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Chapter 1




Stepping into the room, Bob was hit by a wave
of cold. It always seemed colder in the jail that it did outside of
it, no matter what the weather. As he slowly made his way to his
desk and lowered himself onto his seat, he thought once more about
the man he was there to assess. Damion Cord, mid-thirties, with a
rap sheet longer than Bob’s arm. Some more minor offences, like
drunk and disorderly, that made it appear likely Damion had a
drinking problem of some kind. Each one of his later offences was
something it seemed he blamed on his drinking, because that was
easier that accepting the choices he was making. Even if he didn’t
realize he was making those choices, due to the amount of alcohol
in his system, he’d first had to make the decision to drink enough
to get to the point where it was going to have an effect on his
later choices. He knew from experience drinking was more than
likely to lead to him doing something worse, and that was why Bob
was there. As he had been so many times before Damion had been
arrested. This arrest was for one count of burglary, and one count
of rape. According to the paperwork it was the first rape arrest,
but that didn’t mean it was the first time he’d made the decision
not to listen to the word no.

Taking his seat, Bob glanced down at his
notes one last time, to be certain he was ready to speak with
Damion. Criminals were complicated. Bob had made the decision to
become a forensic psychologist for that very reason. Dealing with
the darkest of people wasn’t easy, and yet he couldn’t imagine
doing anything else. Sometimes, with some of the men and women he
dealt with, he was scared of what was to come next, when the time
came when their sentence was over. He’d never hidden who he was
from them, and it wasn’t as though he hadn’t heard the horror
stories. People who’d made the decision they had to walk away,
because the job had become too much for them, but that was
relatively rare. Most inmates he evaluated understood he was just
doing a job, the way everyone else involved in their arrest
was.

When Damion walked into the room, cuffed and
in the hated orange jumpsuit, Bob took a few moments to look him
over. On the outside he looked like any other man. Short brown
hair, that appeared to have been recently cut; brown eyes, focusing
on the direction he was walking in rather than anything else around
him; cleanly shaved, with skin toward the darker side of white,
making it appear possible he might be mixed race; and he was
muscular, so the likelihood was he enjoyed working out. There were
those who worked out to be strong, rather than for any other
reason. It was possible Damion was one of those people, because of
the propensity to drink, but then there was an equal chance he was
trying to deal with demons coming from his past. Some of the
criminals Bob worked with in the past had those kinds of issues,
and they made the choices they did because they didn’t know how to
be anyone else, until they had someone there who was willing to
listen.

Yet the moment Bob’s eyes met with Damion’s
there was one complicating sign. A lack of emotion in those brown
eyes. No remorse, no anger, no hope, no sadness. They were emotions
Bob had seen before, in the eyes of those who’d sat him front of
him, with only very few who had the ability to hide what it was
they were feeling from the man in front of them. Some of them were
just very good at not feeling anything, an issue that had often
come from their childhood. For those people it was easier not to
feel anything. Not to accept what it was they’d been through in the
past. Accepting it meant feeling the pain, meant understanding why
they’d made the choices they had, and most people weren’t ready to
walk that path. At least until they didn’t have any other choice.
The others were much more dangerous. People who were often called
psychopaths by the general public, but in truth it was antisocial
personality disorder. Someone who lacked any empathy, and therefore
didn’t care about who they were hurting with the choices they were
making. If that was what Damion was then there was one thing Bob
needed to be, more than anything - careful.

“Damion, I’m Bob, and I’m here to assess you
before your trial.”

A few seconds of silence followed Bob’s
words. Those few seconds seemed longer than any that had ever come
before, and then, slowly, Damion nodded. “I understand.” He ran a
tongue over his bottom lip. “I am hoping you’ll be able to help me,
Bob. This isn’t where I want to be, and I have no idea how I ended
up here. My life…” He sighed. “It’s a mess, and it has been for a
long time. Losing myself to drink was the easiest thing in the
world. Now I can see what it is I’m doing to those around me. That
woman… I’d like to be able to apologize to her in person, although
I know that’s never going to be possible. She’s hurting. I
understand that, and I understand that pain is something I
caused.”

Even though Damion was saying all the right
words it wasn’t so much about what he was saying. It was much more
about how he was saying it. Unlike his eyes there was much more
emotion in his voice, and that, sometimes, was a sign of someone
being more manipulative than honest. Keeping that to himself Bob
nodded, looking down once more at his notes. “How about we go back
to what happened that night, for us to be able to understand how it
happened? Understanding why you made those choices is the first
step toward making the changes that are necessary in order to live
a better life.”

***

“Prison is the only place for him.” Bob shook
his head. “Damion knows exactly why it is what he’s done is wrong,
but he doesn’t care. He is going to escalate. There’s no doubt in
my mind about that, and I don’t believe, having spent the time with
him I have, that there’s going to be any chance of rehabilitating
him. He is what people would call a true psychopath, rather than a
sociopath. From what he said I think it’s very likely he was born
without empathy, and his circumstances following that didn’t change
him in any way. He had what he calls a happy home, with two parents
who loved him, which may or may not be true. I didn’t delve too
deeply into his history prior to this, in order to learn more from
him. He believes he had a normal life, and the only reason he makes
the choices he does is the drink. After speaking to him I think he
drinks because he wants to be drunk, without caring about how that
affects his inhibitions. There is a chance, albeit a slight one, he
would have made different choices had he not started drinking.

“It is possible, considering who he is, that
he made the decision to start drinking in order to have the fake
courage needed to start stealing. Even though I’d be likely to
diagnose him with antisocial personality disorder I’m not certain
he would have been able to go through with his first crime had it
not been for the amount of alcohol he’d drunk before. He wanted to
feel brave, and capable, so he drank, because other people said it
made them feel brave. When we were talking about his past drinking,
he said he started young, with people he called friends. Likelihood
is the drinking started in order for him to feel like he fit in
with everyone else, when he knew even then how different he truly
was, and he was the one who often talked them into the crimes they
did. He told them there was no reason to follow society’s
rules.”

The prosecuting lawyer, Alan Jenkins, nodded.
“I’ve heard similar things, from other people who’ve spoken to
Damion Cord through the years, but the problem is that he’s so good
at manipulating juries, and judges, that he rarely gets the time he
should.” Their eyes met for a moment. “I want him to get jail time
for this one. Laura, the victim, is broken, and I don’t know how
long it’s going to take her to become anything like she was before.
Everyone who knew her before the attack said she was a bright,
vivacious woman, and after it she’s lost everything that made her
who she was. That violation has made her feel unsafe in her home,
so she’s planning on moving far away when all of this is over. If
I’d been through what she had I’d be likely to make the same
choices.”

“Do you want me to speak?”

“Maybe. I’m not going to say yes yet. Having
your testimony will help, I think, but making that choice… Cord is
going to view you as an enemy if you tell the world what he really
is. That’s something you need to think about before you do.”

“Alan, this is something I’ve already thought
about. Sitting opposite that man, hearing him talk… I knew what he
was trying to do, and I made it seem as though I believed every
word he was saying, because I knew there was a chance he might
become volatile. There were guards, but it only takes a few seconds
for someone like Cord to attack. I would have been dead before they
managed to get through the door.”

“You ever thought about taking self-defense
classes?”

Bob shrugged. “Even self-defense classes
wouldn’t have done much good against Cord. You have seen him,
right? He’s a block of pure muscle, and I’m…” He looked down at
himself. “Almost entirely the opposite. I don’t even know if the
guards would have been able to pull him off me had things gone
badly.”

“Why, then, are you willing to speak against
him?”

“Often the right thing to do isn’t always the
safest one, and I hate the thought of anyone else having to go
through what Laura went through. If we’re going to make certain
that man spends any time in prison, you’re going to need me.”

***

Getting the case to court was always
something that took time, but when Bob looked over at Damion Cord
it was as though they were still sitting in the visitor’s room at
the prison. Cord was wearing a suit, looking his best, because that
was what someone like him did. He wanted to make a good impression.
The best impression possible, on the jury more than anything,
because they were the people who would pass judgement on him - and
Bob wanted to make certain that was the right judgement. That Cord
would end up in jail for a few years, away from the drink, and
possibly find a way to become a different person. Of course,
knowing what he did about those with antisocial personality
disorder, to Bob that seemed very unlikely. What he was trying to
do was give the man a chance, only it was highly likely Cord wasn’t
going to see it that way.

Turning away, Bob looked over at Alan. “Bob
Hunter is a forensic psychologist, and he’s the man who spoke to
Mr. Cord about the crime he committed, in order to understand the
choices that were made. Bob, can I ask you to tell me what you said
to me when you first met Mr. Cord?”

“Damion Cord, in my professional opinion, is
a man who has antisocial personality disorder. This means he’s what
most people would call a psychopath.”

“Is there not a difference between a
psychopath and a sociopath?”

“Yes, there is. With a sociopath the lack of
empathy is more from the experience the person has growing up,
while a psychopath is much more likely to have been born that way,
and that makes them both very difficult to rehabilitate. Someone
caught as a teenager with this issue is much more likely to be able
to live as a valued member of society, but there does come a time
when that becomes much less likely. I believe that Mr. Cord is one
of those people who isn’t going to be rehabilitated, and that is
partly due to his belief that he is better than everyone else, due
to this lack of empathy, along with his willingness to break
society’s rules. He’s willing to lie in order to get what he wants
from people, and when I met him, I am certain he was lying to me
most of the time.”

“Lying to you?”

“What he wanted was for me to speak on his
behalf, or, at least, it seemed that way. Mr. Cord tried to blame
the alcohol for the choices he was making, and I’m not going to say
that doesn’t have an effect on what he’s willing to do. It gives
him the false courage to go through with the crimes he has planned.
What I also think is that drinking in order to get courage has led
to him being addicted, and addiction is a very hard beast to fight.
There is, I believe, a part of him that doesn’t want to fight
against the addiction, because it’s much easier to blame the
addiction than it is to tell the truth. To admit to others that
he’s not like everyone else. He wants people to believe he’s just
like them, but the drinking is the big issue.”

“Do you believe he’s likely to
re-offend?”

“Unfortunately, yes. There is a chance prison
may change him, although I know he has spent time in prison before,
and so far, he’s done what he has to do. No more. He’s gone back to
the same old habits, in part due to his belief society owes him
more than it’s giving him right now. I can’t be certain what it is
he thinks, because I’m not in his head, but I have dealt with
people like him before, and they’ve told me that they believe they
are better than everyone around them. Their lack of empathy is an
advantage, because it means they don’t need to care about the
people around them. That’s why Mr. Cord is willing to take things
other people have, and he was willing to make the decision to have
sex with a woman without her consent. He didn’t care that he was
going to hurt her, even though he told me he did care. One of the
most dangerous things about a person like Mr. Cord is that he’s
willing to lie to everyone around him, so they’ll see things the
way he wants them to.”

***

The light on Bob’s answering machine flashed.
It was something he still had for his own sanity, when most other
people have tossed them out, because mobile phones were so much
easier. Easier wasn’t always good for the mind. When he went home,
he liked to be able to disconnect entirely from the job, and almost
everyone who worked with him knew that. Anyone who truly needed him
in an emergency was welcome to call his mobile. Everyone else was
given the landline number. He could deal with the messages when he
got in first thing in the morning, although it was unusual for him
to actually have one. Shrugging, he stepped over to the machine,
and pressed the button to start the message.

“You are going to pay for what you did, Bob.”
The voice belonged to Damion Cord. It wasn’t a surprise the man was
calling to threaten the life of the man who’d spoken against him,
because it meant he was going to end up in prison for a few years,
rather than using his skills to convince the jury to believe him.
“I don’t appreciate you using information I told you in confidence
against me, especially after the act you put on. You wanted me to
think you believed every word I said, didn’t you, and that makes
you just as manipulative as you say I am. You told everyone in the
court room I was a danger to people on the street, and I’m not
going to say you were wrong about that. I don’t know my strength
when I’ve had a couple of drinks, but I’m not the person you made
me out to be. I’m not a psychopath. I’m nothing more than a man who
makes bad choices sometimes, and now, like so many other people,
you’ve made a bad choice. You’ve made me your enemy, and you are
going to regret that.”

Sighing, Bob raked a hand through his hair.
There were no other recordings on the tape, so he took it out, to
take to the police. Of course Cord was going to threaten him. That
was an inevitability after he made the decision to speak against a
man who had, it seemed, come to believe his own lies, but Bob knew
if he shared that message with the police, they’d do what they
could to keep him safe. He was on their side. He always had been,
and it wasn’t the first time he’d testified against someone like
Cord. They’d done what they could then, and Bob didn’t have any
reason to doubt that they’d do the same when Cord came out of
prison. Likelihood was he wouldn’t get anywhere near as long as he
should, but there was nothing that could be done about that. The
law was the law. Everyone involved in the case had to work within
it, as much as they sometimes wished there was more they could
do.

 



Chapter 2




Every so often Bob found himself looking at
the phone, waiting for the call he knew would be coming – telling
him the parole board’s decision on Damion Cord’s parole hearing.
There was work he needed to be doing, but even after sharing with
the parole board his belief that it wasn’t safe for Cord to be
free, the man had done everything he needed to do in order to make
them see things otherwise. Just as Bob knew he would, Cord had made
all the right choices while in prison. He’d done whatever he had to
do in order to make himself seem like the kind of person who could
be better, but prison was free of one very important thing -
alcohol. Once that was added in again there was no doubt in Bob’s
mind he’d be seeing Cord again. The time when the dark courage Cord
felt from drinking would take him down a similar path, and there
was only one group of people Bob would blame for that - the parole
board. It was as though they were incapable of seeing past all the
good choices Cord had made while being free of his drug of choice,
to who he was when he was free to drink.

Shaking his head, Bob did his best to focus
on the reports he needed to write. Even if Cord did get out, there
was no reason for him to worry. The police already knew about the
threat against his life, so they’d do what they’d done before to
keep him safe, but back then it had been easier. Lives changed.
Bob, in the time Cord was in prison, had met someone he cared
about, and if Cord was free… biting down hard on his lip, almost
hard enough to hurt, Bob looked down at the paperwork in front of
him. He’d already warned Melanie about Cord. He’d said it might be
better if she left him, and she’d just laughed. “Bob, I’ve always
known your job is dangerous.” The smile she gave him then was a
reminder of how he’d come to fall in love with her. “You’ve never
kept that from me, and if the worst should happen then it is
something I knew about when I made the decision I wanted to be with
you. There’s no reason for me to walk away now.”

“Damion Cord…”

Nodding, she took hold of his hands. As Bob
sat at his desk, he relived the feelings her words aroused in him
again. “Is not a reason for me to walk away from a relationship
that’s been good for me. Good for both of us.” She shrugged. “I
understand why you’re worried, and, should Cord be freed, then I
will make certain I can protect myself.” Her eyes met with his. “I
love you.”

“I love you too.”

The phone ringing pulled Bob out of his
thoughts, and he lifted the receiver. “Hello?”

“Bob, it’s Joe.” That wasn’t a good sign.
“Parole board has made their decision, and Cord is going to be out
in a couple of days, so… I know you did what you could to keep him
behind bars. We all did. We all know what that… person is capable
of, and he should be behind bars for the rest of his life, but he’s
too good at putting on an act for people.”

“Thank you for letting me know, Joe.” Bob
shook his head. “We all know that if they can get people out of
prison they will, and Cord wanted to be out. He did what he had to
do in order to make that happen.” He sighed. “Melanie wasn’t
willing to listen to reason.”

Joe laughed. “Of course she wasn’t. She cares
too much about you to walk away, simply because a psychopathic
convict threatened you. For now, we have no reason to think there’s
anything to worry about. He could well have forgotten all about you
after all this time.”

“Maybe, but I highly doubt that. He blamed me
for being the one to put him behind bars last time, and I’m certain
he’s going to come after me, because of that. Melanie… if she gets
caught in the crossfire…”

“Should we think something will happen we’ll
be sure to keep an eye on her too. Neither of you will be hurt by
Damion Cord. You and I are friends now, Bob, after all the work
we’ve done together, and I’ll be damned if I let anyone kill my
favorite psychologist.”

***

Focusing on work was next to impossible.
Thoughts of what Damion Cord was capable of kept taking over his
mind, in a way it made it impossible to be able to think of
anything else, which wasn’t normal. Standing, Bob paced from one
side of his office to the other, as he tried to work out what it
was about Cord that worried him so much, because there’d been other
convicts who’d threatened him. Other psychopaths who blamed him for
their time spent behind bars. He’d never worried as much about
them, but then he hadn’t had Melanie in his life then. Until her
he’d never been willing to let someone else in, in case something
happened, and letting his guard down with her… maybe it had been a
mistake.

Only, for the first time, Bob felt like he’d
found the piece that had been missing to make his life whole. She
was the one who was there for him at the end of a long day. She
understood his position, and never pushed him to talk about his
cases, but instead worked to take his mind off them, taking him
into her much more normal office life with her chatter. Not going
home and losing himself in the cases was something he didn’t know
he needed, until it happened. He’d always been terrible for taking
time out, but she made certain he did, making his life so different
to how it had been before. Yet she still understood there were days
when it was going to be next to impossible for him not to think
about what he was dealing with, and even then, it seemed like she
knew exactly what he needed. She’d listen, if it was something he
could talk about, and if it wasn’t, she’d just keep him company,
holding him to remind him there was good in the world, even if
there were days when it was really hard to see it.

Giving in, Bob grabbed his jacket from the
back of the door, and made his way to his car. Two days until Cord
was out. He shook his head. It didn’t make sense that a parole
board could look at a list of crimes like the one Cord had, how
he’d been in and out of prison his entire adult life, and not see
that the man was just going to end up back where he started, after
doing something worse than before. For years his crimes had been
escalating. Eventually, to anyone thinking logically, it would make
sense that he’d end up murdering someone. Probably in hot blood,
because he wasn’t the kind of person who seemed to plan out his
life, but, in the end, someone was going to die, thanks to the
parole board seeing a man who was trying to better his life. A man
who was smart enough to do the right thing in prison. A man who’d
never shown he was able to make those same right choices when he
wasn’t in prison.

***

Like she normally was at 6pm Melanie was
home, and Bob stopped for a moment outside the door to her
apartment. She knew he was going to be there, because they’d talked
before about his plans for the evening, but maybe… the door opened.
“I’ve made my choice, Bob.” She smiled at him. “You might not
understand it, because it’s not the choice you’d make, but it was
my choice to make, and I’m not walking away.”

Breathing in deeply, trying to work out what
the best choice was, Bob nodded. “Then maybe I need to.”

“Okay, think about it logically, because I
know right now your emotions are getting the better of you. I can
understand that, considering what’s happening. However, even if you
do make the decision we shouldn’t be together, it’s very likely
Cord will still come after me, as it won’t change how you feel
about me. He’ll learn about me somehow, and he’ll see me as the
easier target.” Melanie shrugged. “I am the easier target, being
female, and he’ll still be able to hurt you, should that be what he
wants to do.” She smiled. “The thing you need to keep in mind right
now, love, is that whatever choice you make the fact we have been
together is enough for him to choose to come after me, which is why
you tried so hard to convince the parole board he should stay in
prison.”

“What I don’t understand is why they didn’t
listen to me.”

Melanie stepped to one side, and Bob,
accepting the logic of her argument, stepped into the apartment, in
part because he didn’t want to be alone. She closed the door behind
them, making him feel safe for the first time that day. “Damion
Cord is a healthy white middle-class male, young enough to live a
mostly normal life, and they believed he should be given that
chance, based on the choices he made while he was in prison. They
did what they believed was in his best interests, because, of
course, he’s the person who mattered, not the woman he raped.” She
sighed. “Neither of us will ever agree with that choice, Bob, but
they made it for what they thought were the right reasons.”

“He’s a psychopath.”

“You know that, and I know that, but we also
both know how easy it is for a psychopath to seem entirely normal
to those who can’t see past the act.”

“There was something about him, when I first
met him, that actually scared me. I’ve dealt with people like
Damion Cord before, so I don’t know why, exactly, but I think it
was due to how normal he seemed. How easy it was for him to put on
the perfect act, in order to make me see him the way he wanted me
to see him. He would have done the same thing for the parole board.
They’d have seen exactly what he wanted them to see.”

“No matter what happens next remember you did
the best you could.” Melanie squeezed Bob’s shoulders, as she stood
behind him. “You tried to make them see just how dangerous he could
be.”

“Being away from the drink while in prison
meant he was far more in control of the choices he was making than
he will be when he gets out again. That…” He shook his head. “I
mentioned that specifically, and I know they talked to the victim.
Laura is doing much better now, but she’s still dealing with the
aftereffects, and she mentioned specifically that being around
anyone who’s been drinking is next to impossible for her now. She’s
so scared of what might happen. From what she said Damion seemed so
charming, when he was talking to her in the bar that night. At
first, she didn’t even know he was the one who’d broken in her
home. She thought it was someone else, not the man who’d been
trying to charm her into joining him for a drink after she finished
her shift, and then she saw his face.”

“I know what he looks like, so I’m not going
to make any mistakes. If I see him, I’ll call Joe.”

“Good. That doesn’t mean Joe will be there in
time, though.”

“Pepper spray should be enough to stop him
for a few seconds, and I’m more than capable of running, even in
high heels.” She stepped around him. “I’ve been a female in this
world for a long time, Bob. I know how to deal with people like
Damion Cord.”

***

The words Melanie said had stuck with him.
‘I’ve been a female in this world for a long time.’ Bob thought
about the one time he’d met Laura, and how she’d talked about the
choices she’d made to keep herself safe, but they weren’t enough
when she was dealing with Cord. He’d made the decision to break
into her place to get what he wanted. Being drunk was his reason
for making that choice, but the story he’d told was very different
to the story Laura told. She’d mentioned how normal he seemed, even
after how much he’d been drinking, and it seemed likely Cord was a
much more capable drunk than the average person. He’d spent so much
of his time drinking he didn’t get drunk as quickly, so he drank
more, and the more he drank the more certain he became that what he
wanted was what he was going to get. He’d made the decision he
wanted Laura, and he was going to do anything he had to in order to
make that happen.

Bob pulled his report on Cord closer. The two
men they’d met were very different people. Cord had viewed Bob as a
peer, probably due to their shared gender, and had done what he
could to manipulate the way he was viewed, so it seemed he was
simply a man who make some mistakes when he had a little too much
to drink. It was obvious he was trying to play on that aspect of
who he was, that he’d come to drinking due to problems he’d had in
the past, so it would probably be best for him to be with a
supportive group who could help him through that - only multiple
judges had made that decision in the past, and Cord was still
drinking. He was still making the same mistakes he always had done,
if they truly were mistakes. From what Laura said it seemed like
Cord had joked about how much he could drink, asking if she thought
she’d be able to keep up with him, trying to be friendly with her
while also flirting. She’d said he was very obvious about the fact
he was attracted to her, but there was nothing about him that
attracted her. Especially not the way he was drinking.

Only that still hadn’t been enough to
convince the parole board that Cord should stay in prison. He’d
been sentenced to five years in prison, which was nowhere near long
enough, and the parole board had commuted it, because they’d been
able to see how much he’d changed during his time in prison, so
he’d only served three of the five years. That had been exactly
what he wanted. His choices, to Bob, were obvious - all that
mattered to him was getting out of prison as soon as he could. He’d
thought, up until the very last moment, he’d be able to charm
everyone into seeing that he was just a good guy who’d made the
wrong choices. Unfortunately for him the jury hadn’t agreed. They’d
told the world he was guilty, of both burglary and rape, so he’d be
imprisoned, and, to the world, he’d served his time. They’d see it
as him coming out as a better person, a person who could become a
productive member of society, a person who wasn’t going to make the
same mistakes all over again.

Even if they had found Cord guilty, they were
still falling for part of his act. The part where he wasn’t in
control of the choices he was making because of the alcohol in his
system, and there had been plenty of times when his blood alcohol
level had been enough to kill him. Bob, on meeting with the parole
board, had tried to explain what that meant, especially as going
cold turkey in prison wouldn’t have been at all good for Cord, but
there were no records of him dealing with withdrawal. That wasn’t a
sign he hadn’t. It was just a sign he’d hidden that from everyone,
the way he’d hidden the truth of who he was, and they’d said they
didn’t believe he was going to make the same choices again. He’d
told them he was going to be a better person. Words had been enough
for them, because they hadn’t been able to see past the mask.

Standing, Bob made his way into the kitchen,
glass in hand. A couple of glasses of whiskey probably wasn’t going
to stop the nightmares, but they were better than the pills he’d
been prescribed. They’d knock him out so well he wouldn’t be able
to wake up if something did happen, not that it should, because
there was still a day to go. One day. It was going to be a longer
day than normal. Like he had done before he poured a measure of
whiskey into the glass, thinking about his grandfather as he did.
It had been that man who’d taught him the difference between a good
drink and a bad drink. The difference between drinking for the
pleasure of it and drinking because it was the only way you could
get through the day. Fortunately, Bob had never become like his
parents, walking their path into the darkness due to the fact they
were addicted to alcohol, and they weren’t even willing to give it
up to be good parents. They’d been too selfish to be there for him,
and his sisters, so it had been up to his grandfather to raise
them, to help them see who they could be without the alcohol that
had taken over their lives.

“I miss you.” Bob looked down into the glass.
“Did I make the right choice when I made the decision to follow in
your footsteps, or should I have chosen a different path?” He
sighed. “I wanted so badly to help people, but maybe I didn’t make
the right choices.”

 



Chapter 3


First thing Wednesday morning the phone rang.
“Bob Hunter.”

“It’s me.”

“He’s out.”

“For now.” Joe sighed. “We’re keeping a close
eye on him, because we know what he’s capable of, no matter what
the parole board said.”

“Cord’s not going to make any decisions now
that will lead to him ending up back in jail. He’s smart enough to
be careful, Joe, no matter how angry he is with me, as I’m certain
he already knows I passed on the threat he made to you.”

“You did mention that to the parole board,
didn’t you?”

Nodding, Bob looked at the wall in front of
him, trying not to think too much of the conversation he’d had with
the board. “As with most of what I said they’re weren’t willing to
listen. They’d made their minds up before I walked into the room,
because they believed whatever it was Cord told them. From what I
could tell none of them thought the job I did was particularly
important.”

“We aren’t past that yet?” Joe made a sound,
one Bob knew well, which made him smile. “You’ve done more for our
department than I think they could ever know, and I don’t care what
they think. Your job is important, Bob, so don’t let what they
thought stop you from doing what you’re doing.”

“They can think whatever they want. It isn’t
going to stop me.” Bob shrugged. “One thing they did say, that
isn’t entirely unfounded, is that I can’t truly diagnose someone
with that kind of disorder after meeting them once, but sometimes
you just know. There’s no doubt in my mind Damion Cord is a
psychopath, a dangerous one, who’s got street smarts and the
ability to drink so much alcohol it would kill anyone else, and he
should never have been let out of prison.”

“Eventually they’ll realize that. It’ll be
too late for whoever he hurts, but they’ll realize the damage they
caused by not being able to see the truth. However, having met Cord
before, I can understand why it was so easy for them to accept what
it was they were seeing, because he’s good. He’s really good. Until
recently I wasn’t able to see through the mask, but I know that was
at least partly because I didn’t entirely want to. Being able to
see someone like him for who he truly is… sometimes accepting the
mask is less terrifying.”

“Understandable.” Bob ran his tongue over his
dry lips. “I did notice your people had dealt with Cord multiple
times in the past. How many times was he let go?”

“More than I can remember, because it was
just drunk and disorderly. There are worse things someone can be.
He would get upset with people when he was drunk, especially anyone
who disagreed with him, and there were plenty of times when he was
close to starting an argument, but we got there before he could.
He’d act then like he was more drunk that he actually was. I don’t
know how to describe it, exactly, but one moment he’d seem like he
was perfectly fine, and the next he was stumbling, slurring his
words, and behaving like anyone else would when they were drunk.
From what I know of him he had been drinking since before he was
18. He didn’t have a good time of it when he was younger. Parents
were problematic, at best.”

“People with problematic parents don’t always
end up breaking the law, Joe.”

“Oh, I know. I’m just saying there are
reasons as to why he is the way he is, because walking these kinds
of paths often isn’t exactly a choice, but more a sort of gentle
drift, as they don’t know what else they’re going to be able to do
with their lives when their parents never made anything of their
lives. You were lucky enough to have a grandparent who was there
for you no matter what. Other people don’t have that. They just
have a whole bunch of people who see them as becoming just like
their parents, and I think, in part, that’s what led to Cord being
the way he is.”

“You’ve tried before to rehabilitate
him?”

“How could I not? When he was younger, and I
thought he could be helped, I did what I could, but he didn’t want
to know. Not really. He acted as though he did, before going on to
make the same choices he had done before.”

***

Learning more from Joe about Cord was helping
Bob to create a better idea of the person he was. Maybe the man
wasn’t a true psychopath, but instead a sociopath, created by the
choices that were made by his parents. Not that it really mattered
how he’d come to be what he was. There was no way of changing what
was, no way of helping him to find another path, as there were
people who’d tried to help him before, only for him to keep on
doing what he’d always done. It wasn’t really something Bob should
have been focusing on, but his mind wasn’t willing to move on to
something else. For the first time in a long time the intrusive
thoughts were something he didn’t have true control over, and that
could become a problem, if he let it.

Even though it would confuse anyone who
walked into the office Bob moved to sit in front of his desk, cross
legged. Breathing in deeply, remembering the lessons he’d been
taught by the therapists he saw after his father died, Bob let the
thoughts he had sweep through his mind. He didn’t focus on any of
them
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