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Ugliness must be punished. 

Fashion model Rebecca Long was so excited, delighted and happy to finally make it to the final of Miss Hell's Place. She was so close to winning, to the trophy and finally everyone would know just how stunning she was. 

She sat down on the perfectly comfortable wooden chair that supported her in all the right ways. Thankfully it didn’t mess up her posture, make her ugly to the judges and decrease her chances of winning. 

Rebecca grabbed a long black beauty brush, she flicked on some more blusher and redid her eyeliner for the tenth time. Everything just had to be perfect. 

The bright beauty mirror allowed her to see any pore, any angle and any millimetre of skin. She was perfect and her face glowed bright. 

Her chest felt warm, her body felt light and she couldn't help smiling like a kid in a candy store. She was so beautiful and she was going to win no matter what. 

She picked up a pair of shape scissors from the beauty dresser. She inspected her long dyed blond hair and shook her head. It was perfect the way it was and her hair had gotten her this far. There was no reason to cut it and make it ugly now. 

Rebecca looked at the cute photo of her dead brother Alex. His short blond hair, handsome face and fit body were on full display. He was the most beautiful boy ever and yet he had been senselessly murdered for no reason. 

Senseless violence. Evil violence. Violence that never should have robbed the world of someone so beautiful.

It was why she had to win. She had to win for Alex and she needed the money for her family. Anything to help them recover. 

She stood up. Her massive white silk dress that highlighted her dangerously thin waist, her angular and pointy face and her large cheekbones fell to one side. She readjusted the dress and made sure not to crease, damage or tear the precious dress. 

Thankfully it was fine. 

Rebecca rolled her eyes at the awful brown monotone walls of the dressing room. The brown clashed with the wonderful lights of the beauty mirror, the beauty of her dress and the brown tones clashed with all her beauty. 

She hated the damn brown walls. Even the thin brown carpet was ugly, awful and foul. Everything needed to be as beautiful as she was.

The sweet aromas of oranges, chocolate and strong coffee filled the dressing room and made the great taste of mocha form on her tongue. It had been years since she last had a delicious mocha. It contained sugar, fat and other evil ingredients that threatened her beauty. If she won today then she was so having one as a reward. 

Someone knocked on the wooden door. 

A moment later a short woman came in. Her ugly grey hair, stretched skin and little belly made Rebecca want to be sick. Why was this ugly woman allowed to work at a beauty contest. 

"The judges have made their decision," the woman said. 

Rebecca shivered at the awful sound of the woman’s twisted voice that sounded like claws on a chalkboard. The awful voice was just too much, too evil and too ugly. What if the sound cost her the win?

What if the voice changed her posture? Changed her pores? What if listening to the voice made her ugly?

Her chest tightened. All colour drained from her beautiful face. A chill ran down her spine. 

The ugly woman grabbed her above the elbow. Rebecca shot back. Her silk dress caught and threatened to rip. 

Pure rage filled her. She had to be beautiful. She had to win. This ugly woman wasn't stopping her. 

Rebecca grabbed some scissors. She swung them. Thrusting them into the ugly woman's chest. 

Rebecca just grinned as the dark red blood gushed out of the wound, dyed the ugly woman's clothes a deep crimson and her ugly corpse slumped to the thin carpet. 

She simply placed the scissors down, not wanting to make an ugly mess, she stepped over the corpse and left the dressing room. Thankfully her white dress was in perfect condition. 

She went along the ugly brown corridor filled with other ugly models that were too fat, too loud and too twisted compared to her naturally effortless beauty.

Rebecca slid past them, not daring to touch their ugly bodies and she really didn't want them touching her wonderful dress. 

They all headed towards the main fashion catwalk. Rebecca grinned as she stepped out onto the brightly lit catwalk. Her chest felt warm, her entire body expanded and a fuzzy feeling filled her body. 

All the models lined up on the catwalk. The soft bloodred carpet sent warmth up her feet, the hot studio lights highlighted every pore and sign of pure perfection and she was so looking forward to the final judgement. 

The fashion director sat in the front row of the red fabric seats. Her ugly chest that way was too big for Rebecca's liking was grinning at them all. Her long frown lines carved up her already disgusting face and her brittle grey hair hardly improved her looks.

How the hell she was employed in the fashion industry was beyond her. Rebecca hated looking at her disgusting face. 

To the director's left, a handsome middle-aged man stood up in an expensive black business suit that highlighted his fit, toned body, killer cheekbones and his breathtaking salt and pepper hair. He was beautiful and ageing personified and he should have been the director of fashion. 

Not the ugly woman.

"Ladies," the man said smiling, "you have all given me, my guests and my critics an excellent show. Thank you. You are all credits to Human beauty but there can only be one winner,"

Rebecca's stomach tightened. A drop of sweat rolled down her back. She forced her posture to stay correct. 

She had to win. She had to get the money for her family. She couldn't fail. 

"The winner is Ruby Ashton," the man said. 

Everyone erupted into claps, cheers and shouts of congratulations. Rebecca frowned. This couldn't be happening. She couldn't have lost. Ruby couldn't be more beautiful than her. 

Ruby stepped forward in her silk black dress with an ugly V-shaped cut that exposed her massive breasts for all to see Rebecca couldn't understand how someone could find those floatation devices attractive. Ruby's proportions were all wrong. She had too much flesh on her bones, her posture was too normal and casual and her face still had meat on. 

Ruby should have been thinner, prettier and she should have conducted herself better. 

Two ugly women with grey hair, fat bodies and an awful gate rolled out a strawberry red velvet cake covered in a blanket of fattening frosting for Ruby. 

Rebecca smiled. This had to be a test. No beautiful person could ever enjoy cake, fat and sugar. That was what ugly people did. Ruby had to pick up the knife and fail.

Ruby grabbed the knife, sliced into the red velvet cake and everyone cheered. Rebecca just looked at her. It wasn't a test. Ruby hadn't failed. Everyone was celebrating her as the most beautiful woman ever. 

Instead of Rebecca. 

This wasn't happening, it wasn't fair and it wasn't just in the slightest. 

Rebecca went over to Ruby, grabbed the knife out of her hand and she slashed her throat. 
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