
Betrayal 

	 Inhale. 
	 Aim. 
	 Exhale. 
	 Release. 
	 The bullet flies through the air, landing an inch from the target. I 
groan. I’m still an inch off. My aim isn’t getting better. I try again. Closer. 
The door to the shooting arena bursts open and Chaos, my fellow field 
agent, ducks inside just as I shoot another bullet.

	 “HQ just contacted. Mission prep in five.” Chaos informs me before 
exiting the room. 

	 Mission? I’ve been at Scale for two days and Hawke is already 
putting me in the field?

	 I bury my confusion and follow Chaos. We enter a spacious room, 
mainly occupied by a hologram. I recognize the holographic display as the 
ruins of the Empire State Building or as Scale knows it, the HQ of our 
sworn enemy, Mirage. 

	 After the New York Insurgency, the Empire State Building was rubble. 
The landmark faded so Mirage took advantage of the vacancy and claimed 
the wreckage as their headquarters. We call it the Mirage Ruins. No one 
from Scale has gone inside and lived to tell the tale. 

	 Agent Hawke waves a hand at the holographic display and Ransom, 
our scientist, inserts a code into a slim keypad. 

	 “Precisely three weeks ago, Mirage stole a powerful artifact from a 
Scale safe house.” Hawke says, her gloved hand motioning to the 
hologram, which now display a large rock. “HQ wants us get it back. “

	 Simple. 

	 “Ransom, you will send seven drones from our base to the Mirage 
Ruins. You will scout the wreckage and find the artifacts coordinates. 
Chaos will provide additional support from the air.”

	 Hello? What about me? Don’t I get an important job? 

	 “Raven,” I jerk my head up at Hawke’s mention of my name. “You 
will perform the extraction.” 

	 Whoa, I’ve been here for two days. I only finished training last week. 
Remember the whole no-agent-ever-making-it-out-alive thing. She can’t 
just send me to my death sentence.




	 But without another word, Hawke, Chaos and Ransom exit the room, 
leaving no room for discussion. 


_____________________________


	 “Prepare to land.” Hawke places a compact pistol in my hand, which 
I thrust into my holster, then tests her bluetooth.

 	 So this is mission prep. When I was in training, I was tricked into 
believing that I would get a pep talk and lollipop. Sad. 

	  The plane lands with ease and the air pressure releases. The door 
glides open, glittering golden light gifting temporary blindness. When my 
sight is returned, my phone lights up with an encrypted message 
concerning the coordinates. I file the information, storing it for a time when 
it is better fit. Within seconds, a second message appears. The “go-
ahead” from Hawke. 

	 The pilot, Ember, postioned the plane nine blocks from the Mirage 
Ruins. Convenient, except now I have to walk nine blocks. Yay, me.

	  I make my way from the plane to a cozy coffee shop, trying my best 
to blend in as a normal 19-year-old girl. I enter the coffee shop, 
inconspicuously ordering a iced americano. In a few moments the barista 
hands me my drink and I head out. 

	 Just blend in. My instructor’s tips about undercover work spill into 
my mind as I continue walking down the sidewalk. Don’t draw attention. I 
cross the street while sipping my coffee, trying my best to calm my frantic 
heart.

	 What if I don’t make it out? What if I don’t get the artifact? What if 
Mirage captures me? What if I get interrogated? What if I spill classified 
information? Stop. I demand my thoughts. It’ll be fine. I can do this.  
	 I round the corner and the crumbled remains of a popular tourist 
destination looms in front of me. The bottom floors seem to be intact, so I 
head there first. Remembering the coordinates Ransom sent me, I pull my 
phone from my jacket pocket. I try to open the message before 
remembering that my entire life is now classified. The screen blinks red 
and I enter the code. 4300754-R221-846A. The color fades away and I set 
the coordinates to my GPS. 

	 Allowing my digital nagivigator to lead the way, I find myself before a 
door. Without letting myself to hesitate, I push the door open and reveal a 
small room. Walls? Gray. Floors? Gray. They must have a very talented 



designer. The Gray Room holds no furniture or doors, only an archway 
leading to a hallway. I pull my pistol from my stiff new holster and start 
down the hallway.

	 The hallway ends in a large room consisting of a grand spiral 
staircase. My phone screen encases a arrow pointing to the staircase, so I 
start the ascension. The old structure bends beneath my feet. Slow and 
steady. Slow and steady. Slow and-

	 A loud crash from my left startles me and my head jerks up. The third 
step from the bottom practically disintegrated 

	 I breathe a sigh of relief. I thought Mirage agents were coming. 

	 Wait. Why haven’t mirage agents come yet? I expected a little more 
resistance. I’m not complaining, but this isn’t what I expected. 

	 I climb the last step and look around. The coordinates point towards 
the first door to my right. I walk towards the entrance to what looks like a 
large closet. I push the door open and it squeaks in protest. 

	 There it is. The artifact I just risked my life to retrieve. 

	 It’s a... rock? A boring useless rock. I snort in disbelief. Well, I’ve 
made it this far without dying, might as well keep going. I take a step 
fowards. Then I stand absolutely still to maintain silence. 

	 A floorboard creaks. 

	 My blood freezes. 

	 My heart stops.

	 I. Can’t. Breathe. 

	 I grip my pistol so tight my fingers cramp. But no one comes. Maybe 
i imagined it. I’m just paranoid. 

	 Suddenly three agents dressed in black block the entrance, guns 
pointed. I jump backwards nearly falling over. I move my finger to the 
trigger and prepare to shoot. But I can’t shoot them all before they get to 
me. I can’t believe Hawke sent me in alone. 

	 A small crash from somewhere behind me draws my attention away 
from the agents but all I see a fist flying towards me before my goes black. 


______________________________


	 Cold.

	 Wet.

	 Bright. 




	 I peel my eyes open against the blinding light in my eyes. A tall 
blonde woman in black stands before me holding a empty glass and a 
flashlight. 

	 “So, you’re not dead.” The woman declares before asking “Who are 
you and who sent you?”

	 Of course. Go right ahead and start the questions. No need for 
formality’s, like introducing yourself or apologizing for my wet clothing. 

	 “I could ask you the same questions.” I glare at her.

	 “Oh forgive me. I always make a habit of introduce myself to the 
prisoner.” The blonde woman says and I can clearly hear the sarcasm.

	 “You want to know who sent us?” The woman steps towards me and 
pulls out a gun. “I’m Lyric, Mirage’s top interrogator.”

	 “I could’ve guessed that.” I says with as much sass as I can muster.

	 Lyric scoffs. “They want to know who sent you.”

	 “I-I don’t know want talking about. Please don’t hurt me. I don’t even 
know who Mirage.” I think I almost fake a tear.

	 She places the gun to my shoulder. I hold in a gasp, refusing to let 
her see my fear. I swallow hard.

	 “I going to ask you one more time before I start shooting. Who sent 
you?” She says.

	 “Why should I tell you?”

	 “Fear makes people do remarkable things.” She presses the gun into 
my skin until we’re both sure it’ll leave a bruise.

	 “Nice line. Did they teach you that in Mirage training?” I says with a 
smart smile.

	 “So, you admit you know about Mirage.” She says with a sense of 
satisfaction 

	 Oops. Might as well play along. “Oh I know everything about 
Mirage.”

	 “Really?” She raises an eyebrow. “Spill.”

	 “Well, I can’t just give away Mirage intelligence.” I smile. She glares. 

	 “Stop with the games. Who sent you?” She demands through 
clenched teeth.

	 “If you must know I was sent by a classified organization bent on 
destroying you and your whole twisted league.”

	 “That’s better.” She smiles a sick smile that makes me immediately 
regret telling her anything. “Now all you have is continue telling us 
information until Quill gets here, then the real pain will start.” She pulls the 
gun away and slides it back into the holster but none of my fear fades with 
it.




______________________________


	 “Well, well, well.” 

	 The deep foreign voice startles me and I start from the chair. Ropes 
hold me down. I groan. I forgot about the restraints.

	 “Calm down, darling.” The voice says in a way that both soothes me 
and makes my want to puke.

	 I hear footsteps, echoing as high-heeled shoes do. It’s probably 
Lyric. I never got a good look at her footwear choices but she seem like a 
high-heels kind of person. I groan internally. 

	 The mystery voice hums as it moves closer. I hear it behind me. Then 
to my right. Within seconds a middle aged man stands before me. 

	 Everything about this mans screams at me to run. The holsters lining 
his waist. The knifes covering the side of his dark jeans. The brass 
knuckles peeking out of the pocket of his black leather jacket. 

	 “Lyric tells me you were sent by a rival organization, but refused to 
give up the name.” He leans towards me and whispers “I hope the name 
Hawke doesn’t ring a bell.” 

	 My head spins. How could a Mirage agent know that? Scale keep 
everything classified and Hawke was one of their best agents. 

	 My internal reaction must show because the man-who I assume is 
Quill-clicks his teeth

	 “Ahh,” Quill says in his signature repulsive voice. “So it does.”

	 “How do you know that name?” I say, lightheaded.

	 “Oh, darling, I’ve known that name for years.” He says. “Hmm, 
should I tell you how I know of it” He looks at the ceiling for a moment. 
“Might as well, I’m going to kill you anyway.” 

	 I swallow hard and brace myself for whatever comes next. 

	 “Darling, every Mirage agent knows her name. There is much 
disagreement within this organization. But no one argues the position of 
our dear leader.”

	 My world spins. 

	 I lose track of what happens after that. The frantic blur passes before 
my eyes. I spot Hawke from the corner of my eye. I gag. How could she 
betray Scale?




	 “Raven, let’s go.” Lyrics hushed whisper catch’s me off guard and I 
raise a fist. She catches my hand as it flies towards her face. She grabs 
my shoulder and pulls me to the exit. I leave the interrogation room in 
absolute confusion. 

	 “What are you doing?” I ask. 

	 “Saving your life.” Lyric drags me behind her as we weave through 
MIrage Headquarters.

	 “Right. Of course.” I roll my eyes. “And why should I trust you?

	 “Because I was sent here by Scale. I’ve been undercover for the last 
four months.”

	 Too much, too fast. My head spins as we burst through the exit, 
much needed fresh air filling my lungs. 

	 Lyric sprints down the street and I follow, still unsure of why I 
suddenly trust her. Anyone could say they were on my side just to gain my 
trust. Maybe it’s because I don’t have a side anymore. I spent the last five 
years training for this, For a life at Scale. And know the only leadership is 
gone. I don’t really know what to do with myself anymore. 

	 Hundreds of questions flood my brain as we walk down the New 
York street with seemingly no fixed destination. Suddenly, the smell of 
grilled beef wafts through the air and my stomach grumbles. Without a 
word Lyric and I both turn towards the aroma and walks towards the smalll 
diner. Because burgers make everything better. 


Thank you, thank you, thank you to my sister for proof-reading and 
reminding me when I forgot very important details. 


