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Mae’s POV

I walked down the street and took a sip of my slushy. The noonday sun was high and hot. Few people littered the street, each minding their business, my phone rang, breaking the silence. On glancing at the caller ID, it was Jordan, uh what could he possibly want? I'm on my day off. With a heavy sigh, I answered the phone. “Hey Jordan,” I said into the phone. “Mae, we need you to get back to the agency, it is urgent.” He said with urgency. I threw my half-finished slushy into the nearest bin and sprinted into the distance.  

“What do you mean, how can you say we have no choice?”  I heard a voice say angrily followed by a thud. “Chase, calm down, she is the best there is and she just lost her team, so I am reassigning her to your team.” Chief David said with a tone of sympathy in his voice. I leaned against the door to hear more when the chief spoke up. “Come in Mae, I don’t think the door is as comfortable as the inside.” Slowly, I pushed the door open. Inside was a large mahogany desk with Chief David sitting behind it.  In Front of the desk were five chairs, four of which were occupied by four guys. One of them had shaggy blonde hair and another one had jet black hair the same as the one sitting at the far corner. Finally, there was one with brunette hair. All four guys had their backs to me.  

“Mae, this is your new team, Squad 56. Squad, this is your new teammate, I hope you will get along well.”  The chief said before he folded his hands gently on top of the desk, not saying a word more. “No way.” I protested immediately.  But I was stopped when Chief David raised his hand motioning for me to be silent and so I kept quiet. “I know you think you work best on your own Mae, but this mission requires a team, and this is our best team. It just makes sense to have the best team and the best solo agent on this mission. With those words said, he dismissed us and told us to have the rest of the day off. Well, thank you very much sir but I was already enjoying my day off till you stepped in my plans. We were on our way out when a voice made us stop. “Not so fast you, I have the details of your mission right here,” Jordan said, making us turn to face him. In his hands, he held five identical folders. He led us to one of the briefing rooms in the facility, making sure to bolt the door when we were all in.  

This is the timekeeper, and he is dangerous. On the screen was an image of a man in his early forties. He had a cigarette in between his lips, and he looked bored. “He’s dangerous alright, he has no respect for his lungs.” One of the boys spoke up interrupting Jordan in the middle of his presentation.  Jordan scowled deeply and glared at the person who had uttered the words. In future, Jerry, I will let you know that interrupting me is not an option.” The guy whose name I now learnt was Jerry looked away, his ears turning red. He then gave a short bow and said, “Yes, your highness.”  “Shut up,” Jordan said before returning to the presentation. He informed us that the timekeeper’s Armageddon device could only be stopped by the Krono Sapphire and that we had to steal it from the timekeeper before he could destroy it.  

After Jordan had dismissed us, we made our way to the underground parking. The agency had an assortment of cars that we were allowed to use. Some of them were luxury cars while others were vintage. We got into a simple black van while Steve got behind the wheel and drove away.  We drove up to a mansion and Steve jumped out of the car as soon as he had parked it “Whoo-hoo, home sweet home baby.” He said as he ran up the path. The rest of us trudged behind him. For some reason, we found ourselves in a single file. When Steve reached the front gate, he effortlessly lifted himself over it, landing on his feet and opening the gate for us. One by one, we entered the property.  The mansion was huge. I was having a hard time trying to take in everything as I tried to take in everything at once. “Close your mouth or flies will get in,” Chase said. I knew it was Chase because I remember Chief Carter calling him and telling him to calm down.  The group led me into the house and Chase gave me a grand tour of the house. Compared to where my previous team and I used to stay, this is lavish.  “Over here we have the kitchen.”  He said while gesturing to it. We walked down a couple more doors when he came to a stop and so did I “This is your room, the agency already sent your bags over I will let you get settled in. He said as he walked away and into another room closing the door behind him.  

I sat on my bed, burying my face in my hands as my mind raced back to that night, the night when everything changed. Everything before that was just so simple.  The smoke rose from what was oncemy home. My sister and I stood in the front yard, our parents were away for the night. The firefighters had tried their best to put out the flames and save our house to no avail. Now, we were homeless.  “Time for dinner.” I heard Steve call out. When I looked up, I saw that he had poked his head into my room. Instantly, his facial expression changed to one of concern. He walked over and took a seat on my bed gently placing his hand on my shoulder and said, “Hey, it’s going to be okay, I know Chase can be harsh sometimes but deep down, he is just a big softie.” He said, making me chuckle. I wiped tears from my face and smiled at him. Together, we headed to the dining room where everyone else was already sitting.  Chase walked in carrying a tray full of food.  
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Mae’s POV

I threw punch after punch at the punching bag. This place had a gym, so I did not have to leave to find a decent place where I could work.  “You're hitting the bag as though it has insulted your mother.” I heard Chase say from behind me. When I turned to face him, He smiled at me with one hand. He held a towel while on the other hand, he held a water bottle. He placed both items on the bench that was near the door and walked over to the sparring mat. “Come on princess, that bag is not a worthy opponent, now give me your best shot.”  He said while taking a fighting stance. “Alright, you're on hot shot. I said while taking off my boxing gloves. The two of us took our fighting stances, each one daring the other to strike first.  Eventually, I got tired of just circling him and threw a punch, which he dodged but he was unable to dodge my kick. The kick sent him to the floor. I took a step back and stood up straight. “Ah, nice moves.” He said while clutching his stomach where my kick had landed. He then straightened himself and took his fighting stance again. This time he attacked first, kicking and punching but I ducked and jumped avoiding each one of his jabs effortlessly. Soon, he was panting, and he looked tired. I then took the opportunity to strike back. When I kicked, he ducked, having my leg fly over him. We continued sparring going back and forth till finally, Brian stood in the doorway and said, “We are under attack, I don't know how but somehow, they found us.”  
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Cody and I stood back-to-back fighting like our lives depended on it. Well, they did so with my new teammates, and we were able to drive the intruders out of the property.  We then went back to our previous activities. And this time, Chase managed to land some good hits. Well, that was because I let him. At the age of 5, I was already a black belt in karate. So, it is nearly impossible to beat me in a sparring session.  When we had finished, we turned around and noticed that we had attracted an audience. Sitting in a corner near the door, with a bowl of popcorn was an eager-looking Steve. Aw, come on, that was some of the best sparring I have ever seen.”  He said looking like a five-year-old on Christmas morning.  “Oh yeah?” I asked him with a smile on my face. “Yeah.” He said happily, “Well, you’re in luck because it’s your turn.”  I said as I picked up my water bottle and took a sip from it. When I turned around to face him, he was nowhere to be seen. I then turned to Chase who looked just as confused as I felt, “Where did he go?” I asked Chase but he only gave me a one-shoulder shrug before turning and exiting the gym as well. 

“Hey June, how are you?” I asked my little sister as soon as her face popped onto the screen. She had a wide grin on her face as she bounced up and down. “Come on, munchkin, settle down,” I said with a chuckle, adjusting the laptop so she could see me properly. “I am fine Mae.” she said happily “How are you, Mae?” She greeted me. “Oh, I'm fine

munchkin.”  How is Maggie?” I asked her and she replied immediately, “Oh, she is fine, she baked cupcakes for the school bake sale and we made 5o dollars. She said happily. Ever since the fire that ravaged our home all those years ago, I have been a spy and one of the nannies hired by the agency looks after June so I don’t have to worry about whether she has eaten but I still make a point to call her every day no matter where I am. No one knows what happened to them or where they are. After the call with June ended, I dozed off. “I woke up to the smell of smoke and I could feel my skin on fire. My mind immediately went to June. I dashed to her room scooped her into my arms and rushed out of the house that was slowly being engulfed in flames.” I woke up with a start and realized that I had a hand on my back and that someone had their arms around me. “Shh, it’s okay,” He whispered into my ear. My eyes shot open, who? What?” I tried to say but couldn’t get the words out. He pulled back and I was able to see who it was. For a moment, I thought it was Steve but It was Chase. “Chase? What are you doing here?” I asked sleepily “Rocking you to sleep but it is not working. My efforts have achieved the opposite.” He said, sounding disgruntled. At that moment, I felt my cheeks heat up. I was wrong about them but I still have my reservations about them.  

I sat in the deck chair as I looked over at the garden. It was peaceful here. My mind drifted back to that day when my team died. Marco had insisted on driving while reloading his weapon during a high-speed chase and had crashed into the building. “Mae.” I heard my name and I looked up from the garden to see Jerry. His green eyes seemed to shine mischievously as he walked up to me. On one hand, he had a plate of crackers. ate of crackers while in the other, he held his phone through which he was scrolling mindlessly while the other hand was in his pocket and said, “Hey cupcake, time for breakfast.” He said while cocking his head to the side. Without saying a word, I got up and followed him indoors. At the table were all my other teammates, Chase, Cody, Brian and finally Jerry who pulled out a chair for me and then bowed low. What a drama king. I took my seat and looked around wondering where Steve was. I had only known him for a few weeks but in that short time, I Hadn't seen him skip a single meal. My eyes zeroed in on Chase who looked away before mumbling, “He uh... had to go see Chief David.”  “Mae, I have a piece of news for you,” Brian said, making me turn my attention to him. “Well, today Chief David called and informed me that your admission into JFK High has been a success and you shall be starting school with us in three weeks. Yeah, I saw that coming. After breakfast, I was on my way to the garden when a hand suddenly held mine and on turning around, I found Brian looking at me sympathetically. “If you need someone to talk to, I’m here... okay?” I was caught off guard and I was speechless but I just nodded my head, before walking away.  

It was Saturday and we were at the beach. The sun is hot and bright but luckily, I had a sun hat on and a pair of sunglasses. I lay on a beach towel with a book in front of me. Chase sat in a beach chair next to me while the rest of our teammates were playing beach volleyball. I looked up from my book just in time to see Steve and Cody get beat by Brian who was playing both of them easily. Steve whined about being tired before stomping all the way to Chase, who scowled at him before asking in a tired voice, “What is it, Steve?” “Come play with us.” He said, sounding hopeful. But Chase just shook his head which made him frown and turned to me with a smile on his face and said in a sing-song tone “Oh Mae...”  but before he could get  in another word, I said, “No.”  “Aw, you're no fun.” He huffed like a five-year-old and stomped down to the shore, kicking at the sand the whole way.   
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I can feel the tension building between Chase and me, each word exchanged like a match striking closer to a powder keg. We’ve been arguing for what feels like hours, but this time, it’s different. This time, it’s not just about the team or strategy—it’s personal.

“Chase, you’re not listening to me!” I snap, frustration bubbling over. “The way you’re running things isn’t working. We’re falling apart, and you’re too stubborn to see it.”

He narrows his eyes, his expression hardening. “And you think you know better, Mae? You think you can just waltz in here and take over? This isn’t about what you want—it’s about what’s best for the team.”

His words hit a nerve, and I can feel the anger rising in my chest, but I refuse to back down. “I’m trying to help! You’re the one acting like a dictator, making decisions without consulting anyone. This isn’t how a team operates, Chase!”

His face darkens, and then, with a sharpness that cuts deeper than any physical blow, he says, “You’re not a solo agent anymore, Mae. You need to remember that. And maybe it’s time you accepted that your team is dead.”

The words hang in the air, suffocating. For a moment, I’m too stunned to react, the reality of what he’s just said crashing down on me like a tidal wave. My team. My family. Gone.

I can’t breathe. The shock quickly morphs into a deep, aching hurt, and I feel my vision blur as tears well up in my eyes. I open my mouth to respond, but no words come out. The pain is too raw, too overwhelming. Without another word, I turn on my heel and walk away, the tears spilling over and streaming down my face.

“Mae, wait!” Chase’s voice follows me, laced with regret, but I can’t—won’t—stop. I hear him coming after me, his footsteps quickening as he tries to close the distance between us.

But I can’t let him see me like this, not after what he said. The walls I’ve built around myself, the ones I thought were impenetrable, have crumbled, and all I want to do is escape.

I break into a sprint, my legs pumping furiously as I push myself harder, faster, desperate to put as much distance between us as possible. I hear Chase calling my name, but I don’t look back. I can’t.

By the time I reach Central Park, my chest is heaving, my breath coming in ragged gasps. I slow to a stop, collapsing onto a bench, my hands trembling as I wipe at my tear-streaked face. The park is quiet, the usual buzz of the city a distant hum, and for a moment, it feels like the world has stopped spinning.

The pain is still there, gnawing at the edges of my heart, but at least here, in the relative solitude of the park, I can breathe again. The memories of my team, the loss I’ve tried so hard to bury, come rushing back, and I let the tears flow freely, no longer caring who might see.

I sit there for what feels like an eternity, the grief and hurt washing over me in waves. I thought I was past this, that I had found a way to move on, but Chase’s words ripped open a wound I didn’t realize was still so raw.

As the sun begins to dip below the horizon, casting long shadows across the park, I finally start to feel the numbness settle in. It’s not healing, not yet, but it’s something. A shield, however fragile, to keep the pain at bay for just a little while longer.
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The park is quieter now, the last rays of sunlight slipping away as night settles in. I sit on the bench, lost in my thoughts, the pain from earlier still gnawing at me. The cool evening air does little to soothe the ache in my chest.

I hear them before I see them—familiar voices drifting through the trees. Cody and Jerry, their tones sharp with frustration. I stay hidden in the shadows, not wanting to face them, but they’re getting closer, and I can’t help but listen.

“I can’t believe you said that to her,” Cody says, his voice low but heated. “You know how much her team meant to her, Chase. What were you thinking?”

Jerry chimes in, just as exasperated. “You were out of line, man. Way out of line. Mae’s been through enough without you throwing that in her face.”

Chase doesn’t say anything, and I can picture him, hands shoved in his pockets, that guilty look he gets when he knows he’s messed up. I close my eyes, wishing I could disappear, but it’s too late. They’re too close now, and as they step out from behind the trees, they spot me.

I see the shock on their faces, the sudden realization that I’ve heard everything. Chase’s eyes widen, and for a moment, none of us move. The air between us is thick with tension, the unspoken words hanging there, heavy and painful.

Chase is the first to speak, his voice soft and full of regret. “Mae...I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said what I did. I was out of line.”

I look at him, and for a second, I want to believe his apology, to let it wash away the hurt. But the pain is still too fresh, too deep. I can barely muster the energy to respond. “It’s fine,” I mumble, but we both know it’s not. My words are empty, as hollow as I feel inside.

Without waiting for a response, I get up from the bench and start walking, needing to put some distance between us. The darkness of the park feels comforting, a place where I can disappear, at least for a little while.

But I’m not alone for long. I hear footsteps behind me, and then Jerry is there, falling into step beside me. He doesn’t say anything at first, just walks alongside me, his presence somehow calming. We walk in silence for a while, the only sound the crunch of leaves under our feet.

Finally, he breaks the silence. “You know he didn’t mean it, right? Chase is an idiot sometimes, but he cares about you, Mae. We all do.”

I don’t respond immediately, my thoughts too tangled to form a coherent reply. But his words, simple as they are, bring a small measure of comfort. “I know,” I say quietly, my
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