
Diabolical  
By   Shea   Standish  

 
The   hero   stood   behind   my   incredibly   oversized   chair,   stuffed   by   the   hair   of   the  

underdogs   I’d   killed,   and   covered   by   their   tanned   skin.   Or   at   least   that’s   what   I   told   people…   In  
reality,   it   was   just   a   chair.   I   mean,    technically,    it   was   what   I   claimed.   Technically.   But   honestly,   it  
was   just   made   of   cows.   Just   like   almost   every   other   leather   chair   in   existence,   except   for   the  
ones   that   vegans   have.   I’m   sure   that   they’re   made   of    fake   cow   leather,   just   like   they   have   fake  
food   and   probably   fake   dogs   and   cats,   because   of   ‘animal   cruelty’.   Not   to   take   a   jab   at   vegans.  
Some   of   my   best   friends   are   vegans!   Dont   judge   me!   I   see   your   eyes   looking   at   this   page  
menacingly,   ready   to   report   this   story   to   google   docs   for   discrimination   or   something.   Dont.  
Please.   
 

Now   remember,   I   thought   to   myself,   it’s   important   to   intimidate.   
‘Intimidate.’   I   muttered   to   myself,   ‘Intimidate-Intimidate-Intimidate-Intimidate-Intimidate!’  

Its   funny   how   if   you   say   that   word   enough   times   it   becomes   meaningless.  
 
I   laughed   menacingly   and   spun   around   sharply   in   my   chair.   In   my   mind,   it   went   perfectly  

and   the   hero   was   so   scared   he   wet   his   pants,   but   in   reality,   the   chair   spun   around   in   a   circle  
three   times   -   You   heard   me.   THREE   TIMES!   -   Before   I   was   able   to   stop   it.   I   know   what   you’re  
thinking.   What   kind   of   villain   is   this?!   And   honestly,   I’m   just   one   trying   to   earn   some   cash,   so  
please   don’t   judge   me.   I   finally   stopped   in   front   of   him,   and   I   could   tell   was   trying   not   to   laugh.  
Oh   well,   I   could   still   save   my   reputation.  

 
“MWAHAHAHAHA”   I   laughed   10x   louder   than   him,   establishing   my   dominance   just   like  

the   guide   I   got   said   to.   Technically,   it   was   for   owners   of   dogs   who   wanted   to   bite   them,   but   this  
was   roughly   the   same   thing,   right?   “You   have   fallen   for   my   diabolical   plot!”   I   smirked.   This   was  
where   I   got   him   in   a   corner.   Metaphorically,   of   course.   It   would   be   awkward   if   I   did   it   in   a   physical  
sense.   

 
“Seriously?   You’re   making   capturing   you   wayyy   to   easy”   He   spoke!   This   isn’t   how   it   goes  

in   the   comics!   Or   the   dog   training   book!   What   should   I   do?   I   panicked.  
 
“DOWN   FLUFFY”   I   used   my   most   menacing   voice.   He   moved   towards   me   with  

handcuffs.   Handcuffs,   I   tell   you!   How   rude!   The   decorum   of   hero-villain   confrontations   states  
that   the   villain   must   go   on   an   evil   tangent,   revealing   all   of   their   plans   to   the   hero    before    the   hero  
captures   them.   Honestly!   He   got   even   closer.   I   started   to   get   out   of   my   seat.   Then   he   made   a  
grab   for   me!   

 
“I   thought   you   were   supposed   to   wait   until    after    the   first   date   to   make   a   move.”   I   raised  

my   eyebrows   at   him.   He   stood   there   red-faced.   I   knew   it!   If   you   can’t   catch   ‘em,   embarrass   ‘em.  
At   least   that’s   something   I   could   do.   

 



I   moved   awkwardly   towards   the   window,   tripping   over   my   cat   and   face   planting   before   I  
dragged   myself   onto   the   window   sill   and   tried   to   hoist   one   leg   over   it.   There   was   a   fire   escape  
below.   

“You   haven’t   seen   the   last   of   me,   peasant!”   I   threw   my   other   leg   over   and   landed   on   the  
rickety   fire   escape.   This   was   perfect!   At   least   that’s   what   I   thought,   until   I   remembered   one  
essential   fact.   I   was   afraid   of   heights.  


