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Ravensville 

by 

Tombstone Grady 

It was a case of zero visibility; the dense fog wrapped everything like a cloak. Things 

were so quiet in this town that even the rustling of leaves, the chirping of birds and the 

gentle hum of wind felt sinful. Not a sign of life existed; not an old man taking a stroll on 

the footpath or the milk man delivering bottles of milk. Not an adult heading for work; 

cars were parked in the garages or the pavement. The parks were empty; not a child 

playing football or a lady jogging at this time of the day. No hustle and bustle of people 

in the market or the smell of sweet cooking from the bakery shops; and lo the queerest 

thing was that the shops were all open, none had their shutters down.  

As if the earth had swallowed every living person. 

“Gosh where is everybody,” muttered Murphy. “Hello anybody here,” he shouted in the 

neighbourhood but like before no answer came. 

Murphy sighed, his throat was dry and lips cracked from the long jog to this town. 

Where is everybody, he questioned himself. 

He had been exploring this town for an hour. In that one hour the town which felt so 

peaceful and beautiful had started to give him creeps. It seems as if the town had 

been…abandoned…in a hurry, concluded Murphy, but why? 

That was the question that greatly confused his sanity. There were no indications of any 

accident or a disaster striking the town then why had people left or had they 

disappeared into thin air. “Perhaps I’ll have to help myself to the things, besides no one 

will care, this town seems empty for a long time,” snickered Murphy though he was in 

no mood for jokes. He just wanted to let down the tension that had built up in him like 

plaque accumulating on the teeth. He would never have come to this town if not for his 

car which had to break down in the middle of the journey; lately he had been expecting 

it after all the 52 years old car had to give up some day but Murphy had hoped to 

accomplish a final journey on his Dad’s Civic. Anyway he had found that the nearest 

town, “Ravensville”, was a couple of kilometers away from his location using the car’s 

GPS. It had struck to him that the town might be quiet conventional but he might be 

able to get some help and here he was in a very modern looking town with good cars, 
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well-built buildings, a medical center, fine roads; as a matter of fact; it had a very good 

infra-structure. But what good was all that when there was not a single person to use it. 

Its uncanny bro, way creepy and the fog is getting on my nerves, thought Murphy. 

“Hun what was that!” exclaimed Murphy, he had heard something.  

Footsteps, they were footsteps crunching the leaves under them. 

Murphy began to run and sure enough, he could see a head bobbing in the fog.  

“Hey wait. Listen!” called Murphy but the head turned a corner on the street and 

disappeared. Murphy began to run; he was not going to miss this person. He wanted 

some answers badly. He turned the corner but there was no one. He ran a little further 

expecting to see the person but it was futile. Alarm ran through Murphy’s mind; had he 

imagined the head and the sounds of the footsteps? Was the atmosphere getting on his 

nerves? 

No it was very clear. Something is deeply wrong with this town and I have to leave as 

soon as possible. 

Murphy nearly screamed as he felt weight over his shoulders; instead what came out 

was a sharp gasp and Murphy turned around to find himself staring at a mailman.  

“Good Lord!” exclaimed Murphy in relief, “You scared the hell out of me.” 

“I heard you call me?” said the mail man in a very low quiet voice.  

“So it was you! What did you run away for?” 

“I didn’t” 

But there was someone right here. I saw him turn the corner and…” 

“There was no one son. No one is out … at this time. Everyone’s gone for the party. Are 

you not going to the party?” 

The guy is crazy 

“What party?” asked Murphy. 

The man wearing the blue uniform and a mailbag slung on a shoulder looked queerly at 

Murphy and cried out, “Oh Mr. Pendleton, I have an invitation for you right here.” 
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The man quickly took out a mail from his pocket and handed it to Murphy. Murphy was 

quite taken aback by the name on the letter and he opened it. Suddenly something 

struck him: 

“Hey how do you know my name?” 

But all Murphy could do was jump in surprise for there was no one who stood there. 

Not a trace or a shadow. Where did he disappear so quickly? 

“Hey mailman! Are you there?” Murphy shouted to his dismay as there was no reply. He 

looked at the envelope quite confused. Inside was an invitation card. Murphy took out 

the black card with golden design over it. It was addressed to him. 

What the hell? How come it can be addressed to me? It must be someone else by my 

name but why did the mailman thought it was me? 

The card read: 

Please join us on this Party to have an unforgettable experience 

Date:23rd March 

Only the date was mentioned, which was still three days away, in the card but the time 

and venue were not written. Holy Shit! Is this some kind of a practical joke? 

Murphy thought the mailman was quite crazy and this was a hoax built by him. He 

thrusted the card in his breast pocket and then howled with agony which seared 

through his back. 

I am waiting Murphy. Don’t you want to have that fun we had… alone. In my room 

Murphy, I am waiting at the hotel. 

The seductive voice ran in Murphy’s mind and he felt wonderful sensations. 

The woman was pretty and young, dressed in a black cloth, which revealed her long bare 

arms. She had long eyelashes and big beautiful eyes and a really seductive smile. She 

waved a hand at Murphy who was in her room and Murphy felt aroused as she touched 

his chest.  She took out a knife and handed it to Murphy, who reached for the straps 

holding the cloth on her body… 
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And he was back, sweating terribly and feeling aroused though agony still ripped 

through him but now it focused on the mind. “That woman… the night?” 

What night? 

Murphy stood up from the road. He wondered what had got into him. What was the 

meaning of this dream? Was this a precognition and Murphy remembered the woman 

asking him to come to her room.  

Where is this room, he thought. 

However deep down his heart Murphy had an idea where it was and eventually he 

decided to get out of this town as quickly as possible. He had come to conclusion that 

something was deeply wrong with the town and it was getting on his mind. Murphy 

began to walk fast; he had no courage to run. He felt as if he was being watched and his 

actions being observed by some unknown power, the strange image which was as vivid 

as reality had deeply disturbed him. He turned a corner and jumped with happiness; in 

front of him stood the market. 

“Gosh! God knows how much I needed a drink,” He cried in happiness. 

Seems like I can help my self to anything in this town; the store’s are still open. 

Murphy ran towards the store, his thirst stinging him more than ever. He went inside a 

store and grabbed a water bottle, opened it and gulped down the water. 

“Ahhh,” said Murphy after slamming the empty bottle down on the counter.  

Trring…Crack… Tring… Crack 

Murphy turned around suddenly frightened at the sudden cracking of the radio, he 

moved towards it; lying on the far end of the shop. 

Murph... y….Crack….Ho…nnn…y…. Where are you sweet he…arrrrt? Don’t get late 

at…crack…nnnnnn…ight…crack… I need you… Murphy to make…it… special. I…crack… 

will….crack… be waiting…in…crackkkk…. Be…crack… for you 

“What the???” said Murphy in surprise. “Was that my name? Waiting for me? Who was 

that?” 
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Murphy was really confused by what was going on. The silence of the town, the meeting 

with postman, the strange vision and then this; the radio, were all disturbing and he 

wondered if there was some value to it. First there was a party, then a really pretty 

woman who had got Murphy lulled by her beauty and then this pleading voice; the lust 

could be felt even between the cracking of the radio. He stepped out of the shop 

keeping his pace fast, moving towards the entry gate. 

Departure Gate for me, thought Murphy. 

Murphy’s vision began to blind, the fog was already thick and then the storm started to 

blow. There were some thunders in the sky and Murphy began to run. He tried to 

remember where he would head for after getting out of the town; the attempts were 

futile though. The storm increased and stung his eyes, the cold started to get into his 

bones and he could feel water solidifying on his cheeks. He stumbled in front of a house 

and fell down. Just at that instant, the door opened, two murky black hands emerged 

from the darkness, grabbed Pendleton and the door closed away. 

“Leave me alone. Who are you?” 

He could feel hands running down his body exploring him. Voices filled his mind. Crazed 

voices in whispers but they hit his head like hammers. 

Sixty-nine, sixty-nine, sixty-nine… 

“Ah. Leave me. Shut up. Please Shut up you f….” 

69,69,69,69,69,69,69,69,69,69 

Murphy tried to get the hands off but could not. His hands had seized as if he was 

paralyzed. 

69,69,69,69,69,69,69,69,69… 

His struggle became feeble. 

69,69,69,69,69,69,69,69,69 

His vision darkened and as his mind fell into the deep dark pit of oblivion, he heard the 

last of the crazed voice. 
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69,69,69,69,69 

Wanna have a 69? 

The voice stopped with Murphy’s head shutting down with shock as a multitude of 

images showered his mind. 

 

He yawned as his eyes opened. The only dim light in the room came from the small slit 

of window which was left bare by the curtain. He looked around unable to recognize his 

room and blinked his eyes several times but nothing changed. He felt like being in a 

black and white film. Then he suddenly remembered what had happened to him and he 

sat up; the blanket covering his body fell down and he realized that he was naked. 

What the f…? Where are my clothes? Then he thought. Why did I fell unconscious? 

Murphy had a bucket of unanswered questions and most of them were so bizarre that 

he did not want them answered at all. He looked around the room to spot his cloths 

when he heard an odd “chin chin” sound. He stopped where he was and tried to listen. 

After a minute there was more chin chin. From the darkness, a foot emerged, elegant 

and white. It had a small bracelet tied to it which made the “chin chin” sound. A second 

foot emerged and with it an elegant body scantily clad in black emerged. The face on it 

was as beautiful as the body and the ebony hair, long and lustrous. The woman moved 

towards Murphy, who had fallen back on the bed without realizing. The woman walked 

towards him and pulled the whole blanket off from Murphy who did not feel any shame 

at the display for he had a strong and lean body. Murphy was stunned by the woman’s 

beauty but something about her eyes was deeply disturbing; they were dead cold. The 

woman sat on Murphy and leaned closer to his face slowly smiling, while Murphy got 

hard and then she opened her mouth and a shower of black a black liquid fell out from 

it. Murphy screamed at the unexpected surprise. 

Blood. Its blood.  

There was a cry full of rage and the woman tried to strangle Murphy, blood pouring 

from the mouth, who punched her hard on the face. The woman fell on the bed and 

began to wriggle in pain while he tried to get her off his body; the stench of the blood 

was getting in his nose. 
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He tried to run when a deep voice chuckled in the room and he froze. 

“Trying to escape Murphy Pendleton? Oh wait, you just wait for the party,” said the 

woman lying on the bed. 

  The woman rose, her skin blackening and she jumped on Murphy who stood still like a 

stone as the woman jumped on him. 

 

”Sir here is the record of the missing person?” 

Inspector Jack Martin picked it up and read out loud, “Murphy Pendleton… age 37… 

married to Celina Will till her death in 2007. Hmm… her wife was brutally murdered and 

he was one of the prime suspects… declared innocent and free of all charges.” 

Interesting.  

“Did you get anything Inspector?” said Detective Gray who could sense that something 

was going on in the Inspector’s mind. 

However the inspector did not reply. Instead he kept on reading in a low voice. 

“…Has been under care of Dr. Blake Leonardo since his case.” 

The Psychiatrist, he thought. 

”Very well, Detective, when was the person reported as missing.” 

“Yesterday Inspector; his secretary; He has not contacted him for three days after he 

departed for his family home situated in the heart of Mulberry Mountains. He should 

have contacted him the day before Yesterday immediately,” explained the detective. 

“I see. Detective send a search team towards the path he took and you should 

accompany it. I want immediate reports after you reach there. Is that understood?” 

“Yes sir,” replied the detective bowing his head. 

 

Murphy woke up in the same dark room and sat up checking his body. His clothes were 

on him and there was no stench (Except for the stench of sweat), no blood or any sign of 

the damage done to his body. He was wet with perspiration. 
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“At last you are awake. Gosh I had started to wonder you never would,” said an old 

cracked voice. “But it was obvious you would have to wake.” 

Murphy looked at his side and saw a black man sitting on a rocking chair, gazing at him. 

His hair was snow white and his face wrinkled with age. 

“What happened?” 

“You have been burning with fever for two and half days. Not a good time to have a 

stroll in the town, you know. You were lucky that you dropped by my doorstep.” 

“I have to leave. My secretary will be waiting for an answer,” said Murphy trying to get 

up but he couldn’t move much; his whole body was sore. 

The old man looked at him and Murphy noticed a strange devilish glint in his eyes, “I 

would advise you to rest, Murphy Pendleton. You cannot leave without our permission. 

Do not be late for the party!” 

“WHAT PARTY. WHO ARE YOU? LEAVE ME YOU F… CRAZED PHSCOPATHS,” screamed 

Murphy and than nearly crying in a pleading voice he said, “What have I done to harm 

you.” 

“The night is not far. The drug will wear off and then we will meet at the party,” said the 

black old man in a threatening voice. 

Murphy lay on bed crying in fear. He was disabled and in control of these terrible 

people. 

Are they some kind of cannibals who like to disable their prey with fear? 

Murphy kept thinking what was going on and he slept because he felt hungry and 

thirsty. 

He opened his eyes in darkness and tried to focus in his surroundings. The first thing he 

felt was the pain in his throat which was cracked with thirst and then he realized that 

everything was quiet; the storm had stopped. 

I have to escape; No matter what? 

Murphy tried to get up and realized that the numbness had lessened and he could 

move. He collapsed down from the bed and tried to get up, trying to avoid making any 
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loud sounds. He felt weak and deeply odd as he stood up. He stumbled out of the room 

groping the walls, trying to make out his way. The whole house was quiet. 

Either he is hiding, waiting to strike in the dark or he is sleeping or perhaps gone 

somewhere. Either way I have to try at least. Please God Please let him be out. 

He found the staircase and took steps carefully trying to avoid falling, his breath held, 

counting each step: one two three… 

A misstep and Murphy crashed down. He survived for the he had nearly made his way to 

the ground but the crash produced a lot of noise.  

Shit! I am in trouble now. Any minute now… 

But there was no sound of footsteps hurrying towards him. 

 Perhaps he is out of the house. 

He got up and looked around exploring the house and entered the kitchen. The kitchen 

was a squashed space on whose floor broken glass was scattered; the whole place was 

dusty as if no one had lived here for ears. There was a window on the roof which 

illuminated the kitchen; moonshine entered and fell on a table. On the table Murphy 

spotted a bottle gleaming and his eyes widened. 

Perhaps he drank too much of the booze. 

Murphy strode towards the bottle and took it in his hands, it was half full. 

Thank God, there is some left; God knows how my throat is itching. I should be careful 

though, this must be a strong stuff. 

Murphy gulped a sip down and felt the sip burning down his throat warming his body 

and he felt a rush of energy in him. His mind cleared a bit and he felt his thirst 

quenched. 

Wow this stuff is great. 

He took another sip and slowly gulped down the whole bottle. Now his head was 

spinning and he collapsed in a chair. His eyes found a door and he stumbled towards it 

and opened the door to find darkness staring at him with its mouth open wide and he 

fell into the basement. 
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Time… DHUM… It is time… Time…DHUM… for…DHUM… the…Party…DHUM 

And so the voices continued in a monotonous tone and Murphy opened his eyes to find 

himself in a room lit with numerous candles, held by many people all draped in robes. 

They were speaking the same mantra like zombies and Murphy found his head bent 

with shame as he saw that he was hung on a wall by ropes, his legs and hands stretched 

open and he was naked. This time he was sure this was no dream. 

He looked up and saw that in the center was a dark figure and what made him gasp was 

that at one corner of the room stood the woman from her vision staring at him and at 

the other was the woman from his dream; the one who had vomited blood. Their bodies 

were covered in a shadow and they began to smile at him maliciously. Murphy tried to 

break free but the ropes were strong. The dark figure in the center raised a hand and 

the mantra stopped. 

“Welcome Murphy Pendleton to Ravensville,” said a feminine voice loud and clear, “the 

court of nature.” With that the feminine figure took a step forward in the light and said, 

“Remember me Murphy darling.” 

Murphy stared at the woman wide eyed and then began to scream. “No… NO IT CAN’T 

BE. You CANNOT BE ALIVE. I SAW YOU DIE. I BURIED YOU MYSELF.” 

 The woman smiled and said, “Murphy, Murphy, Murphy. What are you babbling 

sweetheart. Don’t you want have some fun? All those nights you showed me sweet 

dreams and in the day you kept me locked away in the house. If I only knew where you 

went everyday.” 

“Forgive me. Celina! Please!” cried Murphy pleadingly. 

“Should I Murphy? After what you did? If I hadn’t met these wonderful people I would 

be still locked in a cell… perhaps under the Earth.” 

“I am sorry Celina. I know I was harsh with you. I just used you for pleasure and then 

abused you in the day. I know I betrayed you and I tried to kill you.” 

“Tried… Murphy you did kill me! I am resurrected now by my friends to punish you,” 

said Celina in rage and then in a much quieter voice she said, “…but you know I really 

had that fun at the night so I guess I won’t hurt you much.” 

“No please. Celina please leave me. I would not do it. I will control myself. I promise.” 
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“Don’t be a child Murphy. It will be fun. You always enjoyed it. I’ll make sure you won’t 

have to do it after today.” 

“But you must pay for the blood that I lost! Bring me the knife.” 

Murphy saw the black old man bring a tray towards the woman and she grabbed the 

knife; the old man backed away in the darkness. 

“Remove my robes and let the party BEGIN,” cried Celina. 

The two woman at the side of the halls moved towards her, their bodies still hidden by a 

strange black shadow and undressed her. 

Even when Murphy was going to be punished, he could not help lusting after Celina’s 

body which was slim and beautiful. What surprised him was that all marks of the abuse 

were gone. A new mantra began, this time in an unrecognizable language. Images began 

to swirl in Murphy’s mind. He was a terrible man; a fool who beat his pure and good 

wife. A man who tried to kill his wife in the most terrible way imagined. He remembered 

the monotonous pounding voice of sixty-nine and he was filled with shame; after all he 

had killed his wife in the cleverest and most awful way ever imagined. 

Celina approached Murphy and created a deep cut on both of his palms while Murphy 

winced. He had fallen quite as he knew that pleading would not work. Then his wife 

looked at him and smiled seductively and in the pain he felt aroused. 

What is she trying to do? 

 She touched his body and traced it down, opening her mouth wide open. Murphy saw 

long sharp teeth lining her jaws like a carnivore and realization hit him, before pain 

could arrive, he started to scream. 

NO, NO, NO, NO CELINA PLEASE NO. ANYTHING BUT NOT THAT AAAAARRRRRRGH… 

 The sharp teeth sank into the genitals and it was cruelly torn away from the body. 

Celina spitted it away while terrible cries of Murphy rang in the hall; cries of agony 

which soothed the fire which burned inside Celina. She was at peace now that the tool 

used to kill her had been removed. 
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“Ah Dr. Blake. Pleased to meet you,” said Inspector Martin. 

“Same here Inspector, how can I help you?” replied the Doctor. 

“I need some information about one of your patients, Murphy Pendleton.” 

“Ah Mr. Pendleton. Interesting case but we are working on it. He got admitted last year. 

Has Murphy done something wrong?” asked Dr. Blake suddenly. 

“I am afraid he went missing during a recent journey towards his family home in 

Mulberry Mountains,” explained the Inspector, “I want to know if there is something 

seriously wrong with him.” 

“Ah yes it was due to the decision of court that he came to visit me. A very interesting 

case and a very bizarre murder of his wife about which he suffers from senile dementia. 

He has been trying to block the memory.” 

“Can you tell me about this case in detail?” 

“Yes. Murphy was a sex addict; before marriage according to him, he would go out every 

night with prostitutes. After his parents forced him into marriage, he became rebellious 

and abusive towards his wife. Marks of beating and other abuse were discovered from 

his wife’s body during post mortem. He had to be one of the prime suspects in the 

murder.” 

“How was his wife murdered? I cannot find that particular detail anywhere,” said 

Inspector Martin very curiously. 

“Ah she was poisoned but along with that, her mouth had traces of semen which 

matched Murphy’s DNA. What makes me believe that Murphy did murder his wife? Do 

you know Inspector,” said Dr. Blake gravely. 

“No Doctor,” 

“The answer lies in his fear of the number sixty-nine!” said Dr. Blake 

Realization lit Inspector Martin’s face and he gasped; at the same time his bell rang. He 

picked up his cell phone. 

“Hello. Detective Gray! What news?” 
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“Sir, I have found the missing’s car. There are no sign’s of any struggle but the car needs 

to be fixed, some internal problem.” 

“Is there no place Murphy could have gone?” 

“I am afraid, the nearest town is hundred miles away. There used to be a town just a 

few kilometers away but it was destroyed by flooding a long time ago. Its name was 

Ravensville,” replied the Detective, 

“Very well, continue the search and be careful, the subject may be dangerous,” said 

Inspector and closed his cell. He got up and left Dr. Blake’s office feeling a strange 

feeling; a sickening feeling which he had got from Murphy’s story. From time to time 

this feeling came as he could not believe how people could be so cruel. He believed they 

were fools who had forgotten that one day they will be judged. Far away in the town of 

Ravensville, Murphy Pendleton screams faded as he passed finally into oblivion.  

 

#####################THE END##################### 
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