
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Shadow

Before Midnight

One Mission

One Lie

One Fatal Choice.





Loyalty is Tested. 

Trust is Shattered. 

Fate is Set in Motion.










Mike V. Piana

INTRODUCTION

The Midnight Guest – Origins

Before the shadows of The Midnight Guest crept across a fractured world... before Sarah stood against the unseen forces that threatened to consume everything... there was a war that set it all in motion.

The council ruled with an iron grip, silencing those who dared to defy them. The resistance was nothing more than a whisper in the dark—until a spark ignited the flames of rebellion. This is the story of how it all began. The betrayals, the sacrifices, the battle for survival. And the origins of a name that would one day shake the world.

But some shadows never truly fade...

Before the Midnight Guest arrived, the war had already begun. 

Discover the fight that started it all.
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CHAPTER 1: Beneath the Mask
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Mara Greene stood at the edge of the platform, the hum of the magnetic rail vibrating beneath her feet. Above her, towering digital screens cast a cold blue light over the sprawling city below, each one flashing the same message:

“Order. Progress. Unity.”

The Council’s slogan was everywhere—on the streets, in the media, in the eyes of the people. It had become more than just a mantra; it was doctrine, embedded into every facet of life. To Mara, it had once symbolized stability in a fractured world. Now, standing beneath the ever-present propaganda, she wasn’t so sure.

“Operative Greene,” a voice crackled in her earpiece, snapping her out of her thoughts. It was the clipped, no-nonsense tone of her handler, Captain Dren. “Are you in position?”

“Yes, sir. Overwatch is secure,” Mara responded, her voice steady, masking the unease that had been growing inside her for weeks.

From her vantage point, she observed the city’s central district. Citizens moved in orderly lines, their faces illuminated by the soft glow of their wrist-bound ID bands. Above them, drones patrolled the skies in synchronized patterns, scanning for any sign of dissent. This was life under the Council—efficient, controlled, unyielding.

Mara adjusted the visor on her helmet, its interface highlighting potential threats in the crowd below. Tonight’s mission was supposed to be simple: observe a suspected dissident gathering and report any signs of insurrection. She had carried out similar assignments dozens of times before without hesitation.

But something about this one felt different.

“Target is approaching the west quadrant,” Dren continued. “Your orders are clear. Identify, report, and await further instruction. Do not engage unless explicitly ordered.”

“Understood,” Mara replied, though the words felt hollow.

She scanned the west quadrant and spotted the target—Jace Calloway, a well-known engineer who had once worked closely with the Council’s technological division. According to intelligence, he had gone rogue six months ago, allegedly smuggling classified data out of one of the Council’s research facilities. Since then, he had been living off the grid, surfacing only to rally small groups of dissenters.

Jace didn’t look like a dangerous man. He wore a plain coat and moved through the crowd with practiced ease, his face calm, unreadable. But Mara knew better than to trust appearances. The Council had painted him as a dangerous agitator, someone who could undermine the fragile stability they had fought to maintain.

“Stay on him,” Dren ordered.

Mara descended from the platform, blending into the crowd as she followed Jace at a distance. Her mind raced with conflicting thoughts. She had always believed in the Council’s mission—to bring order to a fractured world. But recent events had begun to chip away at that belief. She had seen things—raids on peaceful communities, people disappearing without explanation—that didn’t align with the ideals she had once held dear.

Jace slipped into a narrow alleyway. Mara followed, her hand resting lightly on the weapon at her side. The alley was dimly lit, the only sound the soft hum of distant drones.

“Target has entered a restricted zone,” she reported.

“Hold position. Reinforcements are en route,” Dren replied.

Mara’s grip tightened on her weapon. Something felt off. Why would Jace risk entering a known surveillance zone? He was too smart for that—too careful.

Before she could dwell on the thought, a faint click echoed behind her. Instinct kicked in, and she spun around, weapon drawn. Standing a few feet away was Jace, his hands raised in a gesture of surrender, but his eyes were sharp, calculating.

“Easy,” he said quietly. “I’m not here to fight.”

“Then why are you here?” Mara asked, her voice steady but tense.

“To talk,” Jace replied. “I know what you’ve been seeing. I know you’re starting to question things. The Council isn’t what you think it is, Mara. They never were.”

Mara’s heart pounded, but she kept her weapon trained on him. “You don’t know anything about me.”

“I know enough,” Jace said, taking a cautious step forward. “You’re not like the others. You still believe in something real. That’s why you’re conflicted. You want to protect people, not control them.”

“Stand down, or I will engage,” Mara warned, her finger tightening on the trigger.
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