
Chasing Midnight

When one night changes everything



––––––––

Ella Bennett


Table of Contents

Title Page

Chasing Midnight

Thank you so much for reading Chasing Midnight!

Chapters

Unexpected Encounter
Wine and Whispers
The Quiet Mechanic
Broken Routines
Midnight Confessions
Dancing in the Rain
Walls Start to Crack
Ghosts of the Past
A Weekend Away
Secrets Unveiled
Between Two Hearts
The Last Sunrise
When Time Stands Still
Taking the Leap
A New Beginning

Chapter 1: Unexpected Encounter
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The coastal town was quiet, the kind of quiet that settles deep into your bones. Ivy Morgan adjusted the strap of her leather satchel, glancing around the café as if the hum of early morning chatter might somehow offer a clue to her next move. She wasn’t from here — not really. She was a passing storm, a mystery wrapped in worn boots and faded denim, chasing a dream that had more to do with escape than arrival.

She settled into a corner table, eyes flickering to the doorway every few seconds. The salty breeze teased strands of her dark hair across her face, but Ivy didn’t mind. She was waiting. Not for someone specific, but for the moment everything might change. Or maybe she was just chasing midnight, hoping the night would hold the answers the daylight refused to give.

Jake Lawson wiped his hands on a grease-stained rag, his gaze drifting from the engine he’d been working on to the cracked window overlooking Main Street. It was a familiar view — the little town’s heart beating in slow, steady rhythm. He liked the quiet, the predictability. The way things stayed put even when he felt like his own world was anything but.

A single dad to a lively seven-year-old and a local mechanic, Jake’s life was a delicate balancing act. Bedtime stories, oil stains on his hands, the ghost of a past he hadn’t quite buried yet. His wife had been gone for two years, but the silence she left behind still echoed in every corner of their small home.

The café door swung open, and Ivy stepped inside like she owned the place — or at least was daring enough to pretend she did. Her boots clacked softly against the tiled floor as she scanned the room before settling her eyes on the barista.

Jake wasn’t paying attention, his mind caught in the machinery of his daily grind until fate decided to crash headfirst into his ordered world.

“I’m so sorry!” Ivy’s voice broke through the quiet, breathless and sharp as she stumbled forward, knocking into his table with a clatter that spilled wine across his newspaper and onto his jeans.

Jake looked up, startled, eyes locking onto hers — a storm of green and something darker beneath. “Hey, it’s okay,” he said, reaching instinctively to grab napkins.

“No, no, this is all my fault,” Ivy said, cheeks flushing as she crouched to help. “I didn’t see you there.”

For a moment, the chaos was electric. The scent of spilled red wine mingled with the faint trace of Ivy’s perfume, something wild and unpredictable.

Jake glanced at his jeans, grimacing. “Well, I guess this calls for a new pair.”

Ivy laughed — a genuine, breathy sound — and the tension between them shifted. “Maybe. But I can make it up to you. Dinner? Tonight?”

Jake hesitated. His life wasn’t built for sudden detours. But something about Ivy’s reckless charm pulled at a part of him he thought long dead.

“I’m Jake,” he said, offering a hand.

“Ivy,” she replied, shaking it firmly, her eyes gleaming with a spark that promised trouble — and maybe something more.

As Ivy took the seat across from him, the hum of the café seemed to fade away, replaced by the unspoken possibility hanging between them. Two strangers, thrown together by chance and spilled wine, starting a story neither expected but both might just need.

Outside, the sky was turning a deep indigo — the kind of night where anything could happen.

Chapter 2: Wine and Whispers
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The sun had dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in streaks of orange and purple, when Ivy found herself sitting across from Jake at the little bistro near the harbor. The scent of saltwater and fresh bread mingled with the warmth of candlelight flickering between them. The spilled wine earlier had turned into laughter and lingering glances, and now, with glasses refilled, the night promised something neither of them had expected.

Jake watched Ivy as she stirred her glass absentmindedly, her fingers tracing the rim with an ease that made his chest tighten. She was like a puzzle with half the pieces missing — beautiful and fierce, yet hiding something beneath that fearless exterior.

“So, what brings a woman like you to a town like this?” Jake asked, his voice low but curious.

Ivy hesitated, then smiled, a shadow crossing her eyes. “Chasing dreams. Or maybe running from them. Depends on the day.”

Jake nodded, understanding more than he wanted to admit. He had his own ghosts — memories of laughter and promises now shattered. “I get that. Sometimes you just need to get away, even if only for a little while.”

The words hung between them, heavy and true.

Ivy’s gaze dropped to her glass. “You ever feel like your past is a shadow that follows you everywhere? No matter how fast you run, it’s always there.”

Jake’s fingers tightened around his glass. “Yeah. I lost my wife two years ago. Some days it feels like she’s right here, and others like she was never real.”

Silence fell, filled only by the distant crash of waves and the soft murmur of other diners. Ivy looked up, meeting his eyes with unexpected softness.

“I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “That must be hard.”

Jake shrugged, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Life’s messy. But sometimes it throws you a chance at something new. Maybe that’s why you’re here. Maybe it’s not just a week.”

Ivy laughed, a sound like wind chimes in a breeze. “Maybe.”

They talked then — about dreams, regrets, the kind of hopes you only share when the world feels safe enough to listen. Ivy told him about her love for photography, the road trips she’d taken chasing the perfect shot, the fleeting connections she made along the way.

Jake shared stories of his daughter, Lily — how she insisted on helping in the garage, how she had his stubborn streak but a heart twice as big.

As the night deepened, the distance between them shrank. The barriers Jake had spent years building started to crack, piece by piece, under Ivy’s fearless light.

When the waiter brought the check, Ivy reached across the table, her hand brushing Jake’s. The touch was electric, grounding.

“Stay a little longer,” she whispered, eyes gleaming with a challenge.

Jake hesitated but nodded. “I think I will.”

Outside, the coastal town settled into midnight’s embrace, and two hearts, both wary and hopeful, beat a little faster in the quiet magic of a night that promised anything.

Chapter 3: The Quiet Mechanic
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Jake Lawson’s garage was a sanctuary of sorts — the smell of motor oil, the steady hum of engines, and the predictable rhythm of tools against metal. It was a place where everything made sense, where problems had solutions and nothing was left unresolved. Unlike the chaos of his heart, this was order.

He wiped sweat from his brow and glanced toward the front window, where the late afternoon sun threw golden light across the workbenches. The bell above the door jingled softly, and Jake looked up to see Ivy standing there, boots dusty from the beach, eyes sparkling with a wild kind of energy.

“Hey,” she said, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Thought I’d find you here.”

Jake managed a tired smile. “Yeah, this is my second home. What are you doing here?”

Ivy stepped inside, the air shifting between them. “I wanted to see where the quiet magic happens. You told me stories about this place last night, and I couldn’t help but be curious.”

Jake chuckled, gesturing toward a battered toolbox. “It’s not magic, just hard work and a lot of grease.”

She grinned, walking over to inspect an engine on the hoist. “Looks like magic to me. You fix broken things.”

“That’s one way to put it,” Jake said, leaning against the workbench. “Helps me fix parts of myself too.”

Ivy’s eyes softened, sensing the weight behind his words. “I get that. Sometimes we all need a place to rebuild.”

For a few minutes, they worked side by side — Ivy handing tools, asking questions about engines, and laughing at Jake’s jokes. It was a rare moment of normalcy, a brief respite from the chaos swirling around both their lives.

But the quiet was fragile.

A sudden knock at the garage door startled them. Jake’s face darkened as he recognized the visitor.

“Hey, Jake,” came a familiar voice — calm but firm.

Jake’s jaw tightened. “What do you want, Mark?”

Mark, an old friend and local police officer, stepped inside, glancing at Ivy before turning back to Jake. “Got a call about a disturbance down at the docks. Thought you might know something.”

Jake shook his head. “I’ve been here all day.”

Mark’s gaze lingered on Ivy. “And you?”

Ivy met his stare without flinching. “Just visiting.”

Mark’s suspicion was palpable, but he said nothing more and left with a nod.

Jake closed the door, the tension thick in the air. “Sorry about that.”

Ivy shrugged, her fearless spirit undimmed. “You’ve got ghosts here too.”

Jake sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Yeah. They don’t always stay in the past.”

As the sun dipped below the horizon, the garage filled with shadows, and Jake realized that Ivy’s presence was stirring more than just engines. It was stirring memories, hopes, and fears he thought long buried.

And maybe, just maybe, it was the start of something worth fixing.

Chapter 4: Broken Routines
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Jake Lawson’s mornings usually began the same way — the shrill buzz of his alarm pulling him from sleep just before dawn, a quick shower to shake off the night’s weariness, and then straight to the kitchen where Lily’s sleepy smile was the only thing that made the early hours bearable. His day was a carefully mapped routine: work in the garage, school pickup, dinner, bedtime stories, and finally a few hours of quiet solitude before the cycle started again.

But this week, Ivy Morgan had slipped into his life like a gust of wild wind, toppling his plans and scattering everything in its unpredictable path.

The sun was just breaking over the horizon when Jake’s phone buzzed on the bedside table. He reached over groggily, expecting a work message or a reminder about Lily’s soccer practice. Instead, a text from Ivy blinked on the screen:

“Meet me at the pier. I found something you need to see.”

Jake frowned, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. What could Ivy possibly have found at the pier this early? He checked the clock — 6:15 a.m. It was early, even by Ivy’s standards.

He sighed and texted back: “On my way.”

Pulling on a jacket over his work shirt, Jake slipped out the door, the cold morning air sharp against his skin. The coastal town was still quiet, the kind of silence that made every footstep echo like a secret.

At the pier, Ivy was waiting, her silhouette framed by the soft glow of the rising sun. She looked like she belonged to the sea — wild, untamed, and impossible to ignore.

“Morning,” she said with a grin. “Thanks for coming.”

Jake nodded, studying her. “What’s so urgent?”

Ivy gestured toward the water where a small, battered rowboat bobbed against the dock, its paint chipped and weathered. “Found this last night while I was out exploring. Thought it looked abandoned, but then I saw something inside.”

Curiosity piqued, Jake
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