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	Passengers of the Underworld

	 


 

	Investigator Briefing

	 

	Before you continue…

	Sabine Blackwood has left a message regarding this case file.

	What you hear may change how you read what follows.

	Listen first.

	Then proceed.
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Chapter 1 
The Fog Descends
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	Cole Whitmore wandered the fog-shrouded streets of Briarwood, his thoughts as thick as the mist that had suddenly rolled in that evening. The dense fog crept between buildings, swallowing streetlamps and muffling every sound. It was eerie, yes, but Cole wasn’t afraid of the fog—not anymore. Since the accident, fear had become a foreign feeling, replaced with a heavy numbness that weighed on him like the clouds above.

	He stuffed his hands in the pockets of his jacket and continued along the deserted path that led to the abandoned railway tracks on the edge of town. Briarwood had been quiet for years, the once-bustling town now home to empty stores, vacant houses, and secrets that had long since been forgotten. Cole used to care about those secrets, about what had happened to Briarwood. Now, after his sister Reagan’s death, it was just a place he existed in—a ghost town filled with ghosts of its own.

	He glanced up at the thick fog curling along the tracks, the chill air settling deep into his bones. It was strange to think this same path used to be lively, with children playing along the old platform and trains coming and going at all hours. Now, all that remained were rusted tracks and the empty sound of the wind.

	Suddenly, the wind shifted. The distant sound of a train whistle echoed through the fog, a hollow, haunting sound that made Cole freeze in his tracks. He glanced down the rusted line, his pulse quickening. That was impossible. The trains had stopped running years ago. Another whistle, louder this time.

	It sent a chill down his spine, colder than the night air. The rails ahead began to tremble, a rhythmic thudding following the sound of the whistle. The ground beneath Cole’s feet seemed to hum with anticipation, as if something ancient had been awakened.

	“What is happening?” Cole whispered to himself, taking a cautious step back. His first instinct was to leave, to turn around and walk away, but something rooted him in place. Curiosity? Maybe. Or maybe it was the fog—thick, all-consuming, and utterly hypnotic—that kept him there.

	Through the swirling mist, lights began to materialize. Flickering yellow beams, like eyes in the darkness. It was a train. An actual train, barreling down the rusted tracks toward him. But that’s impossible, his mind insisted again. The station was long abandoned. No trains had run through Briarwood in decades, and yet here it was.

	The whistle screeched one final time as the train came to a grinding halt in front of him. The iron behemoth loomed out of the fog, its windows aglow with flickering light. The doors slid open with a creak, revealing the faint outline of a dimly lit interior. Cole’s heart pounded in his chest as he stared into the open doorway. No conductor, no passengers in sight—just gaping jaws leading into the belly of the beast.

	Cole took a step forward. His rational mind screamed at him to turn around, but his feet moved of their own accord, pulling him toward the waiting train. He felt drawn to it, compelled to step inside. There was something almost familiar about it, like a memory he couldn’t quite place. One more step, and Cole found himself crossing the threshold.

	The moment he boarded, the air around him changed. The cold night outside was replaced by a suffocating warmth, thick with the scent of old wood and decay. The train was ancient, its walls lined with dark mahogany panels, its seats torn and covered in dust. A single, flickering chandelier hung from the ceiling, casting long shadows that danced eerily along the length of the car.

	Cole’s breath caught in his throat as he took it all in. There were people here—or, at least, there were things that resembled people. Shadowy figures sat in the seats, their faces obscured by the dim light. None of them moved. None of them spoke.

	Cole stepped cautiously through the aisle, his footsteps echoing against the hollow floorboards. The figures didn’t react to his presence. He swallowed hard, his throat dry. The air felt thick, almost oppressive, like the walls were closing in around him. Then, from the shadows at the far end of the car, a tall figure stepped forward. Cole’s heart skipped a beat.

	The figure wore a tattered conductor’s uniform, its once-pristine fabric now frayed and stained with something dark. The man’s face was hidden beneath the brim of his hat, but Cole could feel his gaze, cold and piercing, as if it could see straight through him.

	“Welcome aboard,” the conductor said, his voice low and gravelly. “I see you’ve found your way to the Midnight Train.” Cole took a step back, his mind racing. This wasn’t right. None of this was right. The train, the passengers, the conductor—it all felt wrong, like a nightmare come to life. “I... I need to get off,” Cole stammered. “I wasn’t supposed to—”

	“There is no getting off,” the conductor interrupted, a twisted smile curling on his lips. “Not until the journey is complete.” Cole’s stomach churned as the conductor reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, silver pocket watch. He flicked it open, the hands ticking in perfect synchronization.

	“There’s a price for riding this train,” the conductor said softly, his smile widening. “And it’s one you’ll have to pay... with time.” The conductor clicked the pocket watch shut, and the world around Cole seemed to tilt. The walls of the train car began to stretch and warp, the faces of the shadowy passengers flickering like a dying flame. A wave of nausea hit Cole as the train jolted forward, the tracks beneath them groaning with the weight of their journey. The Midnight Train was moving—and there was no stopping it.

	 


Chapter 2 
The Impossible Ride
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	The train jerked forward with a screech, and Cole’s knees buckled beneath him, sending him crashing into a nearby seat. His heart pounded in his chest, and his stomach churned as the train sped along the forgotten tracks, hurtling deeper into the fog. He struggled to sit up, his hands gripping the dusty armrests as the car swayed violently from side to side.

	The conductor stood still, completely unaffected by the chaotic motion of the train. His hollow eyes, still shadowed beneath the brim of his hat, locked onto Cole as if watching his every move. In his hand, he continued to hold the silver pocket watch, its ticking the only sound breaking the eerie silence that had fallen over the train.

	Cole’s mind raced, but nothing made sense. There were no tracks left in Briarwood—certainly not any functional ones. Where was this train even going? He had to find a way off. He couldn’t stay here—not with these shadowy passengers, not with this unnerving conductor.

	The air in the train car grew thicker with each passing second, and Cole could feel a strange pressure in his chest, like the walls were closing in on him. His head spun. He needed to focus, to get his bearings, but every time he tried to collect his thoughts, the ticking of the conductor’s watch seemed to grow louder, echoing inside his skull.

	Finally, with a deep breath, Cole pushed himself to his feet. The train lurched
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