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1:  

 That fucker.  

 Gia’s fists curled involuntarily, forcing her knuckles to protrude even more 

from her bony hands. The skin on the back of her hands was already taut from being 

stressed and stretched so many times, but Gia didn’t care. All she could think about 

was Ralph. She hated that bony assed, bug-eyed little fucker more than she’d ever 

hated anyone. It consumed her: she could feel the hatred licking at her bones like 

fire. Just thinking his name made Gia clench her teeth. Over the years, she’d ground 

her teeth down to sharp little points that looked better suited for a beast of prey 

than a law student.   

 He knew not to fuck with her. He knew since their first date, when she gave 

him a magnificent black eye for mocking her stutter. Even after that, he still danced 

that thin line, toying with her emotions to see how close he could get her to 

snapping. And when she did, he scurried away like a frightened mouse. But she 

never let him get far. His body was soon painted with the colors of her rage: 

splotches of purple, thin lines of red, and gashes of white that oozed something 

yellow. In the mornings after their fights, he’d spend hours fiddling with his collar or 

smearing Gia’s make-up on his neck. After he felt his shame was properly covered, 

he’d get dressed like he was going to work: shirt, pants, jacket, shoes, and one of the 

red checked ties Gia had bought him in the years before he got laid off. Sometimes, 

he’d make it all the way to the door, but most days he just gave up after leaving the 

bedroom. He’d spend the rest of the day on the couch, watching whatever was on 

the television with glassy eyes until Gia got home. 

 He was a pathetic excuse for a man. But Gia loved him. For every night that 

ended in something broken, there was another spent cuddling and giggling secrets 

to each other until dawn. He knew her sweet side. It was that sweet side that made 

him come running back every time he threatened to leave.  



 But he fucked up this time. It started off like any other fight, something small 

about who’s turn it was to clean the dishes, which escalated into Ralph’s drinking 

and Gia’s temper and you never smile at me like you used to, can’t we just go back to 

that? When the fights got heated, Ralph would sometimes raise a glass or a vase, but 

never threw it. For some reason, this made Gia angrier than if he did. Rage searing 

through her veins, she picked up her dinner knife and hurled it across the room. It 

whirred inches past Ralph’s face before landing with a thud on the welcome mat.  

 And that was it. There was no suitcase packing, no dragged-out arguments, 

no fits of tears that ended in a forgiving kiss. He calmly put his glass back down and 

headed towards the door. His coat and hat were on before Gia could even think the 

word sorry. As he was buttoning his coat, he said the last nine words Gia would ever 

hear him say: 

 “I’ve been waiting for this moment for thirteen years.”   

 And walked out the door, leaving Gia alone at the table with one hand still 

frozen in the air and the other one clasped over her mouth.  

 The train station’s intercom turned on with a grating errrrrr. The noise made 

Gia’s toes curl.  

“Last train for Gehenna, leaving in seven minutes.” Bleated a voice over the 

crinkly intercom. Gia could hear the sugar-free Trident smacking between the old 

woman’s wet gums, and a fresh wave of rage flooded over her. She could feel her fist 

colliding with the old woman’s soft, flabby cheek, sending the gum flying in slow 

motion directly into Ralph’s smug face.  

But her temper would be soothed soon. She knew where Ralph hid. He’d be 

where he always was, shooting darts and wasting his trust fund on beer with the 

other fucktards at the Black Cauldron on Twenty Second and Main. By the time she 

got there, he’d be on his fifth beer of the evening. Gia could already see him smiling 

like a drunken infant, guffawing with his friends for the last time as she walked 

through the door.  

Gia stood up and picked up her bags. Oh, she’d find him. And with the early 

train and her renewed hatred, Ralph had better drink up.  

 



2:  

The rubies glittered beautifully under the florescent lights. It was almost a 

pity, wasting such gorgeous gems in a little Purgetown train station. But Codette 

admired them no less. She turned her dainty wrist to the left, letting the red stones 

slide to the center of the bracelet. Not the best jewelry Marcus had bought her, but 

anything was better than that sentimental crap he’d bought when they first started 

dating. Now he knew better.  

She tilted the biggest stone towards the light to confirm that they were 

genuine, and the dazzling effect did not disappoint. Of course, Codette had double-

checked that they were real the second Marcus presented them to her, but a girl had 

to be sure. Besides, it was such a thrill to watch the jewel’s reflections twinkle off the 

floor, proving to anyone who cared to look that her gems were not only the biggest, 

but the best.  

Codette smiled contentedly and settled back into the bench. Normally, she 

wouldn’t dare sit on a grimy public bench, but it reminded her of a black stone 

loveseat she saw in Vanity Fair. She reminded herself to leave the page casually 

bookmarked on Marcus’s pillow when she got back.  

Suddenly, Codette was aware of a guttural growling behind her. Instinctively, 

she tightened her fingers around her Coach purse, but it was only the plain-looking 

girl  behind her. The girl was muttering darkly to herself, curling her hands into fists 

under her cheap red sweatshirt. Codette raised an eyebrow. Maybe if the girl 

invested in a nice cashmere throw, she wouldn’t be so moody.  

Codette opened the magazine to her favorite section: the Hottest New 

Releases from Top Designers. A clutter of models filled the page, boasting the latest 

and most exclusive in fashion. One wore a floor-length crimson gown with gems 

studded along the sides. Another wore a white sweater with embroidery as delicate 

as snowflakes on the sleeves. Gobs of rose-gold crystal hung from her ears, while 

ropes of matching pearls were wrapped around her neck. Slowly, Codette ran a gold-

lacquered fingernail down the page, tracing circles around the things she wanted. 

Her fingers ran over shiny purses and leather shoes and gems of every color until 

the entire page was filled with her invisible circles.  



A sudden crackle from the intercom made Codette jerk her head up. She 

looked behind her to check if the red-sweatshirt girl was eyeing her purse, but the 

girl was gone. With no one in the seat behind her, Codette was forced to look at her 

reflection in the glass barrier. The fog had steamed up most of the glass, but she 

could see her reflection’s eyes clearly.  They looked like raw, uncut emeralds 

surrounded by clouds of Chanel and Gucci.  

The train station crackled, “Last train for Gehanna, leaving in seven minutes.”  

Codette closed the magazine. The pearls and the earrings would do nicely. 

She’d inform Marcus next time she saw him. She moved to stand up, making the 

rubies dance nosily. Codette frowned. How tacky rubies were. With her forefinger 

and thumb, she pinched the offending bracelets off her wrist and dropped them into 

her bag.  Rubies were so ugly and old fashioned. Emeralds. Now those were beautiful 

stones.  

 

3:  

Dori sat in the corner, eating potato chips. This was the twenty-seventh bag 

of Lays Potato Chips (Cheddar Cheese flavor) she’d eaten that month. Sometimes 

her tongue would get so thick with salt and grease that it would go numb. Dori 

didn’t care. She kept eating like a well-oiled machine; grab a handful of sweaty chips, 

force them into her mouth, chew for a minute, repeat.  

Dori paused her routine when she suddenly noticed her hands. She’d always 

taken her pretty hands for granted, but now the slender fingers that once danced 

across piano keys were now bloated and covered in flecks of fake cheese powder. 

Dori’s swallowed hard. For a second, she wanted to rip the fat off her hands and see 

those pretty little hands again. But they, like her lithe figure and smile, had been 

swallowed up by years of frustration, fear, and potato chips.  

Her fingers were coated in sticky, slick grease. Dori didn’t care. She already 

knew no matter how hard she tried to get it off with a napkin or her jeans, the 

grease would return as soon as she dipped her hand back into the bag.  

They didn’t even taste good anymore. Dori couldn’t even taste the salt or 

potato that she once craved. It all just blended into one tasteless mush. Maybe her 



mouth had gotten used to flavors. Maybe her mouth wouldn’t let her taste it after 

years of fries after failed exams, and chocolate snack cakes after she found out her 

prom date invited her as a joke. Maybe if she put down the chips, borrowed Sara’s 

gym membership, did something new with her hair, than maybe she could-   

The train station crackled, “Last train for Gehanna, leaving in seven minutes.”  

Dori dug around the bottom of the chip bag. All that was left were a few 

flimsy flakes that clung to the slick side of the bag. Dori shrugged. She tipped the bag 

back and let the remaining contents fall into her mouth. Dori heard a girl gasp from 

behind her, probably the one with the pretty legs and weird green eyes. Dori didn’t 

care. She crumpled the bag and tossed it into the trashcan. Maybe next time, she’d 

get a salt-free option.  

Maybe.  

 

4:  

 “You’re so beautiful. You’re perfect. I love you.” 

 Breathlessly, Eve lightly touched her fingertips to the foggy glass barrier. Her 

reflection did the same, matching its perfectly filed nails to hers. The Eve in the 

mirror stared out at her, drinking in her own unmatchable beauty. Even ‘beauty’ 

didn’t do her justice: ‘goddess-like’ ‘flawlessness’ ‘perfection’. Those seemed more 

fitting. Every detail had been tweaked, tucked, and tailored to perfection. She loved 

it all: the honey-blonde plait, the pillowy lips, the high full breasts that cost her three 

months paychecks. It had cost her nine years and countless loans, but she’d finally 

achieved it. She was perfect.  

 She smiled at her reflection, and her reflection smiled back. The teeth were 

straight and white as crisp little mints, and the lips that framed them were the color 

of department-store roses. Thrilled, Eve clasped her hands together.  

 “If I could pull you out of that mirror, I’d marry you.” She whispered into the 

glass. She tittered as her reflection whispered back the same.   

A dull throbbing in her arm forced her to look away from her reflection. She 

caught her reflection looking down at her heavily bandaged right arm. “Oh, this 



thing?” she smiled reassuringly into the mirror, trying not to let the pain show, 

“Don’t worry your pretty head about it.”  

The doctor’s knife had nicked her upper arm during her latest implants. Dr. 

Walden had promised the scars would heal in two weeks, but the pain stung just as 

bad as it did a month ago. She hadn’t taken the bandages off since the operation. She 

couldn’t bare the idea of oozing sores on her Golden Glow-tinted skin. There was 

nothing more disgusting than blood. It oozed and stained and had a rank, unclean 

smell. Eve couldn’t believe something so vulgar could be what was keeping her alive. 

So she’d keep them under the bandages until they invented a surgery to make her 

blood as beautiful as she was.  

Normally, she would’ve sued, but she loved Dr. Walden. He’d pulled her into 

his office when she was an ugly little thing (ratty brown hair, a huge hooked nose, a 

smile that took up her entire face-Eve shuddered to think) and showed her what she 

could be. She owed him everything.  

The train station crackled, “Last train for Gehanna, leaving in seven minutes.”   

Eve blew her reflection a kiss, “See you soon, beautiful.” She smiled. Thanks 

to her latest operation, she could barely turn her lips upwards. Sometimes, it was 

hard to tell if she was even smiling at all. But it was so much prettier than that nasty 

smile she’d had before. Now, it was perfect. Just like her.  

 

5: 

Click-clack-click. The steady ticking of Ophie’s spindly high heels counted the 

time like a clock. She paced the length of the station, always stopping a few steps 

early so that her pacing could never reach an end.  

She could feel the glare of the other girls. She knew the noise was annoying. 

She hated it, too. But Ophie needed something, anything, to distract her from the 

images of heated bodies and twisting limbs that were burning in her mind.  

Ophie reached the end of the station again. A narrow-hipped girl looked up 

from her magazine as Ophie sauntered by. Ophie couldn’t blame her. Even in the 

oversized Bronx jersey, the sensual swing of her hips was impossible to ignore, 

regardless of the viewer’s sexuality. Ophie liked having that power. She craved it, 



watching men and women alike jerk their heads when they thought she wasn’t 

looking to watch her flaunt away.  

Ophie was smarter than people knew. She knew exactly what went through 

people’s minds when they saw her wrapped in latex-dresses and miniscule shorts. 

And she wanted them to think that. She wanted people to burn for desire with her, 

just like she did for them.   

She turned the corner and continued pacing. Even as she counted her steps, 

flashes of last night kept burning through; her and John kissing on the couch, his 

fingers entangled in her long red hair, her hands sliding down those gorgeous pecs, 

chest, stomach, pelvis... 

Opie bit back a groan. The details became more vivid as their body 

temperature rose. They were so engrossed in the other’s body that on their way to 

the bedroom, they crashed into a table and broke one of the glass picture frames. 

Normally, John would’ve ignored it and gone on with his business, but the picture 

that fell was his and Lizzy’s wedding photos. It was Lizzy’s favorite, with all the 

bridesmaids and groomsmen sat in a neat circle around the newlyweds. Ophie hated 

that photo: the maid of honor dress had done nothing to her figure.  

The jersey was giving her a rash. Ophie plucked at the collar, wishing John 

would’ve been a little more thoughtful in his morning-after ensemble for her. If he 

hadn’t been in such a babbling mess, she would’ve picked out one of his nice shirts 

to wear, one that he had dry-cleaned every Sunday and wore only to see his most 

important clients. She wanted to bury her face into the silky sleeves and inhale the 

crisp, powerful scent of his deodorant. She could only imagine what thoughts he’d 

had of her during days of endless dull meetings, what fantasies he’d imagined of the 

two of them as he fought to control his hormones. 

Ophie stopped herself. She didn’t want to collapse into a pile of sexual desire 

before she even got on the train.  

The train station crackled, “Last train for Gehanna, leaving in seven minutes.”   

Ophie picked up her overnight bag. The shirt rode up her stomach as she 

straightened up. She contemplated giving the shirt back to Lizzy without washing it, 

so that John could go wild remembering the night they shared with that shirt. But 



the only chance to give it back to Lizzy was at her birthday next week, and Ophie 

decided she should at least spray the shirt she got fucked in before returning it. It 

was common courtesy.  

 

6: 

The station was abuzz with the sounds of the train whistles, the yakyakyak of 

people chattering into their phones, the groans of luggage being coaxed along the 

pavement, and hundreds of equally irritating noises. Sophie took no notice of any of 

it. The pale blue hood of her sweatshirt was her shield, keeping all the annoyances 

of life away from her while she napped. The rest of her was sprawled out on the 

train bench, but her face was shut away from the world. But even her last line of 

defense couldn’t save her from the blaring horn of the incoming train.  

Sophie groaned and flopped over onto her stomach. She’d previously been 

sprawled over two benches, but it made her legs tingle. There was a half-empty 

bottle of Coke resting in the crock on her arm. There was a stiff cough from above 

her. Probably someone who wanted to use one of the two benches she was sprawled 

across to sit on. Sophie ignored them and nuzzled her head into the worn fabric of 

her sleeves.  

Her phone beeped again. Sophie closed her heavy eyes. Even though it was 

set on vibrate and shoved deep in her pocket, she could still hear the buzz, faint and 

shrill, just like her mother’s voice. Sophie was surprised the poor phone could even 

manage that: she hadn’t charged the damn thing in two weeks.  

Sophie rolled onto her back, than swore at the sudden brightness. How the 

hell was it so bright already? Didn’t she just eat breakfast a few hours ago. Sophie 

draped her arm over her eyes. 

The phone buzzed again. 

“Sha’up.” She muttered, smacking her pocket. The phone went silent, but 

Sophie knew the peace was temporary. In a few minutes, her phone would be lit up 

with texts from her mother, begging her to stop putting off her student loans or 

show up to the job interviews her father’d arranged, or at least return her calls.  



Just as she’d predicted, her phone started buzzing. Sophie ignored it. She 

hadn’t texted her mother back for two weeks, why start now? 

 Sophie shoved her phone back into her sweatpants pocket and rolled over to 

watch the flickering television. News. Gross. Who cared about the news? Sure, there 

was war and famine in other parts of the world, but Sophie didn’t care about those 

parts. All she wanted to know was how to block out the irritating sunlight so she 

could go back to her nap. 

The smiling news anchors pulled up a story about a twenty-year old CEO 

who’d used the proceeds from her company to pay off her and her brother’s student 

loans. Sophie rolled over. Instead of stupid news stories, she thought about how 

comfortable her clothes were. Her jacket was made of fleece. That was good. Her 

sweatpants were made of cotton. That was also good. Money well spent. Of course, it 

wasn’t her money, it was her mother’s, but it was nice knowing it went to a good 

place. 

Her bottle of Coke, which had been teetering precariously for quite some 

time, finally gave in and fell off the side of the bench. Sophie laid there and listened 

to it whrilwhirlwhirl away towards. She didn’t bother getting up. It was starting to go 

flat anyways.     

Her phone buzzed again. Sophie groaned. Lazily, she pulled her phone out of 

her pocket. 11 voicemails. She rolled her eyes and clicked on the first one. 

November 13, 8:00 am 

“Sophie, dear, it’s Momma. Remember you promised to drive me to the 

doctors? Dr. Whale said he had to go over some test results with me. Call me back.” 

Sophie deleted the message with an eye roll. 

BEEP message deleted. November 14th, 12:34 am 

“Sophie, your old landlord just called and said you didn’t pay the last six 

months rent. Do you need to have another talk with your fa-“ 

BEEP message deleted. November 16th, 11:22 am. 

“Sweetie, Grandma missed you so much. The poor thing is so lonely in 

Seattle, couldn’t you just shoot her an email or-“ 

BEEP message deleted. November 24th, 10:50 pm 



“Sophie, darling, please come home. I miss you so much, and the dizzy spells 

are getting worse and I don’t think-“ 

BEEEEEP. Lucy held her finger on the red delete button. The remaining 

messages turned red for a second and than disappeared. Sophie put her phone back 

in her pocket. Much better. Now she could get some well-deserved rest. 

The train station crackled, “Last train for Gehenna, leaving in seven minutes.”   

Sophie peered at the clock. It was only seven thirty. Another train would be 

leaving in two hours. She had time for a quick nap.  

 

 

7:  

Angela sat in the corner, quietly sipping a diet soda. Cream-colored curls 

were pinned behind her ears, revealing a pale face, wide grey eyes, and a dainty 

mouth. She liked her face. It made people feel as if they could trust her.  

She had chosen the perfect spot to wait. Her little bench was tucked away 

from the rest of the room, so she could see them but they couldn’t see her when The 

Rage started.    

Angela had been watching the girl in the red hoodie for quite some time. She 

had odd, jerky movements which made Angela glad of her seat choice. She watched 

the girl with impassive eyes that hid a furious longing. When the girl stood up to 

storm to the bathroom, Angela saw she had long, shapely legs under her leggings, 

and the Rage roared to life.  

There was no hint to when The Rage would strike, no slow build-up that she 

could soothe down. Angela would just be going about her daily routine when, out of 

nowhere, she’d spot something slightly nicer than what she had, and seconds later 

be blinded by uncontrollable waves of anger and jealousy and something else she 

couldn’t put a name to. Angela had learned to hide the Rage with a delicate smile, 

but on the inside she was being eaten alive by this horrible green-eyed beast.  

Angela bit her straw as she watched the red sweat shirted girl walk away. 

That greasy-haired little bitch probably didn’t have to work out at all to get those 



calves. Why did she get them, while Angela, who hit the gym three times a day, 

didn’t?  

The Rage turned Angela’s gaze towards a girl who was peeling ruby bracelets 

off her wrists like they were covered in mucus. Angela loved jewelry, but every time 

she bought something, she’d find something bigger or sparklier in the next store. 

Her blood boiled as she watched the girl flick the bracelets into her Gucci bag. 

Judging from the girl’s clothes and smirk, she probably had three different sugar 

daddies who’d drool over the chance to buy her gems. She hated girls like her, girls 

that used their looks to get whatever they wanted. They left nothing for the average 

looking girls.  

A constant crunching sound made Angela look up. To her disgust, she saw the 

pudgy girl who had been continuously snacking on a bag of chips had moved onto a 

bag of pretzels without stopping for air. Angela’s lip curled. She hadn’t eaten junk 

food in two years, but sorely missed it. She missed popcorn the most. Freshly 

popped popcorn, dripping with butter and salt.  

Hope that tastes good, you fat pig. She said silently, watching the slab of flesh 

jab handful after handful of salted dough down her gullet, Hope you fucking choke on 

it. 

Next to the eating machine was a girl who was fixing her eyeliner in a little 

make-up mirror. Obviously a plastic surgeon’s wet dream. Those perky round 

breasts and rosebuds lips didn’t come naturally to anyone. Or at least that’s what 

Angela told herself when she flipped through the fashion magazines in her 

therapist’s waiting room.  

The girl across from her was purring into her cell phone, running her long 

fingers up and down the slick cover of her phone. Angela instantly hated her. The 

easy sexuality that oozed out of her made The Rage hiss and sputter in Angela’s 

veins. Sluts like that girl were lucky.  Whenever Angela tried to be casual and cool 

around guys, it ended up backfiring and making them laugh at her attempts to be 

‘smooth’.  

But the girl who made The Rage boil uncontrollably was the one snoring 

under the pale blue hoodie. That utter disregard for life was too much for Angela. 



That girl just lay there, like a rotting fish, obliviously to a world filled with people 

who stayed up late and woke up early and worked around the clock and did 

everything they could just to watch life hand on prizes to girls who took midday 

naps on train benches.  

The train station crackled, “Last train for Gehanna, leaving in seven minutes.”   

Angela finished her soda and dropped it in the recycling bin. These bitches. 

These no good, undeserving bitches. It was her that deserved the long legs and easy 

sexuality, not them. What had they done that she hadn’t done a thousand times 

better? What did they do that made it so she couldn’t have it?  

She bumped into the red sweatshirt girl, “Move.” The girl said with such a 

sudden ferociousness that Angela jumped back. 

“Alright.” Angela held the door open. The girl stormed through wordlessly. 

The others passed by her, and only the fat girl offered a word of thanks. They slid 

past her as if she didn’t see her.  

These bitches. They’d get what they deserved one day. Just like she would. 

 


