands dirty. It seemed plausible that he might want revenge on Sarah for ruining his drug operation.” Dave shook his head in disbelief, “But how could he have killed her if the doors were locked from the inside? It doesn't make sense.”

John leaned back, “That's the mystery, isn't it? There was no sign of forced entry, but Sarah's drawings and her therapist's account painted a different picture.”

As the bartender refilled their glasses, John continued, “I decided to revisit the crime scene, check out these voice mails for myself and my were they gruesome.”
“So the ex boyfriend did it?” Dave asked.
“He would’ve, if he wasn’t on the other side of the continent,” John replied, “it seemed I hit a dead end with him. I had another lead, her best friend…”
“She wasn’t too thrilled about Sarah calling the cops on Thomas, the ex-boyfriend, because it meant more trouble for her as well,” John explained. “It turned out that Sarah's best friend had a secret relationship with Thomas, even after they had broken up.”
Mike and Dave exchanged glances, their interest intensifying. "So, she had a motive too?" Mike inquired.
John nodded. “But that’s not enough to want someone dead, is it?” another man asked.
“People do crazy things for very little,” John replied, “and that very little was… money stopped flowing in from Thomas like it used to.”
“So the best friend did it, typical,” Dave spat out.
“I didn’t say she did. She claimed she was in a hotel that night. I checked the hotel camera to confirm her alibi. The only other person in the case was the therapist and she didn’t have a reason to kill Sarah, at least not any I could think of. Her family couldn’t think of anybody else who would want to hurt Sarah. Beyond the delusion, she was a sweet soul. Her art gave people joy just by looking at them.”
“So it was a suicide after all,” Dave said.

“Her mother mentioned something that blew the case wide open. Sarah had called her that evening, informing her that Elizabeth, the best friend, was coming over in afternoon to talk but failed to mention what their meeting was about. That was all I needed to bring her in for questioning. It was another deadend yet again, the police got to Elizabeth before I could. Her body laid lifeless on her bathroom floor, another suicide. No forced entry, no signs of a struggle, just empty syringes in on the floor with foam coming out of her mouth. “Show me your friends, huh John,” one of the policemen said to me. They found pictures of her and Sarah around her room. I snooped around myself, all the doors were locked shut. There was no way anybody else was in the building. I found something interesting when I went into the bedroom. Inside the slightly opened bottom drawer by bed were two hotel room tickets, booked the same night Sarah was killed. One in Elizabeth’s name. Who can guess who the other one belonged to? I’ll give a hint. It’s-”
“The boyfriend!” Dave yelled, interrupting John “I knew it!!”
“Keen senses you have there, Dave. Thomas Greene was the owner of the second ticket. He was in town with Elizabeth that night.”
“She had gone to meet Sarah in the afternoon and went back to the hotel to meet up with Thomas later that evening. The police weren’t looking for a killer so nobody thought to look,” John continued, “Lucky for me, he hadn’t left town before I could question him. He didn’t seem shocked when I told him about Elizabeth’s death, it was more of fear. He said Elizabeth told him she went to see Sarah that day and they had an argument about him. He said Sarah felt betrayed that her best friend would do that to her and that she was all alone. All she had, the person watching her. Elizabeth asked who she thought it was and she said it was a ghost, it was even with them when they spoke and it was coming for all of them, Sarah, Elizabeth and him.”
The entire bar went radio silent, all of them trying to make sense of John’s words. He glanced around the hall with a smile on his face. All the men, even the bartender had paused, listening to him. 
“Pour me another drink will you, Michael?” he raised his glass to the bartender. 
“Now I’m not a firm believer of ghosts but this one, this one was beyond me. Mr. Greene told me Elizabeth had left a voicemail screaming “Ghost!!” before the call was cut off. 

Michael poured another drink for John, his hands trembling slightly. The atmosphere in the bar had taken on an eerie quality as Detective John's story unfolded. The patrons sat in rapt attention, their eyes wide with fear and fascination.
John continued, his voice low and measured, “Thomas Greene played that voice mail for me, and it sent shivers down my spine. I couldn't make out anything in the background, but there was a but I could sense the terror in Elizabeth’s voice. It was as if something otherworldly had descended upon her, a real ghost perhaps.”

As John sipped his drink, he cast a glance around the bar, ensuring he had everyone's undivided attention. “I couldn't dismiss it as mere coincidence. Thomas was too taken, he wanted to get out of the country immediately. He was so convinced he was next but I wasn’t buying it. Even if it was a ghost, it needed a motive. I don’t think ghosts go around just murdering people.”

“I’m not sure, my aunty said she saw ghosts before she died,” an older man sitting on the table by the window said.
“What? You believe in ghosts now?” Mike shot at him.
“How else would you explain it?” Dave asked him.
“Was it a ghost?” the bartender asked, his hands still trembling.

Just then, the door slammed against the powerful force of the wind and rain outside, causing the entire bar to shake. The sudden and unexpected noise sent shivers down everyone's spine. Glasses clinked on the bar counter, and a few men let out startled yelps. The older man by the window, who had mentioned his aunt's encounter with a ghost, turned pale. His eyes widened as he stared at the door, now half-ajar, with a look of terror etched across his face.
Mike, still skeptical but visibly shaken, muttered under his breath, “M-Must be just the wind.”

Dave, however, wasn't so sure. He exchanged a glance with John. Michael rushed to the door and struggled to close it against the howling wind. Rainwater sprayed into the bar, and the atmosphere grew even more unsettling. The lights flickered for a moment before steadying, casting shadows on the men’s faces.
“Mr. Greene was too scared to stay, or maybe he was too eager to leave. Either way, he was terrified. He had no idea why anyone would want him dead, let alone kill Elizabeth. But I did. You see, he had unknowingly given me the very clue to close the case, his phone. Who else would have a motive to kill the three? It was none other than the therapist herself.”
The men looked around, trying to make sense of it.  "Elizabeth had discovered the therapist was embezzling money from her clients, Sarah included. She confronted her and told her she and Sarah were going to file a report but the therapist was deep in Sarah's head already. She convinced Sarah the voices she heard were a result of Elizabeth always trying to control her," John continued.
"But why would the therapist want Sarah dead?" Mike asked, interrupting him.
"Sarah was a loose end that needed to be taken care of. She prescribed the very drugs Sarah overdosed with. The only other person that knew about it was Mr. Greene."

"So it wasn't a ghost after all, it was the therapist manipulating everything," Dave said, a hint of disappointment in his tone.

"I didn't say that," John said, "I gave the police a tip about the embezzlement and the rest was history. In exchange, they let me snoop around her office, that's when I discovered who the real killer was…"

He paused, trying to create a dramatic scene as the men tried to figure out who the killer was. "Well? Who was it?" Mike asked, he couldn't wait any longer.

"The killer was none other than Sarah Kent herself."

The men looked around in confusion, how could a dead person be the killer, maybe the detective was in over his head with this one. "How!?" the older man asked, "I don't understand."

"You see, the file I found on Sarah in the therapist's office showed that Sarah was everything else but crazy. She was obsessed with Thomas and felt betrayed by the affair with Elizabeth. She was going to take down both of them. If she couldn’t have him, nobody would."

"But she died, it doesn't make any sense," Mike interjected, "and if the doors were locked from the inside, how did she kill Elizabeth?"

"Beta blockers. They slow your heart rate enough to make you seem dead enough. She fakes the scene with the pills and calls the police. When she is clear, she escapes from the hospital and makes her way to Elizabeth's apartment. Elizabeth, too frightened seeing her dead friend in front of her, tries to call Thomas, hence the voice note-"
"Ghost," Mike completed.
"Right on sir!" said John, "then she knocks Elizabeth unconscious, forcing the drugs into her system, locks the doors and waits for the police. The police have no reason to suspect foul play so they don't do a thorough sweep of the apartment. She doesn't know Thomas was in town but finds out that night in Elizabeth's apartment, I wasn't the only one who found the hotel tickets."

"I knew she'd want to go after Thomas before he left town and I was there waiting for her. It was a gamble, but I knew she wouldn't be able to resist confronting him."

The bar was now hushed, the patrons captivated by John's account of the elaborate scheme. "In the end," John continued, "Sarah's plan was carefully orchestrated, but she didn't account for one thing, me."

The atmosphere in the bar had shifted once more, from a chilling tale of the supernatural to a calculated plot of deception and revenge.

As the rain outside continued to fall softly, the bar seemed to hold its breath. John looked around at the faces of the men, their expressions a mix of shock, disbelief. He raised his glass one last time, a solemn toast to the victims of this twisted tale.

And with that, Detective John left the bar, leaving the men to grapple with the tale that was unveiled before them. The door swung open, and the night air swept in, carrying with it the scent of rain-soaked pavement. The bar slowly returned to life, the patrons left to contemplate the haunting story they had witnessed.
