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			Introduction 
by Erica Friedman

		

		
			What does villainy mean to you? This is the question I ask myself every time I read a book or story that purports to portray a supervillain. Is being a villain just being power-hungry or does a villain need to be sociopathic? Does it make a person a villain to want revenge for horrible wrongs, or is that just boring? Is villainy something human and profound or is it something so intrinsic to the human condition that we don’t really understand it any more than we understand “love”?

			 So often supervillains are labeled evil, but turn out to have rather banal dreams of “ruling the world” or “enslaving humanity.” I have often thought about the idea of ruling the world and my reaction has always been… “but think of the paperwork.” Even worse are villains who rant about proving their superiority, only to be taken down by a buff babe in a spandex cape.

			So what is evil? What makes a person a “villain?” Is it intent to harm… or is it something deeper than that?

			Each one of the authors in this amazing collection has taken a completely different approach to answering this question. They have gone above and beyond expressing the idea of evil and supervillainy. They get to the bottom of why villains are the way they are, and what they hope to gain from it. These are dangerous women… and they’ll be glad to let you know exactly why you should fear them.

			Evil. Was it born this way? Maybe these villains knew from the very beginning, maybe not, but by the time you get to meet them, they’ve come through the crucible and learned to accept themselves for who they are.

		

	
		
			Eden’s Revenge 
by Missouri Vaun

		

		
			Missouri Vaun hails from rural, southern Mississippi. She spent twelve years finding her voice working as a journalist in places as disparate as Chicago and Jackson, Miss., all along filing away characters and concepts until they seemed to rise up, fully formed. Her stories are heartfelt, earthy; speak of loyalty and our responsibility to others. She and her wife celebrated their sixth anniversary this summer. They live in northern California. You can visit her site at missourivaun.com

		

	
		
			She hated him. No, hate wasn’t strong enough. She reviled him. Yeah, she reviled him. She watched as Mr. Perfect, David Fleming reached inside his overcoat to retrieve a wallet, exposing the impeccably fitted custom suit underneath. Then he turned to leave the café with his six-dollar coffee without tipping the barista. He never noticed her. She figured her breasts weren’t big enough to get his attention, or maybe it was the way she dressed.

			As he passed her chair she stood abruptly and bumped into him, causing David to spill coffee down the front of his shirt.

			“Fuck!” He shook the scalding beverage from his dripping hand.

			“I’m so sorry.” Eden made a fumbling attempt to wipe at the frothy spill with a few napkins and slipped her fingers lithely inside his jacket.

			“Don’t worry about it. Christ! Just watch where you’re going the next time.” He stepped around her and cursed under his breath as he exited leaving a small puddle of milk and coffee on the floor for someone else to clean up.

			Eden picked up her laptop and moved to a corner table at the back of the coffee shop. She replaced her ear buds under her dark hoodie and looked through David’s wallet. His arrogance made him such an easy mark it almost took the fun out of it. Almost. She’d buy enough random shit online to get his account frozen. He’d likely have to spend the rest of the afternoon straightening everything out with the bank, after he’d reported his cards and ID stolen. Eden was happy to have ruined David Fleming’s day.

			She didn’t look much like her sister, Jordan, so David hadn’t recognized her. He’d never have noticed her if she hadn’t bumped into him. Eden Sorrow could have added the gift of invisibility to her list of qualifications, but she had other skills she’d more cleverly honed. Invisibility simply aided her ability to move freely in and out of venues she would normally never frequent, like expensive coffee houses in midtown Manhattan.

			Like most unhappy thirtysomethings, Eden had not always been this way. She’d begun as so many before her, with hopeful optimism that the world was good and just and people who hurt others were held accountable. This was of course a naïve assumption. She knew that now. Her sister’s death had shown her the truth.

			David hadn’t noticed Jordan for her looks either. He’d noticed her for her talent. And then he’d stolen it from her. He would live to regret his thievery. His six-dollar lattes were about to become a distant memory.

			Eden had carefully catalogued Mr. Perfect’s daily routine, and it gave her great joy that he had no idea what was coming. The gift she was about to bestow upon the masses. The truth was David Fleming wasn’t alone in his callous use and dismissal of those he viewed as lesser. He was a product of a colossal systemic fucked-up-ness that seemed to permeate most of the modern world. Capitalism was eating away America’s soul. David Fleming had been the catalyst for something that had become a much larger crusade for Eden, the demise of the so-called free market system and the wealthy assholes who profited from it.

			Capitalism was, in her opinion, ephemeral. A network of virtual goods that only benefitted an entitled few who propped up the whole system. Eden Sorrow had a skeleton key to that virtual world and she was about to use it.

			She downed the last sips of her overpriced black coffee, adjusted her hoodie, stowed her laptop in her shoulder bag, and headed for the subway. It would take three, maybe four hours to get back to her place near Lake Desolation. If she caught the train now she could beat the commuter traffic from Kingston heading north. She had to prepare before tomorrow’s big show, and she wanted to make sure she didn’t overlook even the smallest detail.

			Thinking of tomorrow’s event as a show made her smile. What she had in mind was a curtain drop on the final act of a play that had wearied its audience into numb passivity. Tomorrow, the curtain would fall and the stage lights would go dark, for good.
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			Grey Bishop pulled off the highway onto a wet, rutted gravel road. The battered mailbox at the end of the drive had the number 69 stenciled on the side with no name. At least the scenery on the way up from the city had been nice. The most recent April shower had cleared during her three hour drive to reveal spring’s arrival in the newly sprouted greenery along the state parkway.

			If Grey had been in the mood for a scenic drive this would have been the perfect day. As it was though, she was annoyed to be saddled with what was likely to be a wild goose chase. The Feds usually investigated anything they deemed a significant cyber attack. The fact that they’d turned this hunting expedition over to the locals meant they didn’t perceive this lead to present a credible threat.

			She’d drawn the short straw so here she was in the middle of fucking nowhere to question a woman named Eden Sorrow. What kind of name was that, anyway? She pulled her unmarked dark sedan up in front of a century old farmhouse in need of paint. The minute she stepped out of the car she regretted wearing her good shoes. Fuck. The mud made a sucking sound when she pulled her shoe free. She took tentative steps toward the porch, trying to avoid the worst of the mud.

			Before she knocked, Grey leaned sideways to peer into one of the smudged front windows. She didn’t see any movement. She gave the yard a slow sweeping glance. A Mercedes was parked inside what had probably at one time been a barn. Not a nice Mercedes, one of those puke yellow early 80s diesel jobs that every greenie was now converting to biodiesel so you smelled French fries if you tailgated.

			Grey knocked and waited. After a moment she tried again. This time she heard footsteps and the door opened. The file said this woman’s hacker handle was NrdGrl so she’d expected a pimply faced, nerdy science type. The centerfold for sexy librarians greeted Grey instead. She certainly didn’t need to hide behind a laptop or an anonymous hacker handle. She was about five-eight, with a slender girlish build, light brown hair with blond highlights, and dark framed glasses. The frames offset the bluest eyes Grey had ever seen. She was wearing an oversized oxford shirt and an extremely short plaid miniskirt with Converse sneakers.

			After too many moments of silence, Grey realized she’d been caught staring. She cleared her throat. “Excuse me, I’m looking for Eden Sorrow.”

			“That’s me.”

			“I’m Detective Grey Bishop.” Grey flashed her badge. “Do you mind if I ask you a few questions?”

			“What about?”

			“Some recent activity in your area of expertise.”

			“Okay, I guess.” Eden shrugged and stepped to the side of the door. “Would you like to come in?”

			“Yeah, thank you.” But then she hesitated and looked down at her muddy wingtips.

			“You can take them off just inside the door.”

			Grey nodded. She’d definitely lost a few intimidation points by following Eden further into the house in socks.

			“I won’t take up much of your time. I just have a few questions.” Once inside Grey tried to visually document every detail of the room. There wasn’t much to see. Her first impression was the décor didn’t fit the owner. This place looked like someone’s grandparents had decorated it, complete with a faded floral print sofa and doilies on the coffee table.

			“Would you like some coffee? I was just about to have a cup.” Eden left her in the living room and headed toward the kitchen at the back of the house.

			“Sure. Thanks.” Alone in the room for a moment, Grey leaned into the two adjoining rooms for a quick look. The socks made it easy to move about without making too much noise.

			One room looked like a study. An open laptop rested on the desk. The wallpaper featured a pink skull with crossbones. Cute. The other room contained a neatly made bed and one small dresser. It looked oddly unlived in.

			Grey returned to the main living room before Eden did. As Eden handed her a mug of black coffee she motioned for Grey to sit.

			Eden sank into an armchair and watched the detective as she shifted on the sagging sofa, crossing and then uncrossing her legs. Eden could tell that she made Grey nervous. She liked that. Grey was tall with dark brooding eyes, fashionably disheveled short brown hair, leanly built with slight curves in all the right places. The stiff white dress shirt was open just enough to reveal a tempting view of her delicate collar bone. Grey Bishop was incredibly sexy.

			 “Sorry, I drink mine black so I never have cream on hand.” Eden nodded toward the coffee in Grey’s hand.

			“Just the way I like it.”

			“Is Grey your real name?”

			“It’s a family name.”

			“Interesting name for a woman.”

			“I suppose.” Grey sipped the coffee and averted her eyes. Eden was fairly sure they’d been focused on her legs. “Miss Sorrow, I came to ask you about the power outage that happened a few months ago.”

			“Power outage?” Eden played dumb. She wasn’t about to reveal anything to this cop, regardless of how hot she was. As Grey leaned back into the sofa the handgrip of her sidearm was barely visible in a brown holster beneath her dark jacket.

			“We’re investigating the possibility that the outage was caused by a computer virus. You work with computers, right? Your hacker handle is NrdGrl?”

			“Yeah, that’s me. You know, being a hacker isn’t a crime.”

			“I didn’t say it was.”

			“In fact, a unifying trait among hackers is a strong sense of curiosity. We just like to see if we can figure things out. Curiosity wasn’t a crime the last time I checked either.”

			“Do you know anything about the outage, Ms. Sorrow?”

			Did Grey know something or was she just fishing? Eden decided the detective had no idea what really went down.

			The blackout had been caused by a software bug Eden planted into the alarm system at a control room of the FirstEnergy Corporation in Ohio to find out how vulnerable the system was, apparently, very. Alarms were supposed to prompt technicians to reroute power from overloaded grids. The lack of alarms left operators unaware of the need to re-distribute power, which triggered a race condition in the control software. Unexecuted functions backlogged and what could have been a manageable local blackout cascaded into massive widespread distress on the power grid. Boom. The lights went out for ten million people in Ontario and forty-five million in the States. Eden’s little test run had gone brilliantly.

			“I don’t know anything about the outage, except that I lost power out here for more than a week.” Eden sipped her coffee and waited for Grey’s next stupid question. Then something occurred to her and she smiled, maybe Grey liked to play dumb also.

			“That’s an interesting ring.” Grey said and took a sip of her coffee.

			For a moment Eden forgot that Grey was someone to be wary of. The comment was casual, almost personal. She fingered the bulky silver band on her middle finger. A lightning bolt was cut into the face. “I like electricity. Lightning fascinates me.” Why had she shared such a personal detail with Grey? Maybe she was leaving Grey clues to her psyche. Did she want Grey to save her? No, not really. She didn’t need to be saved.

			“I like lightning storms too.” Grey’s voice sounded wistful and for a moment her gaze seemed far away. She cleared her throat and leaned forward, downing the last of her coffee. “This place, it doesn’t look like you, if you don’t mind me saying so.”

			“It belonged to my grandparents. I don’t come up here very much.” Eden shifted in her chair. She had things to do, and Grey was a distraction. “I’m sorry I can’t be of more help, but there’s a project I really need to get back to.” Eden nodded in the direction of the laptop on the desk in the adjoining room.

			“Of course.” Grey stood and walked toward the door. She slipped on her muddy shoes, but before stepping off the porch she turned to Eden. “Here’s my card. If by chance you come across any information about that blackout, please give me a call.”

			“Sure.” Eden stood in the door, rubbing the embossed letters of the card between her fingers as she watched Grey drive away. She didn’t think for one minute that Grey bought her story about this place belonging to her grandparents, but by the time Ms. Detective figured anything out it would be too late.

			Eden locked the door, picked up her laptop and stepped into the closet of the bedroom. The real reason she’d bought this place was fifty feet underground. The closet had a false floor that opened onto a narrow stairway. At the bottom built into the concrete floor was a circular steel door that looked as if it belonged on a submarine. Eden swung the handle around four times and the hatch popped loose, behind it was a room full of equipment.

			She’d lucked out when she found this place. It had belonged to a survivalist prepper and his wife who thought having a black president was the last sign of the apocalypse. The husband had been an engineer and had built a fallout shelter with everything someone would need to survive a nuclear bomb, a zombie invasion, extreme climate change, or any combination of the three. But then he’d died. Turned out cancer claimed him before the apocalypse could. His wife didn’t want to keep the place after that. She sold it to Eden for cash and moved south to be with her kids.

			Her sister’s life insurance policy had given Eden more than enough to buy the place. She couldn’t have constructed a better hideout if she’d tried to build one herself.

			The wife had sold her everything, including the firearms that her husband had amassed. Eden wasn’t really interested in guns. She preferred Tasers, but the battery of firepower did have a certain intimidation factor. In a small room off the main control center were two pre-ban AR-15s with 50 magazines, other handguns ranging from .22 to .44 magnum, several hunting rifles of various calibers, four surplus bolt-action .30 caliber rifles and stores of ammunition. The man was serious about guns.

			The farmhouse had water from nearby wells stored in uphill tanks and a 5,000-gallon underground water storage container fed by recovered rainwater from the metal roof. Electrical panels configured to allow essential circuits to be powered by a propane generator, or by photovoltaic panels.

			In the control room there was a suite of base and mobile radio gear, with matching low profile dipole and vertical antennas that blended in with the surrounding trees.

			Above ground the house looked like shit, below ground it was like a fortified doomsday shelter.

			The only thing Eden had to take care of herself was converting her car. She’d attended a few prepper meetings herself and learned that the best candidate for surviving an electro magnetic pulse blast would be a governor based diesel because it had a compression ignition, rather than a spark ignition. She just had to get a mechanic friend to replace the cables for the starter and batteries with heavier gauge protected wires with shielding grounded to the car frame.

			Eden picked up a small, framed photo of Jordan. She traced her index finger along the shape of her face. She’d been so beautiful, so full of life. David Fleming had taken all of that away.

			Jordan and Eden couldn’t have been more different. Where Eden was introverted, Jordan was the life of any party. She was a talented clothing designer and had just gotten a spread in Designer Weekly leading up to fashion week. Jordan was living her dream, until David bought her clothing line, her brand.

			Only, to Jordan, her creations weren’t a “brand,” they were her life. Those designs were part of her. The fashion industry was brutal and unforgiving and once you fell from grace it was nearly impossible to regain that position. Jordan had sunk into a deep depression that ended in suicide.

			Eden couldn’t save her. The familiar knot of grief rose in her throat.

			Jordan was a talented woman who had always played by the rules, done what she was supposed to do and had succeeded, only to be brought down by a shallow, fake-tanned shyster like David Fleming.

			Eden brushed a tear away with her hand.

			Tomorrow would be the end of David Fleming. Eden could only hope that he was in the elevator shaft in his high-rise building when the device detonated. She liked the thought of him being trapped for hours, days even. Then he’d have some time to think about everything he’d done.

			She logged into her computer and input keystrokes. Once she hit execute it would only take the missile twenty minutes to reach the proper altitude over Kansas to do the most damage. The powers that be would be scrambling, looking for someone to blame. They’d likely assume it was Russia or North Korea rather than someone in their own backyard. The government was too distracted by their war on terror to see the terror they’d fostered at home.
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			Back at the station, Grey was puzzling over her encounter with Eden. Everything about that visit to the farm had been wrong. She decided to dig a little deeper. The file on Eden Sorrow now seemed woefully incomplete. There had to be more of a story.

			She sipped coffee as she scanned the screen for threads to follow. Then something caught her eye. Another name, Jordan Sorrow. Grey clicked through several screens until she found the coroner’s report on Jordan’s suicide. Foul play wasn’t suspected but why would a seemingly beautiful and successful woman kill herself?

			Grey spent two hours reading everything she could find about Jordan Sorrow, whose life read like a screenplay for a movie. Hers was a rags-to-riches tale of a talented designer making it big in the competitive fashion industry. Then her line of clothing was bought by David Fleming, who turned it into a mass-market sensation before moving onto his next acquisition. Fleming’s business model sounded more like the entertainment industry, using actors and other famous types to promote his clothing lines.

			 A few fashion insider blogs hinted at some confrontation between Fleming and Jordan Sorrow. Would someone really kill herself over fashion? Maybe Grey just didn’t get it. She didn’t give ten minutes of thought to her daily wardrobe. White shirt, dark suit, black shoes, done.

			Okay, enough of Jordan Sorrow. Back to what she was really looking for before she’d spiraled down the rabbit hole.

			Grey pulled up property records for the farmhouse. Just as she’d expected, it hadn’t belonged to Eden’s grandparents. The property had been cited in a complaint a few years back. The previous owner had pulled a gun on someone from the utilities company and then he was later fined for carrying a sidearm into a pastry shop in Saratoga Springs.

			Grey was unable to find much on Eden Sorrow directly. Her file was thin for a reason. Either Eden had never done anything or she’d never gotten caught. She’d attended NYU and graduated with dual degrees in political science and computer science. And then nothing. It was as if she’d evaporated into thin air after graduation. The only reason she’d shown up on the FBI’s radar at all was because she’d been named by a fellow hacker in an investigation into a breach of security with Suisse Bank, funds were missing from the accounts of several investors, one of whom was David Fleming. A connection between Eden and the missing funds had never been found. Still, there must have been some connection with Jordan’s death otherwise why would Eden have paid any attention to David Fleming?

			Grey now had more questions she wasn’t going to get answers to unless she went back to the source. But was there enough evidence to warrant another drive out to Lake Desolation or was her libido leading her around again? A mental picture of Eden’s legs tucked beneath her, wearing that very revealing mini skirt was seared in Grey’s brain. She logged out and leaned back in her chair to stretch, her back was stiff from the drive and sitting for two hours hunched over the keyboard.

			“Hey, Bishop, we’re heading over to Mike’s Pub. You coming?” Frank, a burly fellow with a perpetual five o’clock shadow was pulling on his wrinkled jacket nearby.

			“Yeah, sure.” A drink sounded appealing, preferably something strong enough to get her mind off Eden. She wasn’t sure why, but the woman had gotten to her and she feared she wasn’t going to be able to stop thinking about her anytime soon.
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			Eden checked the coordinates again. Once the launch sequence was initiated it would take only twenty minutes for the missile to reach the airspace over central Kansas.

			The Starfish Prime detonation over the Pacific Ocean in the sixties had disrupted radio and electronic equipment eight hundred miles away in Hawaii and this was going to be a much larger HEMP device. The high-altitude electromagnetic pulse weapon’s detonation would be picked up by power lines which would act as antennas to conduct the energy shockwave into the electronic systems of cars, planes, computers and communications equipment. Everything would be affected.

			North America would get the reboot it so badly needed, a huge wake up call for the comatose masses. And David Fleming would lose everything. That was the cherry on top. He’d have no access to funds or services. He’d be like a helpless fucking baby. Did the man even have any friends he could turn to? She doubted it.

			She paused for a moment wondering what Jordan would say about all of this. She’d probably say Eden was going too far. But Eden was tired of finding small ways to hurt David. The whole system needed to come down so no one else could be hurt by it.

			She leaned back in her chair and laughed, maybe she was spending too much time alone. Grey’s card caught her eye and she picked it up and ran her fingers over the number. Maybe she should call the sexy detective and turn herself in. Yeah, that sounded like a truly inspired idea. Once the power grid went down there’d be no more online dating or chat rooms or cell phones. She’d be left with nothing but freeze-dried dinners and shelves full of her favorite books. Maybe she should consider finding someone to share her fallout shelter with. She wondered if the sexy detective liked to read. Eden picked up the phone and dialed Grey’s number.

			The phone rang once, twice.

			“Hello?”

			Eden could barely hear Grey’s voice above the cacophony of background noise. “Detective? This is Eden Sorrow.”

			“Hang on.” After a moment, the noise lessened. “Sorry, I had to step outside so that I could hear you. Who is this?”

			“Eden Sorrow.”

			“Hi.”

			“Hi.” She’d obviously caught Grey by surprise. Cute. “Listen, I realized that I do have some information that might be helpful. Could we meet?”

			“Sure. I could drive back out tomorrow but it would be early evening before I could get there.”

			Perfect. Just in time for the light show. “That would work. I’ll be here.”

			Eden clicked off. She couldn’t help smiling as she dropped the landline phone back into its cradle. She walked through the main control room of her underground playground, through the pantry filled with freeze-dried and canned goods and into the small bedroom space. She pulled a book from a nearby shelf and fell backward onto the bed. She would read a bit of Cormac McCarthy’s Blood Meridian before she fell asleep and dreamed about the end of the world.
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			Eden sealed the hatch and climbed the narrow stairs to the main floor of the house. She’d input the launch sequence and the virus that would keep anyone from stopping it, should any system alarms get triggered. Grey was late. If she delayed much longer Eden would have to drive out and pick her up because as soon as the HEMP detonated Grey’s car would be dead and she’d be on foot.

			She backed the old Mercedes out of the barn and drove toward the main road. She reached the end of her long narrow drive at the same moment that Grey’s dark sedan turned off the paved road. The lane was too narrow for either of them to pass so Eden switched the car off. She reached for a small, black, insulated box on the passenger seat before she got out.

			“Sorry, it took me longer than I expected to get here. Are you leaving?” Grey stood behind the open door of her vehicle. The sun had dipped to the horizon. Darkness was moments away. Grey reached back and switched off her headlights.

			“I was driving out to find you.”

			“Really? Why?”

			“Well, any moment a high altitude nuclear electromagnetic device is going to detonate and when it does, your car won’t work.”

			Grey stepped to the front of the car. They were standing about ten feet apart. Eden could see the confused look on Grey’s face, even in the waning evening light.

			“What?”

			“Yeah, hopefully we’ll be able to see the debris fireball stretching along Earth’s magnetic field. Within three minutes of the detonation we should be able to see an air-glow aurora even from here.” Eden watched Grey reach for the holstered weapon under her jacket. She pulled the gun, but kept it low at her side.

			“Eden, what have you done? An EMP device will knock out everything.” Grey took a step forward. “You don’t want to do this. This will have long-term, catastrophic consequences for everyone.”

			“I know. It’ll cause cascading effects on all interdependent infrastructures, possibly lasting for months. Pretty rad, huh?” Eden didn’t want to gloat, but she couldn’t help smiling.

			“Eden, people will die from lack of services. Innocent people. David Fleming won’t be the only one who suffers.”

			Ah, so Grey Bishop wasn’t dumb after all. Good. Smart women were so much more attractive.

			“But he will suffer and that’s what really matters.” Eden rubbed her hand over the box she held. She was impatient, but she knew she had to wait for it.

			“So you’d take down the whole world just to hurt one person?”

			“Americans always see themselves as the whole world.” Eden shifted her stance and cocked her head. “I’m fairly certain China will be unaffected by the blast.”

			Grey turned as a flash of light erupted to the southwest. Bands of light danced as the glow silently expanded over the horizon. It looked like all the photos Eden had seen of the northern lights. She enjoyed the view for a moment, then, while Grey was still distracted Eden removed the Taser from the small box and fired it at Grey.

			Grey absorbed the electric jolt like a solid kick to her chest. It tossed her backward and she hit the ground hard. Her whole body vibrated. Her skin felt numb and hot at the same time, every muscle rigid. She couldn’t make her arms move. Eden stood over her looking down. She kicked the handgun away from her paralyzed hand with the rubber toe of her sneakers.

			“The explosion releases a blast of gamma rays into the mid-stratosphere, which ionizes and the electrons interact with the Earth’s magnetic field to produce a much stronger EMP than is normally produced in the denser air at lower altitudes. Thus the amazing light show.” Eden switched the Taser off.

			Grey no longer felt the charge pulsing through her body, but her limbs were weak and her rattled brain struggled to understand what Eden was saying.

			Eden knelt beside Grey, pulled the handcuffs from her belt, and Grey felt the vague sensation of the cuffs closing around her wrists.

			“You know that power outage you asked me about? Did you know that with the power grid down the Milky Way was visible to the naked eye? Without all the air pollution and light pollution I saw the Milky Way from my front yard. It was beautiful.” Eden dragged Grey toward her car. With some effort she hoisted Grey’s weakened body into the back seat and closed the door.

			Grey sensed motion as the car turned around. The cool leather of the back seat was soothing against her heated skin and the smell of French fries filled the airspace leaking in from the sunken space between the back seat and the trunk of the car.

			Handcuffed, twitching and weak in a near fetal position, Grey came to the disturbing conclusion that Eden Sorrow was insane. The hot ones always were.
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