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Hello everyone, my name is LMC Bete, and this is the first book I have ever written. I started writing this about a year ago. Through rough days, good days, and busy days, I never missed a single one. I always struggled with planning, so I was writing this with no obvious structure for how it would turn out. Becoming an author seemed insane to me, and if you had told me 2 years ago that I would become one, I would have thought you were crazy. But through the help of a few amazing people in my life, I was motivated to start writing.

Taking a long time to write a book had always seemed impossible to me. I had wanted to write a long one since 6th grade when I got my first fiction writing assignment; however, it only ended up being around 20 to 30 pages with 5 chapters. The story concept was interesting, but I couldn’t figure out the best way to get my ideas out of my head and onto paper. 

The next year, in 7th grade, I tried again for a different writing assignment, but because of the timeline, could not get far. I could have continued writing if it were just for fun, but I faced the same problem as the year before: I couldn’t bring my ideas to life. 

But finally, in 8th grade, I was ready to get down and work. At first, it was just writing for fun, for my own personal enjoyment. But my idea of fun turned into an actual business plan, and the more people I told what I was doing, the more motivation I got, and I could finally see what my writing could truly be. 

When I started writing this book, I had no ideas in my head. I wrote a list of names, but I didn’t know the storyline they should follow. I was thinking of something like a dystopian world, because that is my favorite genre, but eventually decided to do a book on science fiction. 

Sci-fi was also a genre I loved, so long as the characters were good and the plotline was too. I also loved books where the main conflict pushes the story forward, but not just about the conflict, also for the characters and their own problems. 

I wanted to create characters that people could relate to, ones that had anxiety, were scared, and blocked out the bad parts of their life. I didn’t want to create heroes who would just save the world; I wanted to create ones who felt normal human emotions. Ones who wouldn’t give up, even in the face of fear. Characters who believed that bravery was doing the hard stuff, even if you were scared. So that’s what I decided to do.

As for the storyline, I don’t quite remember the exact process that brought me to create it. I wrote this introduction to the story when I was halfway through writing the book. I just knew that when I was creating the storyline, the one thing that kept popping up in my head was that this would be a problem that could drive many character plots, and it did. I did this from multiple points of view because I wanted to show my readers how the same problem can affect different people. Some go into fight-or-flight mode. Others ignore the problem. But I wanted to show how in real life, nothing is the same for everyone, and we all react differently. 

This story was not only my debut as an author but also a wake-up call to the world that not everyone is the same, so they should all be treated according to their specific needs instead of the same. 

Many people would disagree with me, but I know others would say I’m right. Equality doesn’t mean everyone getting the same treatment; it means giving everyone the tools they need in order to be equal.

I would like to acknowledge all those who helped me on this project, in big and small ways. A huge thank you to my grandpa, who I call Crazyman. He supported me through this entire process, gave suggestions when I needed ideas, and got me in touch with my publisher. This is the person I thank the most.

My secondary helpers are my 8th-grade English teacher, Ms. G; my 7th-grade English teacher, Ms. Smith; and the people who ran the ProWritingAid contest. My English teachers worked at Spring Forest Middle School, and the ProWritingAid contest was something I found out about online when I was writing my book. They only required the first 5,000 words of any piece of original writing, and I submitted mine. The contest was to help unpublished authors become recognized, and at the time I was unsure where my writing would lead me. 

When I ended up publishing this book, the contest still hadn’t ended yet. But the excitement of getting feedback for my work and even possibly winning gave me a lot of motivation to get back into writing, and I could finally finish and self-publish my book.

Finally, thank you to all the readers who bought my book. I really hope you enjoy it. Thank you for all your support; buying this book is enough to show you care. I hope you enjoy it!
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Hello my amazing reader! This is a warning before you begin this book. As most of you should know, the sun is not big enough to cause a supernova on our Earth. However, this story does not take place on our Earth. It takes place somewhere else, in another universe where the sun CAN cause a supernova. This universe is home to a small town called Port Crimson, where our story takes place.

In the beautiful small town of Port Crimson, we have our characters Bailey Court, Johnson Mace, Jamie Velasquez, and Leena Kyst. These people will go through a giant disaster and learn to cope with everything that comes along with it. Luckily, they won’t have to face it alone.

Bailey is a recent early graduate who has made some big accomplishments in her life. She can make a very big deal out of very little things, but in this case her nerves will be completely valid. Through the help of her determination and a few friends, Bailey will overcome all of her challenges, even when nothing goes her way.

Johnson has been working at his job for a long time now and has climbed his way to the top. Lots of determination had gained him many promotions, but this left very little time for his family. Luckily, there will be many challenges that stop him from getting to work, so he will have many opportunities to build back his relationship with his wife and kids.

Jamie is part of a washed-up crew of outcasts who make their money in... questionable ways. She has strayed from the path of normality through the loss of her closest family members, but she still has her crew to keep her company. Thankfully, she has time to connect with more people and rebuild her relationship with herself.

Leena feels as though she is trapped in her own home. She wishes to escape, and hopefully the opportunity will present itself more than once. Or maybe she just (hopefully) won’t get caught the first time she gets the chance to escape. Good thing her mother’s bird’s-eye view might stray a few times.

These people have their own internal crises. But an external force might put a strain on the temporary bandaids they used to cover their wounds. Will our characters be forced to face the challenges that come with this new obstacle? 

Well, reader, in order for you to find out, you will just have to read on. Remember, none of these crises will happen in our world, just in theirs. The only problem that still hasn’t been put away is: Will they succeed? Let’s hope they do in order for their universe to continue.
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1 Week Ago...

“Welcome new Cardier workers! You are here because you either did an exceptional job during your internship and were promoted early, or just the right amount to be promoted to a worker on track. I’m going to give you a tour of how things work around here so that you know how to do your jobs!”

It was a Friday the week before Thanksgiving, and Bailey Court had started her new job at the Cardier Space Center and Research Sector. She had been promoted to working dispatch almost a year earlier than she should have because of her amazing test scores. 

In case you didn’t know, here at Cardier, they make you take a test before you practice your internship to see what level you are. Most people know little about what it is to be a Cardier worker, so they go on the one-year course. Obviously, this wasn’t the case for Bailey.

Bailey Court’s mother was a previous worker at Cardier and knew a lot about the architectural section of it, so she was also promoted very early on. She taught her daughter everything she had learned during her time at Cardier, and Bailey wanted to follow in her mother’s footsteps. 

Skipping college, Bailey went straight to the Cardier program with a full summer’s worth of studying completed. She knew everything about space, about the space jobs on land, and had memorized the majority of the details from every major space mission. When she took the test, she did something no one else had done before: get a perfect score.

Beaming with pride, Mrs. Court offered Bailey her position as head architect in a few years, but she declined, saying that it had always been her dream to work dispatch instead. Mrs. Court accepted this and retired anyway; the position of head architect being given to a person named Gloria Sanchez.

Now that you’ve been caught up to the day of the tour, the story can continue.

“Here is the dispatch wing. It mostly remains empty since we don’t need many people to work unless it’s a typical space mission, but for some of you, it will be very important.” The tour guide looked at Bailey along with all the other people, all of them knowing what the guide meant when she said some of you. Bailey was a legacy because of her mom, and no one expected her to do anything less than the hardest job here: dispatch.

The tour continued for a few more hours, with the new workers being shown where each part of the Cardier team works. Electrical, architectural, all of them together as one big family. But Bailey’s story is not the only important one here in Crimson Port. In fact, we have 3 more.

“Babe, I’m sorry, but my boss is asking for a late-night meeting. I’ll be home soon.” Meet Johnson Mace. Certified over worker, certified doesn’t realize he overworks. Johnson is a husband whose wife works from home as she takes care of their 3 kids. Angeline, Tommy, and Riley. Johnson thinks taking care of all 3 kids is easy. It is not.

Today, Johnson will be working late and get home 2 hours later than usual. He will think that he is doing no harm, but just like how he thinks taking care of children is easy, he is wrong. His boss is in Crimson Port for a very short amount of time, and Johnson wants to take advantage of that. 

Seeing as the company Johnson works for is worldwide, the boss has to work all over the place, which is why Johnson wanted that meeting to be tonight. If only he had known how much his family needed him at home, he would never have stayed at work. Or maybe he would have; he’s not really sympathetic like that. In fact, just remove the ‘sym’ part and you get what Johnson actually is. 

So Johnson Mace may seem like a bad person who’s insensitive, selfish, trapped in the perfect world he’s created in his mind, and so many more things, but... there is no but. He just is everything he’s described as. But luckily, there are still 2 more important residents in Crimson Port to hopefully make up for Johnson’s sorry actions.

“I got it! We have to go, run!” This is Nathan. He is not important. But his friend is. Nathan’s friend is Jamie Velasquez, who is a morally grey thief at best. She doesn’t steal from the poor like tax collectors, just steals from the rich and famous. Kind of like a modern rendition of Robin Hood, but she’s tricked her mind into thinking that keeping the money is better than giving it away. She might be a bit mental, but that’s okay.

Jamie is not the only Robin Hood, oh no. She had MANY partners in crime. This includes Nathan, plus 2 others named Sophie and Carlos. They have a very healthy team dynamic, which makes up for all the years of trauma that brought them together.

First, Nathan. He was left in a dumpster in a random alleyway when he was just a few days old. He was rescued by a group of college stoners who raised him until he was 7. The only reason he didn’t live with them longer was because he ran away. He says it’s because of the fumes from all the Mary Jane they smoked (if you know what I mean), but deep down; he has a different reason. 

The truth is, Nathan could never accept their help. The college kids told him every day the story of how they found him, and they always seemed so proud. But to Nathan, it felt like pity. He didn’t want to be someone’s burden and understood the pressure he thought he put on them. 

He thought of himself as weights in a backpack that the college people had to constantly carry around. But to the college kids, he was the one doing the heavy lifting. When Nathan ran away, the people who had rescued him were never the same. They thought they weren’t enough for him, and the college group separated, forgetting everything that had happened.

Years later, they had all recovered and forgotten about Nathan, but none were brave enough to make their own families for fear of abandonment. Just goes to show that you might be the one who takes the pain away instead of giving it. Shame that Nathan could understand pressure at such a young age but not this.

Next, Sophie. At the very ripe age of 4, Sophie was thrown from the car window and left on the side of the road. Thinking she was around 8 (Sophie was very tall for her age) a woman named Secuestradora (S) kidnapped her and drove her into the city for a false sense of security.

When they had reached the city, S had by then learned her actual age and abandoned her once again, this time in an alley. A nun soon discovered her and took care of her for 3 years in the church before Sophie decided to run away before she could be abandoned a third time. Here, there are no lessons. Just the fact that Sophie now has trust issues.

Now, we have Carlos. When Carlos was 7, he stole a golf cart when he was still in Mexico. From what he knew from playing video games, Carlos drove the cart. He did not know that he had stolen it, and to this day still doesn’t know. I’m sure his family, with whom he had been golfing with would’ve told him, but Carlos had a horrible sense of direction and drove straight over the border and into the U.S. Very stupid decision.

After he had crossed the border, Carlos realized he was lost. But since he was so young, he didn’t know what to do except keep driving. And he drove, and he drove, and he drove until he reached a city and the cart died. It was late at night, so Carlos found an alleyway to sleep in . The lesson here is for parents to never let their kids out of sight, especially when they’re playing golf next to a country’s border.

The same night that they all had run away, by accident or on purpose, they stumbled into the same alley together. They introduced themselves, formed an alliance, and from then on have been inseparable. Their friend Jamie joined them a few years later, and the group was complete. The group of messed-up, traumatized little children who would later become thieves. How cute.

Now, I would explain Jamie’s backstory, but it’s a bit complicated and VERY long, so I’ll leave that job up to her. As of now, they have a blueprint heist to finish, so I guess you’ll find out later. In the meantime, I’ll tell you all about our fourth and final important character from Crimson Port.

“Outfit check! NOW!” This was Leena Kyst’s mom yelling to her daughters from the first floor. Every Friday, Mrs. Kyst would force her children to pick out beautiful outfits for Sunday church that needed to pass inspection before being shown off to the people at church.

“This is the fifth outfit you’ve made me try on!” Leena whined, always loving to start an argument with her mother.

“That’s because nothing you choose is good enough!” Her mother responded, tiring of the backtalk coming from Leena every time she stepped out of her room. 

“Maybe I’m just not good enough for you.” Leena said, quickly stepping out so her mother could see the outfit before running back to her secluded room.

“Margaret has her outfit ready! Why can’t you be more like your sister?” Mrs. Kyst called after her.

I think you can tell from the yelling just how healthy their family dynamic is. 

Unfortunately, it’s been this way for years, and they’re all used to it. The Kysts just need to let loose, be less controlling. But for now, I guess they’ll just stick to yelling.

Well, that’s all our characters. I hope you can follow along their stories without getting TOO traumatized; they’ve all learned to deal with it all. So until you truly learn everything about them from their perspectives, all I’ll tell you is have fun and:

Welcome to Crimson Port. This is the week before... IT all happened.
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“Exiting the exosphere in three, two, one.” 

“Dispatch, we have a problem.”

“What’s wrong?”

“The sun... is getting darker.”

“What?”

“Oh, no ... the signal is cutting out ... turning off ... sun is turning off ... AHHH!”

This was not supposed to happen. It was a simple space mission. Go out to test the new Cardier Astrophysical Tracker Communications Habitable Extraterrestrial Rocket (C.A.T.C.H.E.R.) and come back. But I’m dispatch, and from what I just heard the mission does NOT sound like it went according to plan. 

My name is Bailey Court. I started working at the Cardier Space Station (C.S.S.) about a week ago. Today was supposed to be the first day I actually accomplished something instead of just making calculations, but apparently not. I don’t know if the astronaut, Gordon; we sent up was crazy, but he said the sun turned off, which could be a supernova. If anyone knows what that means, that would be incredibly helpful. However, if we are about to experience a supernova, we have twelve hours until it all goes dark.

“Hello? Gordon? C.A.T.C.H.E.R.? Come in, please.” I asked as I tried to get a hold of a signal, or something that would tell me if they were alive.

“Blitzy responding, ma’am.” Blitzy was the C.A.T.C.H.E.R AI software. If they were responding instead of Gordon, it meant something could be seriously wrong.

“Blitzy, what’s going on out there?”

“We are experiencing a rare interstellar event that has temporarily put C.A.T.C.H.E.R. out of commission. Expect about two to three days before the spacecraft is back in service and can safely return home.”

“Should we expect that the interstellar event will be a supernova?” I prayed that something else would be the case, that it could be a small comet or meteor that knocked C.A.T.C.H.E.R. off-course and we wouldn’t all have to experience a major blackout the same day that families should be together and packing up from their big thanksgiving feasts that had happened the day before.

“Yes, we can experience a supernova in about...” Then it cut out. Either Blitzy was about to give the speech that was programmed for him to say how we can experience the next super-nova in around five billion years, or human life as we know it ends today.

Since we can’t make important life or death decisions based on the information that a newly programmed artificial intelligence gives us, I decided it would be best to check the readings coming from our moon radars. I didn’t see any comets or meteors, which is already bad because it means that something is really wrong with C.A.T.C.H.E.R. Upcoming interstellar activity... oh no. 

“Bailey, have you heard what’s on comms?” That was my partner on this project, Mason.

“I thought it was fake. It didn’t seem real, but look!” I showed him what my computer said.

We will expect a wave of interstellar activity involving the sun today in about twelve hours. Please issue a warning to all people with epilepsy to stay inside and remind all civilians, especially those who live in places where there is high visibility of the sky, that they should wear their sunglasses. C.S.S. recommends they use high quality little to no visibility sunglasses to protect their eyes from the size of this rare interstellar event.

This was another AI we used, Cometian. It gives us a review of the entire daily interstellar event that our D.I. (Daily Interstellar) radars detect. 

Mason broke the tension, “We have to release a statement. Do you know what this means? Gordon was right; the sun is turning off! This is bad; this is terrible. How can we have a supernova today, of all days?! This is not good, so so so not good!”

As I listened to Mason ramble on about how terrified he was, I couldn’t help but just sit there in shock, realizing what was about to happen. I contemplated everything I had always planned to do, and how I would never be able to do them. Unless, of course, someone found a way to stop it. Wait, what if someone-what if I-could stop the supernova!?

“Mason, Mason, MASON! Could you stop freaking out for one second? There might be a way that we can stop this and save humanity!”

“Really?”

“Yeah! We could calculate... stuff and possibly find a way to stop this!”

“Possibly? No. Unless it’s a one hundred percent guarantee we can stop this, I’m spending the day with my family.” Mason started walking away. Coward, I thought.

“Fine, then!” I yelled after him, “But I’m staying.”

Mason stopped dead in his tracks. “I mean, possibly isn’t that bad, so I’ll stay.”

“But you just said...”

“Bu bu bu, we have a world to save, Bailey. Also, we should probably tell the world they have 12 hours left to live.”

Mason was either the most annoying person I’d ever met, or my future best friend for his sense of humor. But he was right. We couldn’t just keep this information to ourselves.

I knocked on the door of our manager’s office. My heart was pounding. Millions of thoughts raced through my mind. I am so getting fired for this, how could I let this happen, the entire world is going to disappear and it’s all my fault! Yeah, my overthinking does not help in this situation.

“Dispatcher Court, I assume you come with good news and that the C.A.T.C.H.E.R. testing was a success?” my manager Felicia asked as I opened the door.

“Well...” Mason started.

“Kind of the opposite, actually.” I continued.

“Oh no, what went wrong? Did the new AI system shut down? Did anything malfunction? Just tell me so that I don’t put myself out of my misery.” Felicia buried her face in her hands; she was known to freak out and overthink, probably even more than I.

“None of that happened; more like the entire world is about to malfunction.” I was terrified of how she would react; I really hoped she would be calm about it. Of course, like the spacecraft catastrophe, it did not go according to plan.

“Repeat that one more time for me.” She said.

“So, right before the connection with Gordon went out, he said something about the sun turning off, so we asked Blitzy and it said that there was some interesting interstellar activity that put C.A.T.C.H.E.R. out of commission for two-three days. Then, before that connection cut out, it said we would experience a supernova, but never said when. Of course, we double-checked with Cometian, and it said something would happen with the sun in about twelve hours, which is how long it takes for a supernova to reach Earth.” I may have rambled through all of that, but I was so panicked that I didn’t know what else to do BESIDES ramble!

Unfortunately, no one else knew what I was doing either because Felicia said, “That was too many words in too little time. What?”

Mason responded for me, “It’s highly likely that we will experience a super-nova in twelve hours.”

“Oh, no, no, no! This cannot be happening. We have to release a statement! I need to go home. Tell you what, I’ll contact the press, you handle everything, I need a mental breakdown in peace. Adios, arrivederci, see ya, have a nice life. Bye!” She ran out the door so fast I felt a gust of wind blow past me. 

“I’ll do the statement with you.” Mason said. “You shouldn’t have to deal with all the hate that goes towards the person who tells everyone they’ll die that day.”

“Thank you, we should probably alert everyone else.”

“No problem, and you’re right, I’ll get on the intercom. Ahem, hello everybody working today. It has come to our attention that a super-nova is on the horizon, sorry that was a horrible pun. But, we are going to die in twelve hours. This is not a drill. The press is coming, and we will handle them, but for now just spend time with your families, what little time we have left.”

After Mason finished the announcement, we walked outside where Channel 5 was already waiting. How they got here so fast? I do not know. Probably some hoo doo voo doo, or teleportation, or some other form of witchcraft. They also somehow had a stage set up which attracted a crowd. I was really hoping to do this on camera instead of in person, but I couldn’t back down now. 

“Hello everyone, my name is Bailey Court.” My hands were shaking; I was terrified. Mason held my hand and mouthed that I could do this. I took a deep breath and continued. “Recently, the C.S.S. sent a spacecraft called C.A.T.C.H.E.R. on a test run to see how well it could handle extraterrestrial travel. During the transition from the outermost layer of the Earth’s atmosphere to interstellar space, we encountered a problem in which the craft was put out of commission. After talking with AI software and checking radars, we found that a supernova is predicted to come in twelve hours. This is when the sun will explode and all of humanity will be gone forever. I’m sorry that we had to break this news to you, but I promise that I and many others at Cardier will work as fast as we can to find a solution. In the meantime, please go home to your families and spend as much time with your loved ones as you can.”

I could feel myself on the brink of tears as I heard boos from the crowd, adults and children crying that this would be their last day. As we all looked to the sky, I felt the air grow colder, the sky darker, and I swear I saw a bit of black creep over the sun. It was then that it dawned on me, and I knew:

Welcome to the apocalypse. We have begun hour one.
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“Get those reports to me by the end of the day, or I promise you there will be a form saying ‘you are fired’ on your desk tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, sir, I understand that, but...”

“No buts! I needed those reports by last week, so giving you a grace period of 12 hours should be enough.”

“But-However, you never told me last week was the deadline!”

“Well, if you can’t read minds, Vicky, then what are you doing as a job?”

Just another stressful day at work. Sometimes I wish there were just a few billion me’s running the world. Everything would get done; it would be so peaceful. Then I wouldn’t have to deal with panicked calls from employees saying they couldn’t get their job done because their house flooded. Get better plumbing. And if it’s a hurricane, perform witchcraft to protect your home. It really is that easy.

My name is Johnson Mace, senior executive at Depositing Extremely Large Sums In Office Networking Solutions or D.E.L.U.S.I.O.N.S. Every day I wake up at 6:00 am, get ready by 7, am in my first office by 7:30, work until 12, make calls for an hour while I drive to my next office, work until 8:00 pm, and get home at 9 to do it all over again. 

My first call today was with my newest hire and biggest regret, Vicky. She can’t manage her time, never meets deadlines, and her notes are unreadable. As my secretary, this cannot do. I had to buy her a portable laptop just so she could make legible notes. I’m so thankful to be making billions of dollars a year, otherwise the two-hundred dollar laptop could have made me waste my fourth house’s rent. Oh, the things I do for people. In case you can’t tell, I’m very generous.

‘RING RING RING’ Great, my second call of the day.

“Carlo, what do you need?”

“They’re down.”

“What’s down?”

“The outreach systems, we can’t get through to any of our client’s accounts. We still have 3 meetings scheduled today, discussing their funds, interest, and everything else. What if one of them wants to make a withdrawal? We have to find a solution to this.”

“Then why did you call me?”

“I’m... sorry?”

“You explained the problem, told me why it would be a problem, and then said we’d need a solution. You came to that conclusion all by yourself and didn’t need me. Stop wasting my time. Find a solution to your own problem because I have no idea what to do, and tell everyone in the office that if we don’t figure this out, they’re all working unpaid overtime.”

“Yes sir, sorry sir, completely agreed-” and then I hung up on him. He was rambling on and on for way too long, and as an extremely important businessman like myself, I can’t just waste time like that.

‘RING RING RING’ Fantastic, just what I need, another call from-oh great. Guess people just love wasting my time.

“Hey, what’s going on.” I asked in a way that said, ‘Tell me what’s happening, except I don’t actually care.

“You just said that in possibly the driest voice possible. Anyway, can you Venmo me 30 bucks?”

“What could you need 30 bucks for in the middle of the school day?”

“We’re going to Starbucks for lunch today.” 

“Wha-who’s we?”

“My friends and I.”

“Okay, you know what? Whatever. I’m getting another call. Here’s the money, goodbye.”

“Uhh, bye I gue-” That was my eldest daughter. She goes to this high school where she can leave campus during lunchtime, and I really wish she couldn’t. 

My kids are... well, my kids. But I don’t have time for calls about money. Unless, of course, they’re work-related, which is why I need to keep this line open for those kinds of important calls. 

“Hello Bobby.”

“Hey boss, so Carlo told me about the overtime thing and I just wanted to get your feedback on-”

“Did Carlo also tell you about how you should solve your own problems and not call me and waste my time? Because that’s what I told him. So go back to work, fix this problem, tell everyone else to stop calling me about stuff I don’t know the answer to, or else you will all be working unpaid overtime for an hour everyday this week.”

“I understand, but sir, I really need you to tell me-”

“Do you want to make it 2 hours?”

“No, sir.”

“Then do what I just told you to.”

“Okay, I completely underst-” I am so tired of different people calling me about the same issue when I already gave them an answer.

‘RING RING RING’ Amazing, another call. I swear if this person wastes my time, I’m gonna fire them.

“Hi, Mr. Mace!” Oh, thank goodness, it’s a client. I needed a break from helpless employees.

“Mrs. Port, how are you?”

“I’m doing really well, thanks for asking! I was calling about my meeting with one of your colleagues today, and I realized that I have a flight scheduled to Madrid an hour before. Do you think that I could reschedule for another day?”

“Don’t you worry, Sarile, I can definitely get that done for one of my best clients! Do you mind if I hang up and call you back so that I can check my schedule with my secretary really quickly?”

“Of course!”

“Perfect.”

Mrs. Sarile Port is one of my favorite clients; she’s so nice and her calls are always straight to the point with a bit of nice small talk. I rarely indulge in any kind of conversation that isn’t about work, but I always make time for those who don’t make me think of them as a waste of oxygen. But now another dreaded call with Vicky, who can’t use proper grammar, write legibly, or talk without some sort of slang. 

‘RING RING RING’ She didn’t pick up, so I tried again. ‘RING RING RING’ Will this girl ever pick up?

10 minutes later...

“Hello?”

“Vicky, finally. I’ve been trying to call you for 10 minutes.”

“Oh, sorry, I was on my lunch break.” The excuses just pile up with this one.

“Yes, anyway I was calling to see if we have any openings, possibly next week, to reschedule Mrs. Port since she is busy today.”

“Oh yes, ummm, Saturday at 2.”

“Thank you.”

“Perf!” I heard her say. Like I said, slang. Can’t she just say the word perfect instead of having to shorten it? 

I heard a loud buzzing on the other end of the line before Vicky started speaking again, giving me no time to lecture her about slang speak. “Looks like there’s an emergency broadcast on TV?”

“Bye, Vicky.” I am so glad to be done with that call. Vicky, a waste of words, oxygen, time, and a salary. Besides, what is she talking about ‘emergency broadcast’? Whatever, I need to tell Mrs. Port about the reschedule.

‘RING RING RING’ She picked up on the first ring. I love it when people answer my calls quickly instead of wasting valuable conversation time.

“Hi Mrs. Port! We can have you rescheduled on-”

“I don’t think I’ll need that anymore.”

“What do you mean?”

“Have you seen the news?”

“No, let me check.” And there it was: the emergency broadcast. Some girl was talking about how the sun would explode and we have 12 hours to live. Cool. I have work to do; I’ll get back to that.

“As I was saying, does next Saturday at 2 work for you?”

“Thank you, Mr. Mace, but I have to go. You should spend these last hours with your family, too. See you in another life.” Then she hung up on me.

I doubt that this announcement is even real; they’re just testing the emergency broadcasting system. I still have work to do, but from the traffic caused by this fake announcement, I don’t believe I’ll get there in time. Looks like I’m working from the car today.

‘RING RING RING’ Another call from Carlo. If he’s still trying to get my help on accessing the accounts, he is so getting fired as manager.

“Sir, you saw the broadcast, right?”

“Yes, but it’s probably just another test. Nothing to worry about.”

“But the people at Cardier are saying it’s real and not just a test.”

“So? What are you asking me to do?”

“Everyone is asking to leave early, to spend their final moments with family and friends.”

“Tell them to keep working!”

“But half of them have already left!”

“Tell the rest to keep working, or they won’t have a job tomorrow.”

“We probably won’t even have a life tomorrow if this is real!”

“Carlo, just do what I asked. We aren’t going to die, Cardier will fix this, goodbye.”

“But-” Call ended. I am so tired of people not listening to me; this will all be fine. The people at Cardier can fix this, right? They’re all smart; that’s why their acceptance rate is only nine percent of all valedictorians of colleges. There is no way that the world can end before I get my 401k. But if it is the end, then I guess I can say: 

Welcome to the apocalypse. We have begun hour one.
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“Okay Carlos, what’s the plan?”

“I found the way in, so I’ll be on comms helping you. This dude is so paranoid he won’t put any of his money in a bank account, it’s all in his safe so we have access to everything. Sophie causes the distraction with Girl Scout cookies, and if we need to get the target out of their house, Nathan’s waiting in a truck to ‘kidnap’ her.”

“And my part?”

“You, you are the most important part of the puzzle. The entrance I discovered when I found our target was through the vents. Using the city blueprints we stole last week, these vents can get through to every part of the house. However, I can’t fit through them, so today you will be our ringleader.”

“Really, me?! Okay, then, let’s do this!”

Hi, I’m Jamie, Jamie Velasquez. And I already know what you’re thinking. No, we’re not stealing; we aren’t thieves. My friends and I call ourselves Taking Hideous Items Endorsing Fun, A.K.A., T.H.I.E.F., which now that I hear it sounds like we do steal stuff, which is bad, but whatever.

Back to the point, today our mission is to break into Braylen Nagami’s house, also known as the worst tax collector ever, and get our money back. I guess you could call us the modern-day version of Robin Hood, but we’re also the poor people. 

For as long as any of us could remember, Braylen only cared about taking money from poor people, trying to get people like us on the streets where we could get arrested. “Lowering unemployment rates,” he’d say. 

I was five when my mom started cooking for us more. Then, just for me. While I ate at the table, my mom went through the mail. IRS checks, rent, electrical and water bills. One by one they piled up. The white from all the letters contrasted with the dark brown of our kitchen table until there was none of the beautiful oak left. After it began to overflow, we received different types of letters. The yellow eviction notices, and finally red notice checks. 

I was twelve when I first heard the name Braylen Nagami. My mom said he was bleeding us dry, and I started connecting that with the red from the notices. 

One day we arrived home with a padlock on the door and the word EVICTION posted next to it. 

After that, we moved to a smaller apartment, sold most of our belongings, and hardly ever used light. The only water we got was from free water fountains at my school. The first call my mom ever got from the principal was when one of my teachers caught me filling up multiple water bottles. I was expelled that same day, and we couldn’t afford another school, so I was homeschooled. My mom, not having much education herself, tried her best, but it got harder as she began starving herself more to save money on bills.

I was fourteen when my mom got sick. She called out of work for the first time in years because she was unable to move from her bed. I thought it would be gone soon. Two days went by, then three, four, and a whole week. She tried to stand, but I could tell that even the soft carpet felt like needles with every step she took. 

After a month, she got fired because she had used up all her sick days, paid time off, vacation, and personal days. There was nothing we could do. I tried getting a job myself, but was unable to.

After 6 months of living check to check with all our savings, I finally called a doctor. We found out that my mom had cancer. It was very unlikely that she would survive without proper medication. 

I started finding new ways of saving money, and finally bought her a prescription bottle. I thought I had figured it all out, even if I had to skip a few meals. My mom was safe; we could live a life together. 

Of course, all good things have to come to an end. The worst day of my life came around my fifteenth birthday. Someone was knocking on our door, and it echoed through the whole house. For some weird reason, I knew it wasn’t good. 

As I creaked the door open, I saw him, a middle aged man that looked like he had an ego bigger than his dad bod. He was wearing a balenciaga suit, and a smirk on his face. I asked him what was wrong, and he said that we owed more than we had been paying. This was Braylen, and he said that if we didn’t pay it back we would lose everything. 

My mom came to the door and started talking with him. When she closed the door, she said we couldn’t afford her medication anymore. I tried to talk her out of it, but it didn’t work. She started helping out again, trying to make enough money. I could tell she was getting weaker by the day, even if she tried not to show it.

The dreaded day came around Christmas. Waiting at the door for my mom to come home so we could celebrate, I heard someone knock. They told me she had passed away, her sickness had finally killed her. I was too shocked to cry, and had no idea what to do. 

Braylen came back on Christmas, and I lost everything. My first day on the streets was tough. I got beaten up by a gang, thinking I was just another stuck-up rich kid that had an unwelcoming taste of reality. 

Then Carlos found me. Him, Sophie, and the rest of the street kids welcomed me into their community. They told me that they, too, were also victims of Braylen’s cruelty towards struggling families, and some had even been through worse than just that. I’m now sixteen, and today, 4 of us are getting revenge.

Sophie went up to the house and gave the signal when she saw him walking up to the door. I snuck around the corner of the house, careful not to scratch myself on the exposed brick. 

I saw Nathan doing his best to hide in the van parked a few houses down through my periphery as I searched for the vent opening. I figured it was disguised as part of the wall, so I began feeling around. 

It was rough, rocky, almost. I hoped that the vent would be smooth and cool, like metal, so that it would stick out and be easier to find. After 2 minutes of this, we were running out of time. I heard the crackle of the comms through my earpiece.

“Jamie, this is Carlos.”

Not wanting to blow my cover, I whispered into the comms.

“Where’s the vent?”

“A little to your right, push hard, let go. It should come loose.”

I did exactly as he told me, and it worked. I pulled myself up and entered the vent. Time for phase two.

The vents were silver, like a mirror. They nearly blinded me as I turned my phone light on to see. Jeez, guess rich people have no respect for robbers sneaking in through the vents. 

I army-crawled through the tight spaces, somehow navigating the sharp corners without poking my eye out. I spotted the first exit almost right away, and as I looked through the grates, I saw light coming from the kitchen. This meant I was close to the safe room. I went further, and a few corners later, I spotted the next exit. Bingo. Hello safe room. 

I cautiously unscrewed the bolts, making sure not to let anything drop. I fell as gracefully as I could out of the vents, which meant I landed on my face. It hurt, but no complaining here. Phase three.

I walked up to the large, golden safe and put my ear next to the lock. This was the signature trick Carlos had taught me. From the looks of it, the combination was 4 numbers. I slowly twisted the dial while being as quiet as possible to hear it click into place. Tick, tick, four, tick, tick, tick, 9, tick, 0, tick, tick, tick, tick, 7. I was in. Phase 4.

As I looked at the glamorous beauty that was inside the safe, I finally felt satisfaction for my mom’s death. The dozens of gold bars, hundreds of cash stacks, and millions of coins made it all worth it. 

I took the giant burlap sack I had hidden in my suit pocket and began stuffing everything into it. As I did this, I wondered how Sophie could keep this dude busy for so long. Her talking skills are superb, and so are her disguises. I doubted I would even recognize the girl I had been roommates with for a year when she was dressed as a cute little Girl Scout. 

After five minutes, I had finally cleared the entire safe. My burlap was incredibly heavy, so I decided to drag it out. I gave the signal on comms and heard Nathan begin to ‘kidnap’ Sophie. I was trying not to laugh when I heard the panicked screams coming from Braylen’s mouth. For a guy who had ruined so many people’s lives, I was shocked to hear he screamed like a girl. But I had to focus. 

I dragged the bag out as fast as I could. Carlos pulled the van into the front yard, completely ruining the flawless gardening work. I tossed the bag into the back of the van and hopped in myself. We also grabbed Sophie’s Girl Scout cookies gear. I would never let perfectly good sweets go to waste. Final phase, escape.

Carlos slammed the gas pedal as I braced myself to help Nathan and Sophie escape. We caught up to them pretty quickly, and I grabbed their hands and pulled them in as we drove at least one hundred miles per hour. 

I slammed the back doors shut as fast as I could and quickly found a seat before I broke an arm from the way Carlos was driving. When we were at least five miles away from Braylen’s house, we slowed to the speed limit. None of us could stop laughing at the thrill of it all. We had finally gotten revenge on the person who had wronged all of us.

“That was awesome!” Sophie screamed.

“That dude runs so slowly, I was practically speed walking to get away from him.” Nathan added.

“We should totally check the news; I bet it’s already up.” I said.

Carlos joined the conversation from the driver’s seat and said, “I can see the headline now, ‘Rich asshole gets what he deserves by having all his money stolen from him.’ That’s gonna be the best story for weeks!”

We were practically rolling on the floor with laughter. 

After about ten minutes of all of us acting insane, I decided to turn on the news. I really wanted to see if we were famous yet. Unfortunately, the only story was about a supernova. I decided to turn it on anyway.

“Recently, the C.S.S. sent a spacecraft called C.A.T.C.H.E.R. on a test run to see how well it could handle extraterrestrial travel. During the transition from the outermost layer of the Earth’s atmosphere to interstellar space, we encountered a problem in which the craft was put out of commission. After talking with AI software and checking radars, we found that a supernova is predicted to come in 12 hours. This is when the sun will explode and all of humanity will be gone forever. I’m sorry that we had to break this news to you, but I promise that I and many others at Cardier will work as fast as we can to find a solution. In the meantime, please go home to your families and spend as much time with your loved ones as you can.”

We were all speechless as we processed this. How could the entire world be ending right after we had committed the revenge we had been waiting for. This couldn’t be happening. 

Sophie started panicking and crying while Nathan comforted her. I was just sitting on the floor, frozen. Carlos had stopped the car. When I finally came to my senses, I began to panic. Tears streamed down my face until I was completely bawling. Rocking back and forth, I felt Carlos wrap his arms around me in a hug. This was terrifying for all of us. We couldn’t just lose everything again. There has to be a way to fix everything. But I guess if this really is the end, I can say:

Welcome to the apocalypse. We have begun hour one.
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“Mom! I don’t want to do happy family time today!”

“Well, too bad, and no shouting in my house!”

“You just shouted back at me!”


“Leena Gemma Kyst! Do NOT talk back to ME!”


“Ughhh, you’re the worst!”

“What was that?”

“Nothing.”

Hi. My name’s Leena Kyst, and that was me arguing with my mom. She’s always talking about how we need to spend more time together as a family, and I don’t even know how that would be possible. 

She homeschools us, and we aren’t allowed to leave the table until everyone has finished their work. What I mean by that is my mom has to finish her job (I don’t even know what she does), while my sister and I do our schoolwork. Yes, we have to wait until my mom is done typing at the speed of a snail. It’s just as boring and excruciating as anyone would think it is, but you get used to it after a while.

“Hey Leena, so like, what are you wearing to go to the park?” My sister asked.

“Why do you ask?” I responded.

“I was wondering ‘cause ‘you know who’ will be there and I want to wear your fancy sweater.”

Of course, she was talking about her crush, Drew Thompson.

“Why can’t you just wear your own clothes?”

“Because my outfits aren’t cutesy! Please?”

“Sounds like a you problem.”

“Leena, please. I would do the same for you.”

“Why are you acting like this is a life or death situation? I don’t even think I want to go.”

“Well, why are YOU acting like this is so serious? And if you aren’t going, what’s the harm in letting me borrow something?” She did have a point.

“Fine, you can borrow it. But if I see one grass stain on it, I will never let you borrow anything ever again.”

“Eeee! Thank you so much!” She then went to give me a hug, naturally I pushed her away from me. I’m not a big fan of physical touch as you can clearly see, and Margaret definitely is a piece of work, but of course I still love her.

A few minutes later, I headed downstairs ready to face my mother’s wrath about not being ready. 

“Leena Kyst, what are you wearing?” Yep, I was right. Why does she have to overreact about everything?

“You cannot wear that to the park, we will be taking some very nice photos.” She said, I could tell she was warming up for another lecture about proper lady etiquette.

“Well, mother, I have decided not to go to the park for photos.” I could feel my mother’s eyes burning a hole into my head as her fists clenched. She never tolerated disrespect or backtalk, so I knew I was screwed. But what’s life if you don’t take risks and live a little?

“Leena...” Oh great
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