

    
        
          The Midnight Passenger

        

        
        
          Eliis Vance

        

        
          Published by Eliis Vance, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MIDNIGHT PASSENGER

    

    
      First edition. May 27, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Eliis Vance.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235047853

    

    
    
      Written by Eliis Vance.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

CHAPTER THIRTY

EPILOGUE

Further Reading: She Never Left the House

Also By Eliis Vance

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PROLOGUE
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Twelve Years Earlier

The snow fell so heavily over the mountains that night it erased the world.

Road signs disappeared beneath white drifts. Pine forests became black shadows against the storm. The freezing wind screamed across the cliffs like something alive, something angry.

And somewhere deep inside that wilderness, a bus burned.

The fire crackled violently against the darkness, orange flames clawing upward into the storm while smoke curled into the black sky. The twisted metal shell lay overturned at the edge of a ravine, one side hanging dangerously over a hundred-foot drop.

Inside, people were still screaming.

A small boy crawled through shattered glass and blood.

His hands shook violently against the ice-covered ground. Snow melted against his burned skin. His lungs filled with smoke every time he tried to breathe.

Behind him, someone cried for help.

A woman.

His mother.

“Mateo...” she whispered weakly from inside the wreckage.

The boy turned instantly.

He could barely see her through the flames.

Her arm was trapped beneath collapsed metal. Blood covered her face. One eye swollen shut. The fire moved closer around her seat.

“Mom...” he cried.

He tried to climb back inside.

Heat exploded against his skin.

The boy screamed as burning plastic dripped onto his arm. Still he crawled forward, sobbing, desperate to reach her.

Then another sound cut through the storm.

Footsteps.

Several men emerged from the darkness wearing black winter coats and carrying rifles.

The boy froze.

One of the men approached the burning bus calmly, almost casually, as if he had seen this before.

The child stared at him through tears.

The stranger looked expensive. Clean boots. Leather gloves. Silver watch glinting beneath firelight.

Not a rescuer.

The man studied the wreckage with cold eyes.

Then he spoke quietly into a radio.

“No survivors,” he said.

The boy’s mother heard him.

Fear suddenly replaced the pain in her eyes.

“You promised...” she whispered weakly.

The man looked directly at her.

And smiled.

The boy didn’t understand.

Not yet.

But he would remember that smile for the rest of his life.

One of the armed men noticed movement near the snowbank.

“The child—”

Gunfire erupted instantly.

The boy threw himself behind a fallen tree as bullets ripped through the snow around him.

His ears rang violently.

His mother screamed his name one final time—

Then the bus exploded.

The blast knocked the child unconscious.

And beneath the endless snowfall of the mountains, twelve innocent people vanished from history.

Official reports would later call it: A tragic winter accident.

No investigation. No survivors. No witnesses.

But someone survived.

And for twelve years, that survivor waited.
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The Black Train

The train moved through the frozen night like a blade cutting through silk.

Beyond the windows, Eastern Europe disappeared beneath storms of white snow and endless forests swallowed by darkness. Small villages flickered in the distance for only seconds before vanishing again into the night, their lonely lights trembling against the cold.

Inside the train, however, luxury insulated the passengers from reality.

Warm amber chandeliers glowed softly above polished mahogany walls. Crystal glasses shimmered beneath golden light. Expensive perfume mixed with the scent of aged whiskey, roasted meat, and fresh coffee drifting from the dining carriage.

The wealthy laughed too loudly.

The powerful smiled too carefully.

And almost everyone onboard was pretending to be someone else.

Inspector Sofia Levin noticed these things immediately.

She sat alone near the rear carriage, partially hidden in the corner beside the frost-covered window. A dark wool coat concealed her slim figure while an untouched glass of red wine rested beside her hand.

She hadn’t touched alcohol in three years.

Not since Warsaw.

Not since the little girl in Apartment 6B.

Sofia looked down at the paperback novel resting in her lap. She had been staring at the same page for nearly forty minutes without reading a single sentence.

Her mind never stopped working anymore.

Every face became a calculation. Every movement became suspicion. Every silence carried danger.

The old instincts had ruined her life long before they saved it.

The train swayed gently beneath her as it crossed another frozen bridge. Somewhere farther ahead, soft piano music drifted through the dining car.

Beautiful.

Elegant.

False.

Sofia studied the passengers through the reflection in the window instead of looking directly at them.

A silver-haired businessman pretending not to watch a young woman near the bar.

A married politician traveling without his wedding ring.

Two men in tailored suits speaking quietly in Serbian while pretending to discuss football.

And three bodyguards scattered across separate carriages pretending not to know each other.

Sofia noticed everything.

That was the problem.

A waiter approached her table carefully.

“Another coffee, Miss Volkov?”

The fake name still felt strange in her ears.

Sofia looked up slowly.

The waiter offered a nervous smile. Young. Romanian accent. Tired eyes. His hands shook slightly from exhaustion.

Not fear.

Exhaustion.

She noticed the wedding ring immediately.

Cheap silver.

Scratched badly.

A man working too many hours for someone he loved.

Sofia softened slightly.

“Yes,” she said quietly. “Thank you.”

The waiter poured the coffee carefully.

“You are traveling to Belgrade?” he asked politely.

“Maybe.”

He smiled awkwardly at the vague answer.

“Long trip to travel alone.”

Sofia almost laughed at that.

If only he knew.

Alone was the only safe way to travel now.

Three months earlier, Sofia Levin had been one of Europe’s most respected homicide investigators. Governments requested her personally. News stations called her “the woman who could see through lies.”

Then she exposed corruption inside her own agency.

Politicians fell. Officers disappeared. Millions vanished from hidden accounts.

And suddenly the people beside her became more dangerous than the criminals she hunted.

The first assassination attempt came outside her apartment in Prague.

The second happened inside a police station.

After that, Sofia disappeared.

Officially dead to some. Wanted by others. Forgotten by most.

Exactly how survival worked.

The waiter placed the coffee gently on the table.

“For the cold,” he said kindly.

Sofia nodded once.

Then the train entered a tunnel.

Darkness swallowed the windows instantly.

For several seconds, the glass transformed into a mirror.

Reflections floated across the black surface.

Passengers. Lights. Moving shadows.

And then—

Him.

A tall man standing motionless at the far end of the carriage.

Watching her.

Sofia froze.

Something about him felt wrong immediately.

Not the expensive black coat. Not the scar near his chin. Not even the emotionless stare.

It was the stillness.

Most people moved unconsciously. Small shifts. Breathing. Fidgeting.

This man stood perfectly still.

Like a statue waiting to wake up.

Sofia slowly turned her head toward the corridor—

The tunnel ended.

Light flooded the train again.

The reflection vanished.

The corridor stood empty.

No man.

No movement.

Nothing.

But Sofia’s pulse had already changed.

Her instincts rarely lied.

The waiter noticed her expression.

“Miss?”

Sofia looked back toward him.

“Did you see someone standing there?”

He glanced toward the corridor.

“No.”

Too fast.

Too automatic.

A lie?

Or fear?

Before Sofia could study him further, laughter erupted from another table nearby.

A wealthy couple toasted champagne while a violinist played softly near the bar. The atmosphere returned instantly to artificial elegance, but Sofia no longer trusted the calm around her.

Something felt off.

Like pressure building before an explosion.

She reached slowly inside her coat and touched the small pistol hidden beneath the fabric.

Still there.

Still loaded.

Still necessary.

Her fingers lingered briefly against the weapon before pulling away.

God, she hated who she had become.

There was a time when Sofia believed justice mattered.

Before she saw good officers bury evidence. Before powerful men erased victims with money. Before she learned that truth was often just another product sold to the highest bidder.

Now survival mattered more.

And survival required paranoia.

The train curved sharply through the mountains.

Snow hammered the windows harder now.

Somewhere far below the cliffs, black forests stretched endlessly beneath the storm.

Beautiful country for dying.

Sofia lifted the coffee cup slowly.

Then she heard it.

A scream.

Not laughter. Not surprise.

Terror.

The sound ripped violently through the train.

Passengers turned instantly.

The violinist stopped mid-note.

A wine glass shattered somewhere near the bar.

Then another scream came.

Closer.

A woman screaming so hard her voice cracked.

Sofia was already moving.

Training took over before thought could catch up.

She shoved through the dining carriage fast while passengers stumbled aside in confusion. Fear spread instantly through the train like fire through dry grass.

“What happened?”

“Is someone hurt?”

“Oh my God—”

Another scream erupted ahead.

Carriage Seven.

Sofia pushed through the connecting doors hard enough to slam them against the walls.

A crowd had already formed outside one luxury suite.

A woman stood barefoot in the corridor sobbing hysterically, mascara running down her face.

“There’s blood—” she gasped. “There’s so much blood—”

Sofia moved past her immediately.

And stopped.

The world narrowed.

The victim lay sprawled across the suite floor beside the bed.

Male. Mid-fifties. Expensive white dinner jacket now soaked crimson.

His throat had been cut almost ear to ear.

Blood covered the carpet, the walls, even the ceiling in violent sprays.

But it wasn’t the body that disturbed Sofia most.

It was the message.

Written across the frozen train window in blood:

ALL OF YOU REMEMBER

A chill crawled slowly down Sofia’s spine.

Not random.

Not impulsive.

Personal.

Very personal.

Behind her, passengers whispered in horror.

Someone began praying softly.

Then the lights died.

Complete darkness swallowed the train.

Women screamed instantly.

The train lurched violently beneath them as emergency alarms began flashing red through the corridors.

A child somewhere farther ahead started crying.

Then came the mechanical voice overhead.

“Emergency lockdown initiated.”

Metal doors slammed automatically between several carriages.

Passengers panicked.

“What’s happening?!”

“Open the doors!”

“We need to stop the train!”

But the train suddenly accelerated harder into the storm.

And then another voice echoed through the speakers.

Male.

Calm.

Cold enough to freeze blood.

“If this train stops before reaching Belgrade...”

A brief pause followed.

The voice almost sounded amused.

“...everyone onboard dies.”

Silence.

Pure silence.

Then panic exploded.

People screamed. Passengers ran. Someone began pounding desperately against the locked carriage doors.

Sofia remained motionless beside the body.

Thinking.

Calculating.

Listening.

The voice had no fear in it.

No anger.

Only certainty.

Which meant this had been planned carefully.

Very carefully.

Sofia looked again at the bloody message on the glass.

ALL OF YOU REMEMBER.

Not “remember him.”

Not “remember me.”

All of you.

Collective guilt.

Collective punishment.

Her stomach tightened.

This wasn’t simply murder.

This was revenge.

And somewhere aboard the speeding midnight train, hidden among terrified passengers pretending to be innocent...

sat someone who had waited years for this night.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Locked Inside the Night

Fear changed people faster than violence ever could.

Within minutes, the luxurious midnight train transformed from a palace of elegance into something primal and dangerous. Panic spread through the corridors in waves as passengers shouted over one another, demanding answers nobody could provide.

The emergency lights painted everything in flashing crimson.

Faces looked different under red light.

Harder. More frightened. More guilty.

Inspector Sofia Levin stood silently beside the murder victim while chaos erupted around her. The body remained sprawled across the carpet, eyes still open, frozen forever in surprise.

Not fear.

Surprise.

That detail mattered.

People feared death when they saw it coming.

This man hadn’t.

Which meant he knew his killer.

Sofia crouched beside the corpse carefully, ignoring the trembling passengers gathering near the suite entrance. Her mind narrowed into the familiar cold focus she hated and depended on equally.

Male. Approximately fifty-five. Expensive tailored clothing. No defensive wounds.

His watch alone probably cost more than the yearly salary of most passengers onboard.

But his hands interested her most.

Soft palms. No scars. Perfect nails.

A man who never fought his own battles.

Sofia leaned closer toward the wound across his throat.

Precise cut.

Professional.

One motion. No hesitation.

Whoever did this had killed before.

Behind her, a woman sobbed uncontrollably.

“Oh God... oh God...”

Sofia looked up.

The woman who discovered the body sat collapsed against the corridor wall wrapped in a blanket from one of the attendants. Her mascara streaked down pale cheeks while her entire body shook violently.

Young. Beautiful. Rich.

And completely broken.

Sofia approached slowly.

“What’s your name?”

The woman struggled to answer.

“Alina...”

“Alina what?”

“Alina Petrov.”

Sofia knelt beside her.

“You found him?”

Alina nodded weakly.

“I came to see him... we were supposed to have dinner...” Her voice cracked. “The door was unlocked.”

Sofia watched her carefully.

People lied with words. Truth lived inside details.

Alina’s pupils remained dilated from shock. Her breathing uneven. Hands ice cold. No signs of manipulation or calculated grief.

This terror was real.

“Did you touch anything?”

“No.”

“Did you see anyone leaving the suite?”

Alina hesitated.

Just briefly.

But Sofia noticed.

“There was...” Alina swallowed hard. “I thought I heard footsteps earlier.”

“Male or female?”

“I don’t know.”

“What direction?”

“Toward the rear carriages.”

Sofia stood slowly.

Rear carriages.

The same place she had seen the man in the reflection.

A coincidence?

Maybe.

But Sofia stopped believing in coincidences years ago.

Suddenly, a loud pounding echoed through the train.

Passengers screamed again.

A heavyset man in an expensive navy suit shoved through the crowd furiously.

“This is insane!” he shouted. “I demand someone contact the authorities immediately!”

Several frightened passengers nodded in agreement.

“Yes!”

“We need to stop the train!”

“There’s a murderer onboard!”

Sofia studied the man calmly.

Late sixties. Political posture. Used to control. Used to being obeyed.

And terrified underneath all of it.

A train conductor hurried forward nervously.

“Sir, please remain calm—”

“Calm?” the man exploded. “Someone has been butchered!”

The conductor lowered his voice carefully.

“We attempted emergency communications, but all systems are blocked.”

A ripple of panic spread instantly.

“What do you mean blocked?”

“The train controls are compromised.”

“Impossible.”

The conductor looked pale.

“Whoever made that announcement has access to the train’s internal systems.”

Silence followed.

That frightened Sofia more than the murder itself.

This operation required planning.

Extensive planning.

Someone knew this train intimately.

Routes. Security. Passenger manifests. Communication systems.

Not random violence.

Targeted.

Personal.

The heavyset man wiped sweat from his forehead angrily.

“What about the bomb threat?”

“We don’t know if it’s real.”

Sofia finally spoke.

“It’s real.”

Everyone looked toward her.

The politician narrowed his eyes.

“And who exactly are you?”

For half a second, Sofia almost answered truthfully.

Inspector Sofia Levin.

Wanted by corrupt governments. Declared dead in two countries. Hunted by men powerful enough to erase names from existence.

Instead she remained calm.

“Someone who understands killers.”

The man scoffed.

“That’s helpful.”

Sofia ignored him and walked back toward the body.

The passengers watched her now.

Fear always searched desperately for leadership.

Unfortunately, Sofia no longer trusted herself with that responsibility.

Not after Warsaw.

Not after the apartment fire.

Not after the child she failed to save.

The memory hit suddenly.

Smoke. Sirens. A little girl crying for her mother.

Sofia blinked hard and forced herself back into the present.

Focus.

She studied the blood message on the window again.

ALL OF YOU REMEMBER.

Not written in rage.

Written carefully.

Almost artistically.

The killer wanted them to think about the past.

Which meant the victim was only the beginning.

A young train attendant rushed into the corridor breathlessly.

“Sir... you need to see this.”

The conductor followed him immediately.

Sofia noticed the fear in both men and followed without asking permission.

They moved through several carriages toward the security compartment near the center of the train. Passengers pressed themselves against walls as they passed, whispering nervously beneath the flashing red lights.

Some cried quietly. Some prayed. Some stared at everyone with growing suspicion.

Fear was contagious.

And paranoia came next.

Inside the security room, multiple surveillance screens flickered with static.

One monitor remained active.

Sofia stepped closer.

And froze.

Every passenger photograph from the train manifest filled the screen.

Rows of faces.

Names.

Nationalities.

Cabin numbers.

Someone had highlighted twelve passengers in red.

Including the dead man.

Including Alina Petrov.

Including the angry politician.

And then—

Sofia’s blood turned cold.

Her own face stared back at her from the screen.

Not her fake identity.

Her real one.

INSPECTOR SOFIA LEVIN.

A message appeared beneath the photographs.

WELCOME BACK, INSPECTOR.

The conductor looked confused.

Passengers behind her gasped softly.

But Sofia barely heard them.

Because for the first time that night...

she understood something horrifying.

This was not simply revenge against the passengers.

Someone had expected her to be onboard.

Someone knew exactly who she was.

And somewhere inside the speeding train, hidden among terrified strangers and locked steel corridors, sat a person who knew her real name...

when the rest of the world believed she was dead.
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