
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Last Train











Alan Gorevan







Smashwords Edition

Copyright © 2020 by Alan Gorevan

All rights reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system or transmitted by any means without
the written permission of the author.

This book is a work of fiction. People,
places, events and situations are the product of the author’s
imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or
historical events, is purely coincidental.


Table of Contents






One

Two

Three

Four

Read On

By the Same Author


 One

Rachel
scrambled up the steps to the train station. She was late. So late.
Dinner with Amy had been fun, but Rachel had completely lost track of time. She’d
been shocked when she finally checked her phone, and she’d hurried
out of Amy’s apartment straight away.

The station’s
fluorescent lights seemed to flicker in amusement. Rachel could see
no one. No rail staff, no one. The station was abandoned. The last
train must be gone already. How was she going to get home? It was
too far to walk.

And the night
was so cold.

Biting cold.

Rachel’s thin
coat was useless against the October night. She’d only worn it
because Amy always dressed so stylishly, and Rachel had hardly
shifted out of loungewear since she had the baby.

Oh god.
What about the babysitter, Jenny? Rachel was surprised the teenager hadn’t phoned
yet, but she was a timid thing, and it would probably take her an
hour or two to work up the courage. That didn’t make Rachel feel
any better.

She wouldn’t
have been so late if it hadn’t been for the Ouija board.

After
dinner, Amy had produced
the board. Rachel was reminded of their college days, when they’d
always talked about holding seances and contacting the dead. They’d
never done anything about it though.

Until
tonight.

They’d
played for a minute or two, with the board between them on the kitchen table. Amy and
Rachel had placed their fingers on the planchette and had begun
moving it in a circle. Not much had happened until the power cut
out. The electricity had been off for a minute or so. As soon as it
came back, the two women had broken out in nervous laughter. It had
been a perfect way to spend Halloween night – or so Rachel had
thought until now, when she was left alone in a deserted train
station.

Maybe she’d be
lucky.

Maybe she
wasn’t as late as she thought.

She dug
into her handbag, searching for her purse, and pulled her Leap card out of it. She scanned
the card at the ticket machine and the barrier opened with a
beep.

Please,
please, please.

She walked
briskly to the platform, the click clack of her heels echoing off the walls. A thin coat and
uncomfortable shoes.

You’ve really outdone yourself this time. Imagine
walking miles in
these heels.

Rachel
felt her heart lift at the sight of a train at the platform with
its doors open. The digital sign said Greystones.

Perfect. She was
just in time.

With a
squeal of delight, she ran through the open doorway nearest to her. She’d made
it.

As soon
as she was in the
carriage, the doors closed.

The train began
to move.

There
was no one else there so
Rachel had her choice of seats. She took the nearest one and pulled
out her phone. Its battery was nearly dead – something she’d
noticed earlier, when she checked the time.

She
thought of Jenny again.
If Rachel’s phone died, and Jenny called and couldn’t reach her,
she’d probably freak out big time.

Rachel
sighed.

She
placed her bag on the seat next to her and stretched out her
legs.

That was
the problem with teenagers. You couldn’t trust them to have sense.
At least Rachel was on the way home now. Jenny should be fine for another half an hour.
Rachel just hoped she wouldn’t leave the baby alone.

Of
course, she wouldn’t. That would be insane. Jenny would wait for her to get
home.

Rachel hoped she
would, anyway.

A
strange scraping sound interrupted Rachel’s thoughts.
Faint but unpleasant. Like
metal on glass. She peered behind her but saw no one.

Maybe she’d
imagined it?

Suddenly a
shadow passed across the window into the next carriage.

Then it was
gone.

Rachel gave a
start. She stared at the glass, but there was nothing, just the
warm glow of the next carriage, empty like the one she was
in.

Maybe it
was nothing. Perhaps she’d blinked?

She
straightened up in her
seat and took a breath. Stupid Ouija board. Stupid her, for letting
a board game unnerve her.

The
train seemed to be moving awfully slowly. She looked out the window. Sure
enough, the train had not yet picked up speed. It was crawling.
Rachel could have walked faster. And where, exactly, was she? This
stretch of track looked unfamiliar. Though it was hard to tell
through the darkness, Rachel felt like they had hardly left the
station.

As she
was thinking, the train
slowed even more.

It
stopped.

Rachel
hated it when trains halted between stations like this. Did the rail company
like delaying passengers? Did they want customers to—

The lights
died.

Her carriage
plunged into darkness. She cursed under her breath and waited. She
hoped the engine wasn’t broken. That would be all she
needed.

Somewhere,
someone sneezed.

Rachel waited,
listening carefully.

She thought she
heard the faint sound of a door closing. She peered outside. Her
eyes began to adjust to the darkness, and she could make out a row
of rail lines. The train seemed to have stopped in a siding, a
disused section of track away from the main line.

Movement
outside.

In the
dark.

Rachel
scooted over in her seat and pressed her face to the glass.
A uniformed man was
walking away from the train, a satchel slung over his
shoulder.

The
driver?

A wave
of cold terror spread across Rachel’s chest. Yes, it was the
driver. He was walking away across the abandoned tracks, leaving the train behind.
Finished for the night. Going home to his family, maybe. Going to
ask his kids how their night’s trick-or-treating had
gone.

Leaving Rachel
alone.

He was
already ten metres from
the train, ambling towards a nearby building.

“Hey!” Rachel
banged on the window. “Excuse me? Hey, I’m here!”

Of
course he couldn’t hear
her. He was fifteen metres away now. Rachel banged louder, just as
he disappeared around the corner of the building.

The
darkness in the carriage seemed to thicken.

To swell and
press in on her.

She
walked over to the door and pressed the button. It did nothing.
With the engine off, it
had no power.

What
about an emergency
button?

She
looked around. On the other side of the train, next to the door, a
grey box was built into the wall. She turned on the torch function
on her phone and pointed the light at the sticker above the box,
where instructions were written in red. Break glass and press button. Blah blah blah. She
didn’t bother reading it.

She
lowered the torch and examined the box. A small circle of glass covered a red
button. Above that was a speaker and a microphone. There was no
tool for breaking the glass. No hammer. Nothing.

Rachel said,
“How am I meant to break the glass?”

As her
voice echoed around the empty carriage, the sound she’d heard earlier came
again.

Like a
sharp point of metal coming into contact with another hard surface.

What the hell
was it?

She listened.
Silence pounded in her ears, coalescing with the darkness. But she
heard nothing more.

She went
back to her seat, where she’d left her handbag, and searched its
contents for something she could use to get at the
emergency button. Lipstick?
Keys? Tissues? The only object that might help was her pen. It was
heavy, metallic.

Rachel
passed the phone into her right hand, so she could hold the pen in
her left – her good
hand. She walked back over to the box.

She’d
never done anything like this before, had never broken the glass on
a bus or train where it says, In case of emergency… Rachel wasn’t the kind of person who had
emergencies.

She
steadied herself and stabbed at the glass. The pen landed badly and bounced off the
surface. As her hand slipped to the side, it scraped the sharp
metallic edge of the box, slicing the side of her hand
open.

An explosion
of pain caused her to drop her phone and the pen.

She scooped up
the phone and saw that her hand was awash with blood.

The
glass covering the
button was unbroken.

She had
no plasters. All she could do was mop up the blood with a tissue,
then pick up the pen. No
point stopping now. She steeled herself, then tried again to break
the glass.

The pen
bounced off it –
harmlessly this time.

She hit it
again.

Nothing.

On the fourth
blow, the glass broke.

Rachel
used the pen to knock the shards onto the floor. She jabbed the red
button hard with her index finger. No sound came. No light. No crackle from the
speaker.

Again,
she pressed the button and got nothing.

She looked at
the instructions.

 


FOR EMERGENCY
USE ONLY.

To speak to driver, break glass, press red button, and speak into
microphone.

€1000 fine
for misuse.

 


“Wait a
minute,” she said. “To
speak to driver? The driver is gone.”

There was no one
to hear her.
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Rachel
was furious at herself for not reading the notice properly the first time. She’d given
herself a nasty injury for nothing.

She
walked over to the other
side of the train and looked out, hoping against hope that she’d
see the driver coming back.

But no.

Her phone’s
battery was at 10%. That meant it could die any time. She’d make a
quick call and sort this out.

There
was no phone number that she could see written anywhere around the
carriage, but maybe she
was just not able to see it in the dark, so she perched on the edge
of her seat and opened her web browser. The light from her phone
illuminated her face. By the time the rail company’s website
loaded, the battery was down to 8%.

Under
her breath, Rachel muttered a prayer. Her first in many years. She
knew she was engaging in the kind of childlike bargaining she despised when done by
others.

Please god, get me home and I’ll go to mass every week for a month.
Just do this one thing for me first.

She
found a contact number and called it. While it rang, her phone
buzzed, warning her that only 5% of the battery was left. A
recorded voice came on. “Press 1 for…” She listened impatiently
till 5, which was the option for speaking to a human. She jabbed 5
and waited. The battery was now at 4%. If she didn’t get through to
someone, she
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