SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

[y
(W)

MixCache.com

From the MixCache.com library

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

The Last Train to Ravenswood

MixCache.com

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Table of Contents

Chapter 1 The Whistle in the Fog
Chapter 2 Boarding Pass to Oblivion
Chapter 3 The First Class Compartment
Chapter 4 A Silent Scream in the Night
Chapter 5 Detective Miles Arrives
Chapter 6 The Conductor's Secret
Chapter 7 Interrogating the Passengers
Chapter 8 A Clue in the Dining Car
Chapter 9 The Vanishing Valuables
Chapter 10 Second Victim, Second Clue
Chapter 11 The Engineer's Suspicions
Chapter 12 A Hidden Past

Chapter 13 The Artist's Alibi

Chapter 14 Trapped in the Tunnels
Chapter 15 A Web of Lies

Chapter 16 The Stolen Identity
Chapter 17 Ravenswood's Dark History
Chapter 18 A Message from Beyond
Chapter 19 The Imposter Among Us
Chapter 20 Unmasking the Motive
Chapter 21 A Race Against Time
Chapter 22 The Final Confrontation
Chapter 23 Derailing the Plan

Chapter 24 The Killer's Confession
Chapter 25 Unraveling the Conspiracy
Chapter 26 Arrival in Ravenswood

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

CHAPTER ONE: The Whistle in the Fog

The world outside Angus MaclLeod’s observation car window was a swirling canvas of
grey. Thick, indifferent fog, the kind that tasted of damp earth and forgotten secrets,
pressed against the glass, obscuring everything beyond a few feet. It was a proper
Scottish mist, he mused, the sort that seeped into your bones and made you question
if the sun had ever truly existed. Inside, the carriage was a study in comfortable
anachronism. Plush velvet seats, polished mahogany, and the gentle rhythmic clatter
of the train on the tracks created an atmosphere of antiquated luxury.

Angus, a man whose tweed jacket looked as if it had been tailored specifically for the
Scottish highlands and whose spectacles perched perpetually on the bridge of his
nose, was engrossed in a particularly dense tome on Celtic folklore. He'd booked this
trip on the Ravenswood Express for precisely this reason: uninterrupted reading time.
The journey, a sixteen-hour crawl from Glasgow to the remote coastal town of
Ravenswood, was renowned for its scenic desolation and terrible cell reception, a
perfect combination for a reclusive academic.

He’'d almost missed the initial warning. A high-pitched, almost mournful shriek from
the train's whistle, a sound far more insistent than the usual polite toots. It was
followed by a sudden, jarring lurch that sent his teacup rattling in its saucer. The train
slowed, the rhythmic clatter giving way to a groaning whisper of brakes. Angus
frowned, bookmarking his page. This wasn't a scheduled stop.

He peered out the window again, but the fog was an impenetrable curtain. He could
hear murmurs from the other passengers in the observation car - a scattering of
wealthy tourists, a couple of young backpackers, and a stern-looking woman who had
been knitting a remarkably complex shawl since Glasgow. Everyone shared the same
bewildered expressions.

A moment later, a figure emerged from the front of the train, barely visible through
the swirling mist. It was Conductor Davies, a man whose meticulously pressed uniform
seemed at odds with his perpetually harried expression. He had a lantern in one hand,
its weak beam struggling against the pervasive grey. He was talking to someone, a
shadowy outline that Angus couldn't quite discern.

Davies returned to the carriage, his face grim. "Apologies, ladies and gentlemen," he
announced, his voice tight with a tension that cut through the polite silence. "It
appears we've encountered a... situation." He paused, glancing around at the
expectant faces. "There's been an incident. Up ahead. On the tracks."
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A ripple of unease spread through the car. “An incident?” asked a stout gentleman
with a monocle, his voice betraying a hint of aristocratic irritation. “What kind of
incident, Conductor?”

Davies ran a hand through his thinning hair. "We found... a body. On the tracks. Just
beyond the bend."

The words hung in the air, cold and heavy as the fog outside. A sudden gasp escaped

the stern knitter. The backpackers exchanged wide-eyed glances. Angus felt a prickle

of alarm, a distinct sensation that this was no longer a mere inconvenience. A body on
the tracks was rarely an accident, especially not in such a remote, sparsely populated
stretch of land.

“A body?” the monocled man repeated, his irritation giving way to a genuine shock.
“Good heavens.”

Davies nodded, his gaze sweeping over the passengers, as if searching for something.
"The local authorities have been notified, but as you can imagine, in this weather, and
at this hour, their arrival will be... delayed." He cleared his throat. "In the meantime, |
must ask that no one disembarks. Please remain in your carriages. We have secure
the area as best as we can, but until the police arrive, it's safer to stay inside."

Angus watched him leave, the door to the next carriage swishing shut with a soft hiss.
The comfortable anachronism of the observation car had vanished, replaced by a
palpable sense of dread. The gentle clatter of the train was gone, leaving only the
unsettling silence broken by the whispers of anxious passengers and the relentless
hiss of the fog against the windows.

He thought of his book, its tales of ancient spirits and forgotten curses. Suddenly, the
fiction felt a little too close to reality. A body on the tracks. Not an everyday
occurrence, even in the wilds of Scotland. He reached for his spectacles, pushing them
higher on his nose, a nervous habit. His academic curiosity, usually reserved for
ancient texts, was now sharply focused on the grim reality unfolding outside.

A young woman, one of the backpackers, started to cry softly. Her companion, a lanky
young man with a worried frown, tried to comfort her. The stern knitter had dropped
her needles, her yarn tangled on the floor, her face pale. The monocled gentleman
had removed his eyewear, polishing it with a silk handkerchief, his movements
unusually slow.

Angus felt an unfamiliar stir within him. He was an observer of history, not a

participant in its grimmer contemporary events. Yet, he couldn’t shake the feeling that
this "incident" was far more than a tragic accident. The way Conductor Davies had
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delivered the news, the almost furtive glances - it suggested a deeper, more troubling
narrative.

He remembered a fleeting glimpse of something before the fog fully descended. A
faint flicker of light, like a camera flash, just as the train had approached the bend. He
dismissed it as his imagination, a trick of the mist and the train’s headlights, but the
memory lingered, a small, unsettling detail.

Hours passed, marked only by the anxious pacing of some passengers and the
hushed, almost fearful conversations. The train remained motionless, a metallic ghost
swallowed by the relentless fog. The emergency lights cast long, eerie shadows,
turning familiar faces into grotesque caricatures. The temperature in the carriage
seemed to drop, mirroring the chill that had settled in everyone's hearts.

Angus, despite the unsettling circumstances, found himself meticulously cataloging
the reactions of his fellow travelers. The immediate shock, the dawning fear, the
attempts to maintain composure. He was, after all, a scholar of human behavior, even
if his usual subjects had been dead for centuries. This live, unfolding drama was a
disturbing but undeniably compelling study.

A young couple, initially quite animated, now sat huddled together, whispering
urgently. The stern knitter had resumed her work, but her movements were jerky, her
gaze frequently darting towards the door. The monocled man, Mr. Abernathy, now
looked less irritated and more profoundly disturbed, occasionally clearing his throat as
if to speak, then deciding against it.

Conductor Davies reappeared, his face now etched with exhaustion and a new, almost
desperate urgency. "Ladies and gentlemen," he announced, his voice hoarse, "l have
just received word. The police are still some distance away. And... we've had a power
fluctuation in the front carriages. It seems to be affecting the heating."

A collective groan went through the car. The idea of being stranded in the cold, in the
middle of nowhere, with a dead body just outside, was hardly comforting. "Surely we

can do something!" exclaimed Mr. Abernathy, finally finding his voice. "We can't just

sit here and freeze!"

Davies wrung his hands. "l assure you, we are doing everything we can. The engineer
is attempting to fix the issue. But with the fog and the... the other situation, it's
proving difficult." He looked genuinely distressed, a man clearly out of his depth. The
professional veneer was cracking.

Angus noted the shift in the conductor’'s demeanor. The initial guardedness had given

way to genuine fear. Whatever was happening, it was clearly more complex than a
simple accident. He wondered about the "other situation." Was there more to the body
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on the tracks than met the eye?

The fog pressed ever closer, muffling all sounds from the outside world, creating a
claustrophobic cocoon. The rhythmic clatter of the train, usually a comforting
backdrop, was now sorely missed. Its absence emphasized the stillness, the unnatural
quiet that had fallen over the landscape. It was the silence of anticipation, of lurking
fear.

Suddenly, a piercing scream tore through the stillness. It wasn't the train whistle this
time, but a distinctly human sound, raw with terror, emanating from one of the front
carriages. It was sharp, short, and cut off abruptly, as if silenced.

Every head in the observation car snapped towards the door. The whispering stopped.
The knitting needles dropped again. The already tense atmosphere solidified into a
terrifying certainty. This was no longer just an "incident." This was something far, far
worse.

Conductor Davies, who had been about to make another announcement, froze, his
eyes wide with a dawning horror. He looked from the closed door of the adjacent
carriage to the terrified faces of the passengers, his own fear a stark reflection of
theirs. The whistle in the fog had become a scream in the silence.

Angus felt a chill that had nothing to do with the failing heating. He pushed his
spectacles up again, his academic curiosity giving way to a primal sense of danger.
The remote train, once a sanctuary for quiet contemplation, had become a sealed
coffin, and the killer, it seemed, was still very much aboard.
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CHAPTER TWO: Boarding Pass to Oblivion

The scream, raw and visceral, hung in the frigid air like a ghost. It was the sound of a
nightmare made real, a jagged tear in the fabric of the night. Conductor Davies, his
face a mask of terror, was the first to react, albeit belatedly. He fumbled for a key on
his belt, his hands shaking so violently that the metal jingled a frantic, off-key tune.
“Stay here! Everyone stay calm!” he stammered, though his own voice was a high-
pitched tremor.

He pushed through the observation car door, disappearing into the dimness of the
connecting carriage, leaving behind a silence far more deafening than the initial
shriek. The remaining passengers were frozen, each in their own tableau of shock. The
young backpacker, Liam, held his companion, Chloe, so tightly that her knuckles were
white. Mr. Abernathy, the monocled gentleman, had dropped his silk handkerchief and
was staring at the closed door, his jaw slack. Even the stern knitter, Mrs. Henderson,
had finally abandoned her wool, her eyes wide and fixed on the emptiness where
Davies had vanished.

Angus MaclLeod, for all his academic remove, felt a cold knot tighten in his stomach.
This wasn't a historical footnote, a dusty account from centuries past. This was
unfolding right before him, a grim, bloody page turning in real-time. He pushed his
spectacles up, a reflex, his mind racing. The scream had been brief, brutally cut off.
Not a cry for help, but a sound of pure, unadulterated terror at the moment of impact.

Minutes stretched into an eternity. Every creak of the train, every whisper of the fog
outside, was amplified into a sinister prelude. The failing heating seemed to amplify
the chill, not just on their skin, but in their very souls. No one spoke. No one dared.
The unspoken question hung heavy: what had happened? And more terrifyingly, who
was next?

Then, a new sound. A muffled thud, followed by a series of hurried, heavy footsteps.
And then, Davies reappeared, staggering back into the observation car. He looked
utterly broken, his face ashen, eyes wide and bloodshot. His meticulously pressed
uniform was now askew, a button torn from his jacket. He leaned against the
doorframe, gasping for breath, as if he’d run a marathon.

“It’s... it's awful,” he choked out, his voice barely a whisper. “Another one. My God,
another one.” He buried his face in his hands, trembling uncontrollably.

A collective gasp swept through the car. “Another one?” Liam blurted out, his voice
cracking with disbelief. “What do you mean, ‘another one’?”
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Davies slowly lifted his head, his gaze sweeping over the terrified faces. “Mrs. Finch,”
he managed to say, the name sounding like a death knell. “The woman from
Compartment B. She’s... she’s dead. Stabbed. In her berth.”

The words hit them like a physical blow. A second victim. On the train. Not on the
tracks, but inside. The reality of their situation dawned with brutal clarity. They
weren't just stranded; they were trapped. Trapped on a remote train, in the middle of
a dense fog, with a killer amongst them.

Mrs. Henderson let out a soft whimper. Chloe buried her face in Liam’s shoulder,
sobbing uncontrollably. Mr. Abernathy, surprisingly, was the one who found a
semblance of composure, albeit a shaky one. “Conductor,” he said, his voice strained
but firm, “are you absolutely certain? This isn’t some ghastly mistake?”

Davies shook his head, a single tear tracing a path down his grimy cheek. “I wish it
were, sir. Her... her throat. And there’s so much... blood.” He shuddered, visibly
reliving the horrific scene. “Her door was... slightly ajar. | heard a noise after the
scream. A sort of gurgle. I... | looked in.”

Angus felt a morbid fascination compete with a growing sense of dread. Mrs. Finch. He
vaguely remembered her from Glasgow. A quiet woman, perhaps in her late fifties,
with a severe bun and sensible shoes. She’'d been reading a thick paperback, a
romance novel, if he recalled correctly, during the initial leg of the journey. Now, she
was a statistic.

“Did you see anything, Conductor?” Angus asked, his voice surprisingly steady, though
his heart was pounding. “Anyone leaving the compartment? Any sounds?”

Davies shook his head again. “No... no, not exactly. The carriage was dark. The
power’s still flickering. | just... saw her. And then | ran.” He wiped his nose with the
back of his hand, his eyes darting around the observation car, as if the killer might
suddenly materialize from the shadows.

“The first body,” Liam interjected, his voice trembling. “The one on the tracks. Was
that... connected?”

Davies hesitated, his gaze falling to the floor. “I... I don’t know. | can’t imagine... but
two deaths? In such a short space of time? It's unthinkable.”

Angus felt a chill that had nothing to do with the failing heating. He remembered the
flicker of light he’'d seen just before the train stopped, like a camera flash. And the
conductor’s evasiveness about the “incident” earlier. Was there something Davies
wasn’t telling them? Or couldn't tell them?

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

“We need to do something!” Mr. Abernathy exclaimed, pushing himself away from the
wall. “We can’t just sit here and wait for the police. This... this killer is still on the train!
What if they strike again?”

The question hung heavy, a palpable fear. They all looked at Davies, but the conductor
seemed utterly paralyzed by terror. He was not a man built for crises, especially not
one involving murder. His expertise clearly lay in ticket punching and ensuring the tea
was hot.

“He’s right,” Angus said, surprising even himself with the force of his voice.
“Conductor, we need to secure the train. Where are the other passengers? How many
are there in total?”

Davies looked up, his eyes wide and unfocused. “Secure... the train? I... | don’'t know
how. And there are... twenty-three passengers in total, not including us. And the
engineer, Mr. Peterson. And the dining car staff, Mr. Henderson and Miss Bell.”

“Twenty-three,” Angus repeated, the number ringing ominously in the small space.
“And how many carriages are there?”

“Six passenger carriages, the dining car, the observation car, and the engine,” Davies
rattled off, his voice regaining a fraction of its professional cadence, as if reciting a
memorized list offered a fleeting comfort. “We’re currently in the last passenger car,
the observation car. Mrs. Finch was in the carriage just ahead of us.”

“So, the killer could be anywhere between here and the engine,” Mrs. Henderson
whispered, her face pale.

“Or even in here,” Chloe added, her voice barely audible. The implication was
horrifying. They were all suspects, and all potential victims.

Angus scanned the faces around him. The initial camaraderie of the journey, the polite
distance maintained by strangers on a shared adventure, had utterly dissolved. Now,
every glance was filled with suspicion, every nervous cough a potential signal of guilt.
He saw it in the darting eyes, the clutched handbags, the stiff postures. Trust had
boarded its own separate train, heading in the opposite direction.

“We can’t allow anyone else to move freely,” Angus declared, his academic
composure lending an unexpected authority to his voice. “Conductor, do you have a
master key for the berths? We need to lock everyone in their compartments for their

own safety. And for ours.”

Davies stared at him, then slowly nodded. “Yes, yes, | have one. But... what if the killer
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is already in a compartment? Or what if they’'re still roaming free and we lock
ourselves in with them?”

It was a valid, terrifying point. “Then we’ll have to check each compartment first,”
Angus replied, though the idea of walking into a potential murderer’s lair sent a shiver
down his spine. “Or at least, ensure no one is outside their berths.”

“I'lll go with you, Conductor,” Liam offered, stepping forward, a flicker of youthful
courage battling his obvious fear. “Two pairs of eyes are better than one.”

Davies looked at Liam, then at Angus, a desperate hope dawning in his eyes. “You...
you'd really help?”

“We all need to help each other, Conductor,” Angus said, his gaze firm. “Otherwise,
we're just sitting ducks.” He knew he was no detective, no hero, but his scholarly
mind, accustomed to sifting through ambiguous evidence and constructing narratives,
felt an unexpected surge of resolve. This was a puzzle, a macabre one, and he felt an
uncomfortable urge to solve it.

Mr. Abernathy, surprisingly, stepped forward as well. “I may be an old man, but I've a
steady hand and a keen eye. And | possess a rather sturdy walking stick, should the
need arise.” He patted the polished wood of his cane, a faint smirk playing on his lips.
“I'm not entirely useless, you know.”

Angus nodded, a sense of grim determination settling over him. He wasn't entirely
comfortable with the idea of a civilian investigation, but with the police hours away,
they had no other choice. This was their train, their fate, and potentially, their lives on
the line.

“Alright then,” Angus said, turning to Mrs. Henderson and Chloe. “You two stay here.
Lock the door behind us. If anyone tries to get in, don’t open it unless it's us. And if
you hear anything... anything at all, make as much noise as possible.”

Mrs. Henderson, though still pale, nodded curtly. Chloe, though teary-eyed, squared
her shoulders. The shared threat was forging an unlikely alliance.

Davies, with a renewed, albeit shaky, sense of purpose, pulled out a heavy ring of
keys. “We’'ll start from this carriage and work our way forward,” he instructed. “Stay
close. And be... vigilant.”

As they prepared to leave the observation car, the emergency lights flickered again,
plunging the carriage into momentary darkness before sputtering back to life. The cold
deepened, seeping into every corner. Outside, the fog pressed in, an opaque shroud,
as if the world itself was conspiring to keep their terrible secret. The last train to
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Ravenswood had become a labyrinth of fear, and they had just purchased a boarding
pass to oblivion. The killer was still out there, somewhere in the train’s silent, creaking
passages, and they were stepping into its hunting ground.
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