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Chapter 1: Where I Tell You, the Reader, a Little Bit About Myself...
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I haven’t always been a villain, let alone a supervillain, once upon a time I was a downtrodden nobody whom everyone despised. I was the youngest member of my family, unwanted by my parents and always treated with derision. My only saving grace was my love of reading, something which afforded me some much-needed relief from a life of bullying. I was bullied at home, I was bullied at school, I was bullied by people in positions of authority.

It was difficult to tell which was worst, being bullied by my parents who wished I’d never been born, or by my siblings who all seemed to share the same sentiment. At school it was just the same, whether the bullying by my peers was worse than that of my uncaring teachers was open to question. I was always the one who was accused of wrongdoing. I was used as a scapegoat by both my siblings and my classmates. Mates, that’s a laugh. Or it would’ve been had my circumstances not been so tragic. Still, I persevered and continued to take refuge in the wonderful world of books. The local librarian was perhaps the nearest thing to a friend I ever had. When the time comes for the revolution I’ve been planning to come to fruition maybe she won’t be fated to be amongst those who I’ve decided needed to be stood up against a wall and shot.

In my dreams I’d hoped all this bullying would come to an end as I grew older, but alas it wasn’t to be. I barely made it to university due to the dislike of my teachers, I knew I was bright, but they deliberately treated me with disdain and took every opportunity they could to mark my work down. Fortunately, those tasked with marking the exams didn’t know anything about me, at last I had the chance for my work to be judged on merit alone.

Plus ça change, plus c'est la même chose (see, I said I was bright. French is just one of the many languages I’ve managed to master) or for those of you who aren’t multilingual: the more things change, the more they stay the same. University turned out to be as bad, if not worse, than school. My lecturers treated me with disdain, presumably because of my humble beginnings and probably because as far as they were concerned I hadn’t come from the right sort of school. Much the same could be said for my fellow students. Public schoolboys for the most part, all of them toffs. Don’t you just love ‘em? I certainly don’t. All snooty and stuck up, if you weren’t one of them you didn’t fit in. A bit like the Tory party, really. Only this bunch had all come from public schools of a decidedly lower prestige which, all in all, made them even more intolerant of those they perceived as being below them. Namely me.

To help me relieve my misery I worked hard to become fit. I took up running then progressed to cycling which I quickly discovered made me a target of a different sort, damned motorists and their belief that they owned the roads, anyone else was seen as being potential roadkill. I went back to running and also indulged in a few other forms of exercise as a way of maintaining an all-round level of fitness. It kept me occupied whilst away from the lecture theatre and helped me go to sleep of an evening.

Some of the less objectionable students suggested I should channel my exercising by joining various university sports teams and put my obvious fitness to good use. However well-intentioned they might’ve been I declined each and every invitation I received, knowing if I did join one of the teams I’d soon become a target to be bullied by an entirely new section of the population.

Generally, I kept myself to myself and outside of my hours of education consoled myself with exercise and my constant reading. It wasn’t that I had no time for girls, it was more a case of they had no time for me, being downtrodden and abused by my peers I was seen as a poor excuse for a man. When it came to women the best I could do was observe from afar and dream, one could always dream couldn’t one?

As you might imagine it was difficult to keep resentment at bay. Occasionally I harboured thoughts of retribution, but I was too beaten down to follow through on my thoughts. I kept my head down, worked hard and, despite the best efforts of those around me I persevered and eventually succeeded in gaining a good degree. Once again, those who didn’t personally know me were unbiased enough to recognise me for my intellect and not for who I was.

My entry into working life saw little change in my circumstances, I seemed to end up working for an endless list of incompetent employers who took pleasure in both holding me responsible for any failures in leadership on their behalf and then in claiming all the credit for the successes which were a product of my intelligence. Let me tell you this, I was the one responsible for most of the successes and for none of the failures. 

The reasons why people dislike me so much has never been clear to me. In the past I would never have thought of myself as being a bad person, although things might be different today. I’m neither ugly nor handsome, I’d always just been ordinary. I don’t stand out in any particular way, neither tall nor short and with nothing to distinguish me from anyone else. It’s something that’s remained a mystery to me even now, today I do know there’re many reasons for people not to like me. That’s OK, with me. Just as long as they fear me too, that’s all I ask.

On top of everything else there’s also the police. While I once respected them, today I tend to disregard them as nothing more than mere nuisances always trying to disrupt my diabolical plans. Back then though, they were nothing but trouble. No matter how much I declared my innocence they always took the side of my accuser who would often turn out to be one of my incompetent bosses out for revenge. Their incompetence was always their downfall; I was never convicted for any of the crimes I was said to have committed and I’m glad to be able to say their disreputable schemes would tend to backfire on them leaving them open to prosecution in my stead. These incidents were an inspiration to me; I learnt the lesson that incompetence was to be avoided at all costs. A lesson which has served me well in later life.

Eventually the day came when I snapped, as it were. The final insult, the straw that almost broke the camel’s back but didn’t. Instead, it strengthened my resolve to fight back, it was time for some retribution, some good old-fashioned revenge. I chose to persecute some police officers who’d once persecuted me. Why? Well, I discovered they’d been recipients of a number of bribes paid to them by one of my useless ex-bosses. With an intellect like mine it didn’t take long for me to find a way of turning the tables on these miscreants. Judges do not like crooked police officers, when they were finally sent down it made me so happy that I uttered a sound which could only be described as my first maniacal laugh...

I found I enjoyed this new feeling of power after having been the underdog for so long and began to consider who else I could hold to account in some similar way. There was a problem though, I’d lost so many jobs through the machinations of various vindictive employers I’d become almost unemployable. If I was going to be able to extract my revenge from all those whose names were written down in my little black book I was going to need to find some way of financing my actions. It was beginning to look as though I would have to turn to the dark side to make ends meet. Thus, I embarked on my life of crime.

I used my intelligence to outwit the feeble-minded people who surrounded me. I never picked on someone who was too close to me, the sort of people who might suspect I was the one behind their misfortune, I always chose somebody who was one step beyond my circle of acquaintances. It was not as though I had any true friends, but the ones I chose could be considered to be friends of friends, which had the benefit of hurting two people at the same time. A two for one offer, if you like.

My days were evenly split between exercise, planning scheming and plotting and, of course, reading. It was the reading which led me to a new realization, over the years I’d read all of Ian Fleming’s novels featuring James Bond, naturally I was drawn to them for the villains not the thuggish hero. While pondering my various schemes I was reminded of SPECTRE, otherwise known as the Special Executive for Counterintelligence, Terrorism, Revenge and Extortion. It occurred to me this was the kind of organization I could emulate, non-political, self-serving, and totally immoral.

With this in mind my sights rose beyond mere petty crime; I now set out to become a villain. Not just any villain, but one of truly heroic proportions, a supervillain, if that’s not a contradiction terms. Obviously I was forced to start small; it would be sometime before I could consider building my fiendish lair, not to mention the fact that outside of Pinewood Studios hollowed-out volcanoes are in short supply within the British Isles. 

Now, with a new goal to pursue I began to plot with renewed fervour. Out of necessity I was forced to work from home, I needed to build up my resources prior to committing myself to the idea of employing henchmen (perhaps in this day and age I should refer to them as hench-people) and minions to do my dastardly bidding. As funds were of immediate importance I concentrated my efforts on extortion, if the people I was extorting were listed in my little black book of revenge then all the better it was.

The internet is a fantastic invention for the criminally minded, it was so easy to take advantage of people’s credibility when you could do so remotely. Computer scams are ten a penny, but their profitability is incalculable. You know that old saying, “There’s one born every minute,” well it turns out to be true. There’s another saying which turns out to be true too, “Never give a sucker an even break,” it may be hard to believe but there’re still those stupid enough to fall for the old Nigerian prince scam, they deserve to be fleeced if you ask me.

So, I persevered and my fledgling criminal organization continued to grow. I’ll go into more details about how it grew as my story proceeds, but for now just accept the fact that a determined, criminally minded man, is quite capable of building up an immense reserve of cash over quite a short period of time. The downside is explaining to a bank how one acquired such a sizeable sum so, until you’ve managed to figure out how to manage your finances in such a way as they seem legitimate, you’re in for a few uncomfortable nights due to your ill-gotten gains being concealed beneath your mattress.

Then, through my reading, I made a fascinating discovery...
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Chapter 2: Where I Make a Most Marvellous Discovery...
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It was shortly after I’d been reading about the villainous organization known as SPECTRE that I made a serendipitous discovery. Up until now I’d never heard of the Evil Overlord List, I came across it by chance after reading a discussion about Bond Villains which went into detail about all the stupid things they do after they’ve captured James Bond. Basically, it was a treatise on what not to do when you capture James Bond. There’re various versions of the Evil Overlord List available on the internet and they cover all sorts of scenarios from many different genres of fiction. There’re the ones relating to the aforementioned spy, ones dealing with Dark Lords in a fantasy fiction, and ones relating to science fiction. They’re not just about dealing with your newly captured foe; they also cover subjects such as why in Star Wars it would’ve been a good idea if the Empire had put some thought into properly training the Imperial Stormtroopers to the extent that they could actually manage to hit what they were shooting at, in direct contravention of item fifty-six on the version of the list which I use: My Legions of Terror will be trained in basic marksmanship. Any who cannot learn to hit a man-sized target at 10 meters will be used for target practice.

They’re quite eclectic as lists go, but useful just the same. Up until now I’d been blindly making it up as I went along, now I had a template on which to base my nefarious schemes, one that would increase my chance of success because of the way it highlighted all the dreadful mistakes which could derail one’s operation and cause it to fail.

Please note that when quoting from the Evil Overlord List I’ve made a point of italicizing all quotes for your convenience and, on occasion, I may’ve paraphrased the original so it’s more in line with my personal interpretation of it.

You might be mistakenly thinking my telling you all of this means I’m in danger of undermining my own operation. I’m very careful when it comes to protecting my identity, I’m not the man behind the man, I’m the man behind the man behind the man. Meaning I’ve got at least two layers of protection between me and anyone finding out my true identity and both of those layers are expendable. Good help may be difficult to find but it’s there to do a job, protecting numero uno, me.

There’s one villainous staple the Evil Overlord List strenuously warns against, as any villain caught gloating is sure to be either killed or foiled, because in the end his gloating always ends up giving the hero that little bit of extra time or information helping him counter the villain's Evil Plan. In their defense, it's really fun and gives you that warm evil feeling in the black pit of your soul when you utterly grind your opponent's face into the dirt.

This is pretty much covered by items six and seven on the list: I will not gloat over my enemies' predicament before killing them. And: When I've captured my adversary and he says, ‘Look, before you kill me, will you at least tell me what this is all about?’ I'll say, ‘No,’ and shoot him. On second thoughts though, I'd shoot him then say, ‘No.’

Even though this volume seems to be taking the form of the much-derided villainous monologue, I don’t really care. They say confession is good for the soul, which is something I doubt, but sometimes it feels good to describe your achievements to an audience and I find that in recounting my tale it actually does give me that warm evil feeling I mentioned earlier. Who knew? I’m telling you all this because I don’t believe it really matters, by the time you read this, my memoir, I’ll be either dead or be waiting to be resurrected from my state of cryogenic suspension at some future time when my crimes will have largely been forgotten. Then I’ll just start all over again, only this time with a head start as my fortune will have increased by a considerable amount. God bless compound interest!

And how do you amass enough money to become a supervillain I hear you ask.  It can be surprisingly easy if you work at it incrementally. You start off in your basement; you recruit a number of disaffected young people on the grounds they’re more technologically astute than you are. They work cheap too, all you need is to feed them a running supply of pizza and crisps and give them access to nonstop fizzy drinks, though occasionally it pays to reward them with latest in fashionable sneakers. They’re yours up until they discover girls, but more on that later.

You set them to work running computer scams similar to the ones you struggled with yourself before you set out on your new course and, as your revenue builds, you move to a rundown neighbourhood where real estate is easy to obtain at the most reasonable of prices. Using a front, you take out a lease on a disused factory, the kind of area it’s in makes it easy to hire cash-only workers to convert it to your specifications. This is your first step towards building your secret, fiendish lair. You treat them as being expendable until they’ve proven their loyalty, after all there are plenty more where they came from. Crimes such as people going missing are largely ignored or given only the most cursory of investigations in this kind of an area. And you always know where the bodies are buried, right?

Note to self, why not consider buying a pig farm? It’s always useful to have more than one way to dispose of the bodies, you’re a busy man after all. Lye pits also come in handy for this sort of thing, they may be old fashioned, but it’s one more way of doing a dirty job when circumstances require it.

Some people might describe me as being a diabolical mastermind, personally I think of myself as being merely pragmatic. You’ve got money or some other form of riches; I’d prefer it by far if they belonged to me. That’s my purpose in life, to separate people from their money in aid of a good cause... me. There’s a saying which goes something like this, “Everyone is necessarily the hero of their own life story.” That’s something I don’t hold to be true, I am by no means delusional, I know exactly who I am or rather, what I’ve become. I am certainly no sort of a hero, what started out as a quest for vengeance has morphed into a long-term project with the intent of enriching me beyond the dreams of avarice. I’m talking about the kind of wealth which would make Scrooge McDuck or Charles Montgomery Burns turn green with envy.

Whilst working to this end I came to the realization that the life of a would-be supervillain isn’t easy, there’re hours, and hours of incessant toil and it does so take it out of one. For every downside there’s an upside, I might be wearing myself out but at least I get to sleep the night through. No sleepless nights as the result of having a guilty conscience I’m afraid, indeed I feel completely guilt-free, others might be suffering due to my machinations, but I’m quite happy with my ill-gotten gains.

I had no idea how much hard work was required if one wanted to become a supervillain, I believe there’s a proverb which goes something along the lines of, “Diligence is the mother of good fortune, and idleness, its opposite, never brought a man to the goal of any of his best wishes.” The beginning of the line is often attributed to Benjamin Disraeli, but I happen to know it was actually Miguel de Cervantes who first used it in Don Quixote de la Mancha. That’s one of the benefits of being a habitual reader, you get to learn all manner of things which you can then use to demonstrate your superiority over others. Something which comes in handy when you want to promote yourself as a leader of men (and women too, but I’m just using the word as a figure of speech.)

Work hard now, then in time you’ll reap the benefits, that’s when you can begin to build your workforce, promote a few to the position of trusted lieutenants and enjoy the wonders of delegation. Only then can you afford to relax, not too much, though. An evil genius is always pondering which of his diabolical schemes he should next put into action and, when he’s not pondering he’s plotting how to best implement them. There’s never a dull moment when you’re a budding supervillain, that’s for sure.

Now, back to establishing your starter fiendish lair. It will of course be modest in comparison to the eventual secret lair you intend to build once you have the necessary resources. As mentioned before, during your early days you will be reliant on the labour of the kind of cash-only workers you can find down the pub looking for a back-hander. Typically, they’ll mostly be tradesmen accustomed to manual labour: carpenters, brickies, electricians, plumbers, and so on. You’re unlikely to find people offering some of the other essential services you require in the same place, you’ll need to look elsewhere to come across a crooked accountant to fiddle your books, though you might meet the odd bent copper there. They’re always useful to have on-board.

By this point you’re probably wondering what exactly it is that I do. I might be evil, but I have my standards to maintain, so there are somethings which I choose not to pursue. For, example I draw the line at drugs. Whereas the prospect of getting the punter to become addicted to your particular product, hence generating a steady income might sound like a good business plan it does have its downside. Drugs are becoming increasingly strong meaning there’s a good chance that at some point your customer is going to overdose and die. Honestly, I ask you, why would anyone want to kill off their customers? I’d prefer to have ones I can keep going back to and fleece over, and over, again.

I abhor trafficking in any form with the exception of the arms trade, smuggling arms can be a nice little earner, other than that the only good use for someone involved in the trafficking of people is as a target for blackmail, bribery and intimidation. In fact, those three crimes are the main stay of my operation, that and internet scams and various forms of cybercrime. The intimidation will occasionally escalate to violence; I have no qualms about having people killed but I prefer to restrict it to those who have wronged me and those who have misguidedly attempted to thwart my evil plans. Those who attempt to thwart me certainly deserve to die, the ones who have wronged me maybe not so much, I relish the feeling that they might be living their lives in fear of me, so why rush to finish them off?

Before you ask, yes, I do carry a gun. This is where my contacts in the arms industry come in useful, in accordance with item one hundred and twenty on the Evil Overlord list: all of my personal weapons have been modified to fire at least one more shot than the standard issue in an effort to foil any mathematically inclined hero who thinks he can outwit me by counting the number of bullets I’ve fired. It’s just basic common sense if you ask me. And do I use my gun? Yes, when circumstances demand, yet I don’t go about doing things such as drawing my weapon when my one of my trusted lieutenants screws up, point it at him and say, ‘Here is the price for failure,’ then suddenly turn and kill some random underling to demonstrate my displeasure. I always make sure I maintain a clear understanding of exactly who is responsible for what in my organization in accordance with item forty-five on the list.

Which brings me to an interesting point in my monologue, I believe the next chapter of my memoir will address a few details regarding the hierarchy of my evil organization and clear up a few details regarding the various different terms used to describe those who are in the employ of a modern-day supervillain. It’s extremely important to be precise about the many roles needed to run a criminal empire.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: Where I Describe Some of the Workings of My Organization...
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As promised I’m now going to tell you a bit more about my nefarious criminal operation and how it’s organized, including details of its hierarchy. There’re many different terms bandied around used to describe the underlings in an organization such as mine.

I tend to stick with simple terms to designate my employee’s status, it’s also important to differentiate between those who work directly for me and those who are employed on an ad hoc basis, basically the later are merely hirelings. In the long term it’s quite possible some of them will eventually be offered a position in my organization when I’ve had the opportunity to run background checks on them and had the time to evaluate their characters to see if they’re suited to a life of crime.

The tech-savvy youngsters I employ can best be considered to be apprentice minions. As I said earlier sometimes there can be a problem with them when puberty hits and they become distracted by their discovery of girls, often forcing a winnowing of their ranks. Those who survive this transition tend to be promoted to the rank of full-blown minion, whilst those that don’t are never seen again. Minions form the backbone of my organization, they’re the ones who carry out the day to day running of my fiendish schemes, particularly the ones involving computers. Although today I could afford to employ some brilliant programmer who's head of the world's largest international technology conglomerate, instead I would always choose the obnoxious 15-year-old dork who's trying to impress his dream girl, so I'll take the brat and let the hero get stuck with the genius, in the spirit of item one hundred and sixty-seven on the list. In computer industry terms the programmer is positively geriatric whereas my brat has been moulded to my exacting requirements to have made it thus far. He’s also capable of typing a damn sight faster than his more elderly counterpart.

After minions there are henchmen and guards, although sounding similar, these two don’t share the same function. Guards are there for one reason and one reason only, they are there precisely for the purpose of protecting my person from anyone who has the temerity to try and attack me. Henchmen, however, may serve a wide range of purposes. In the event of an emergency, they most definitely will be called on to protect me. Otherwise, they may be employed in many different ways, who better to intimidate one's enemies and drive fear into their hearts? You can’t beat a good bit of intimidation for wearing down your foes and, if that doesn’t do the job you can rely on your hench-people (I do strive to be politically correct, as an equal-opportunity employer, albeit a despot, I feel it’s only fair to offer employment to all regardless of gender,) to give them a good old-fashioned beating. These are the employees I rely
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