
I had always thought I would be a main character in a story. When I was young, people 

told me I was smart, special, beautiful, talented, and full of potential. I believed them. Why 

wouldn’t I? I was in the best classes, had lots of friends, and played the lead in the school plays.  

With age came mediocrity. Other kids were smarter, some girls prettier, and the 

competition more talented. I floundered in the middle for a while, frustrated, but sure that I 

would make a great comeback. That would make for an inspirational story to share when people 

asked how I did it. How I MADE it.   

After years of trying to be the heroine, the good protagonist, I got tired. I got tired of 

participation awards, pitiful looks, and wasted time. I got tired of everyone else’s disappointment 

weighing my own down further. I got tired of the idea of working so hard only to stay a side 

character. It seemed the passing love interest, best friend, or comedic relief was all that I could 

become.  

Until I realized there was another character I was forgetting. The character that drove a 

story, that made everything possible. The villain.   

Being a villain was easier than I ever could have dreamed. I started small. Stopped 

holding doors open, didn’t offer help to anyone, wouldn't smile at strangers. It was freeing, so I 

kept going. I took things I wanted without asking, fought when I got caught, and hurt those 

weaker than me. I was finally a character of note, no longer someone forgettable and dismissed 

by the world.   

Now, sitting in the back of a cruiser, I know it was always meant to be this way. I was 

born to be the iconic villain. The bad girl. Tomorrow’s news will be filled with talk of my 

capture. People loved and hated me for it, but they would remember my name.   

 


