
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Midnight Guest

One Choice

One Future


One Last Stand.



Bound by Mystery.

Torn by Fate. 


Driven by Hope.
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Introduction

Snow does not fall quietly in this world. It screams, it blinds, it buries. It is both shield and shroud, hiding the footprints of the hunted while covering the graves of the fallen. Out here, survival is not a triumph but a sentence—cold, endless, and without appeal.

Sarah Veyrin knows this better than anyone. Once a fighter for a rebellion that burned bright and died young, she now lives as a ghost in the wilderness, her only companions the memories of those she could not save. Her cabin is her fortress, her prison, and her sanctuary. Every board creaks with suspicion, every shadow whispers of betrayal. She has made peace with the silence—until the silence is broken by a knock at the door.

That single moment—the storm outside, the stranger within—sets everything in motion. The arrival of Alex Beckett is no accident. It is a signal. A reminder that Sarah’s exile was never safe, never permanent. That the Overseer—an unseen hand, half-machine, half-myth—has not forgotten her. The Overseer does not forgive anomalies. It calculates. It corrects. It erases. And Sarah is the equation it cannot balance.

This story is not about easy victories. It is about what happens when running is no longer enough. About the thin line between trust and betrayal, survival and surrender, past and future. Every ally carries a shadow. Every choice has teeth. The Overseer’s reach is vast, but so too is Sarah’s will to endure—and sometimes, the smallest act of defiance can shake the mightiest empire.

The Midnight Guest you are about to meet is not just a man at a door. It is the weight of memory, the price of resistance, and the truth that nothing stays buried forever. Step carefully, reader. The storm has already begun, and the Overseer is always watching.
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Chapter 1: Shadows of the Past
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The wind howled through the barren streets of what was once a thriving metropolis. Now, it was a ghost town, its ruins echoing the rebellion that had torn it apart. Sarah Veyrin pulled her coat tighter against the biting cold as she made her way through the snow-covered woods. Her cabin, perched on the edge of the desolate wilderness, was her sanctuary—a place where she could remain unseen, unknown, and unbothered.

Life in isolation was lonely, but loneliness was better than betrayal. She’d learned that the hard way. Her hands, calloused from years of survival, gripped a small bundle of firewood as she pushed open the creaking door. Inside, the warmth of the fire welcomed her, casting shadows that danced on the wooden walls.

The rebellion had been everything to Sarah. She’d fought for freedom, risking her life for the hope of a better tomorrow. But the council had crushed that hope, scattering the remaining rebels and tightening their grip on the city. Now, she was just another fugitive, living one day at a time.

Sarah dropped the firewood by the hearth and knelt to stoke the flames. Her mind drifted to the past—to the friends she’d lost, the dreams she’d once had. Those memories were a cruel reminder of the world she’d failed to save. But as much as they haunted her, they also fueled her resolve. She wasn’t done fighting. Not yet.

Her cabin was a humble structure, its walls lined with shelves of canned goods, tools, and weapons she had scavenged over the years. A map of the city and surrounding areas hung on the wall, marked with red circles and Xs—her careful record of places to avoid and resources to exploit. Every item in the cabin had a purpose, and every decision she made was calculated to keep her alive. The solitude gave her time to think, though it also allowed the ghosts of her past to creep in during quiet moments.

The snowstorm hit harder as the evening deepened, and the wind’s mournful wail grew louder. Sarah glanced at the clock on the mantle. It was late, too late for visitors. Yet, a faint knock at the door shattered the silence.

Her heart raced. No one knew about this place, and she intended to keep it that way. Grabbing the knife she kept tucked under the table, she moved cautiously toward the door. The knock came again, louder this time.

“Who’s there?” she called, her voice firm but edged with unease.

“Please,” a man’s voice replied, muffled by the storm. “I need shelter. The storm... it’s too much.”

Sarah hesitated. Trust was a luxury she couldn’t afford, but leaving someone to die in the storm? That wasn’t who she was. She opened the door just enough to see a man standing there, shivering and cloaked in snow. His piercing blue eyes met hers, filled with desperation.

“I’m not here to hurt you,” he said quickly, raising his hands in surrender. “I swear. Just let me wait out the storm, and I’ll leave.”

Sarah studied him for a moment. He didn’t look like a council soldier, but appearances could be deceiving. Still, leaving him out there felt wrong.

“Fine,” she said, stepping aside. “But try anything, and you’ll regret it.”

He nodded, stepping inside and shaking off the snow. As the warmth of the fire enveloped him, he gave her a small, grateful smile. “Thank you. My name’s Alex. Alex Beckett.”

Sarah didn’t reply, her eyes never leaving him as he settled near the fire. She’d let him in, but trust? That was a different matter entirely. As the storm raged outside, Sarah couldn’t shake the feeling that Alex Beckett’s arrival was no coincidence—and that her quiet, solitary life was about to change forever.

As Alex warmed himself by the fire, Sarah took the opportunity to observe him more closely. His clothes were rugged and practical, suited for someone used to roughing it in the wilderness. A faint scar ran down his left cheek, and his hands bore the telltale marks of someone accustomed to manual labor. Yet, there was something in his posture, a tension that suggested he was no ordinary traveler.

“You’re not from around here,” Sarah said, her tone more statement than question.

Alex looked up, his expression guarded. “No. I’ve been moving from place to place, trying to stay ahead of... well, you know how it is.”

Sarah narrowed her eyes. “Who sent you?”

“No one,” he replied quickly. “I swear, I’m just trying to survive, same as you.”

The storm outside intensified, the wind howling like a wounded animal. Sarah’s grip on her knife tightened. She wanted to believe him, but her instincts screamed caution.

“If you’re lying,” she said, her voice cold as the storm, “it’ll be the last mistake you ever make.”

Alex met her gaze, his blue eyes steady. “I’m not lying. You have my word.”

For now, it would have to be enough. But as Sarah sat across from him, her knife still within reach, she couldn’t shake the feeling that Alex Beckett was hiding something—and that whatever it was, it would change everything.

The minutes stretched into hours as the storm showed no signs of letting up. Sarah watched Alex with unwavering vigilance. He seemed calm now, though his earlier desperation lingered in his eyes.

“Why are you out here?” Sarah finally asked, breaking the tense silence.

Alex hesitated, his gaze flickering to the fire. “I could ask you the same thing,” he said cautiously.

Sarah’s jaw tightened. “I have my reasons.”

“So do I,” Alex said quietly. “Let’s leave it at that for now.”

The exchange only deepened Sarah’s mistrust, but she let it go. The storm outside was too fierce, and for now, they were both prisoners of the weather. But Sarah couldn’t escape the feeling that her past—the shadows she had worked so hard to outrun—had finally caught up with her.

As the fire crackled and the wind roared, Sarah’s mind wandered to the rebellion. She thought of the faces she’d once known, the comrades who had stood by her side. She could still hear their laughter during stolen moments of peace, see their determined faces in the heat of battle. Now, most of them were gone, their names etched into her memory like a list of debts she could never repay.

“You’ve been in a fight,” Alex said, breaking her reverie.

Sarah looked up sharply. “What makes you say that?”

He gestured subtly at the scars visible on her hands and neck. “Those aren’t from living a quiet life in the woods.”

She didn’t respond, her lips pressing into a thin line. The less he knew, the better. Trusting the wrong person had cost her too much already.

“Fair enough,” Alex said after a moment. “I’m not here to pry. Just trying to make conversation.”

Sarah didn’t relax, but she allowed the silence to settle again. The storm wouldn’t last forever, but the questions Alex’s arrival raised—and the memories it stirred—would linger far longer.
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Chapter 2: Into the Night
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The icy wind howled through the trees, biting through Sarah’s jacket as she stumbled through the snow-covered forest. Each step was a struggle, her boots sinking into the drifts, her breath coming in ragged gasps. The storm may have eased, but the cold had only grown fiercer, cutting through her layers and chilling her to the bone.

She didn’t dare look back. The image of the stranger with the gun and Alex’s terrified expression was burned into her mind. Who was that man? Why had Alex warned her to run? And, more importantly, could she even trust Alex at all? He had seemed harmless at first—a stranded traveler in need of help. But now? Now, everything felt like a trap, every choice a potential mistake.

Her instincts told her to keep moving, to put as much distance as possible between herself and the cabin. But a nagging doubt gnawed at her—was she running from danger or toward something worse?

Branches clawed at her arms as she pressed forward, each crackle of snow underfoot echoing loudly in the stillness of the night. Every sound made her flinch, her senses on high alert. Shadows seemed to shift in her peripheral vision, and the forest felt alive, watching her. She could feel her pulse pounding in her ears, a constant reminder of how vulnerable she was out here.

After what felt like an eternity, Sarah finally paused, leaning against the trunk of a large pine tree. She took a moment to catch her breath, glancing around the dark forest. There was no sign of anyone following her, but the tension in her chest didn’t ease.

Think, Sarah. Think.

She couldn’t stay out here forever. The cold would claim her long before morning if she didn’t find shelter. But where could she go? The nearest town was too far to reach on foot, especially in these conditions. Going back to the cabin was out of the question—not with the stranger lurking there.
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