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Help a bloke out.
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  Life choices.


January 2023, North Island New Zealand 

Click! Open the barrel; close the barrel; action the shotgun … click! Open the barrel; close the barrel. Action … click! 
How did I get to this state again? I was three-quarters of a bottle of whiskey down and dry firing a shotgun at myself and thinking how easy it would be to put a couple of rounds in it. In my shed on the couch by myself, I was looking out of the double doors leading to the open paddock with a view of a huge old windswept Morton bay fig tree. It was a beautiful scene on such a fine day, and I had intended using it to clean guns while listening to music. Then I opened the bottle, which in combination with the music, started bringing back dark memories I had jammed into the metaphorical bottle inside my head. I don’t think I need to explain this ended up not being an exactly healthy way to spend a Sunday afternoon, even if it was among the backdrop of tranquillity I had craved when I was away. 
I was struggling with the loss of my younger brother who was killed in prison while I was overseas chasing money, working as a mercenary after I left the French Foreign Legion.
I should have been there as the big brother. I don’t know why he decided to join a gang called "Broken Son's," a gang originally started by three young boys whose fathers didn't return from World War II. The gang quickly evolving into a brotherhood for young men from broken families seeking comradery and like mind people. They wore the name Broken Sons like a badge of honor and were known to be particularly violent towards anyone outside the club using it in ways they perceived as demeaning towards them. 
We didn’t have a bad upbringing, and our parents had always been there and supported us in every way a good parent does. I can’t imagine why he fell off the rails and went down the road to gang life usually reserved for people who are searching for family and a sense of belonging. Especially a gang with a name like Broken Sons. I didn't see my brother as broken, but then I hadn't been around as much as I maybe should have. 
When my parents told me he joined a gang, I was four years into a five-year contract with the Legion and couldn’t come home. When I finished my contract and left the Legion, I wanted to have saved enough money to be able to buy my own place back home. So, I did like many who leave the military and went to work in war zones as a mercenary. I thought a bit more time away from home wouldn’t hurt, and my family had already survived without me for that long. I thought if I came home with money then I would be able to help my brother more. Maybe we could have started a business together or he could have moved in with me when I bought my house. 
Then I found out my brother had been sent to Paremoremo, a maximum-security prison in Auckland, and he needed money for his legal fees. In order to help him, I needed to take on more and more high-risk work in places around the world I hadn’t intended to visit, let alone commit violence I never thought I would have had the courage to carry out, but I needed to earn better money and I sold my soul on those tours of trauma in an effort to build a better life.
When I heard he had been killed — I was on my way home. 
I found out my parents had also crippled themselves financially when they tried to get him released from prison. My brother’s partner and child were also financially destitute as a result of his death. He left them with nothing but joint debt from deals gone wrong and bad purchases. His old club helped where they could I was told, but because they refused to deal in methamphetamine they weren't rolling in cash like some other outlaw motorcycle clubs. There was no way she was going to be able to pay any of it back with what she earnt while raising a child and paying other bills. I helped her as much as I could. 
I used almost all the money I made to buy a block of land north of Auckland with a run-down house and old sheds on it. My parents moved into the house and I renovated one of the sheds as a place for me to live. 
There was no way I could load that shotgun I was dry firing at myself. There were far too many people relying on me, and it would have been an act of total selfishness to opt out of life right then. The Remington retirement plan was not an option for me.
Once again, I pulled myself out of it — pushed the emotions and trauma back into the bottle and let the memories I’d been dwelling on become ghosts again. I stood up and felt the effects of the whiskey as I stretched my six-feet-tall frame. As I heard my back and shoulders clicking into place, it reminded me of the arduous time I’d given my body over the years. I glanced at my reflection in the window and saw eyes looking back at me with the flat look they had when I’d been drinking while dwelling on the demons in my head. I ran my hand through my short hair, blew out a heavy breath and headed upstairs. It was time to prepare for work the next day.

      [image: ]My name is Declan Chase. After the death of my brother, I felt the need to alter my life path. My first instinct was to find who killed him and explain to them the bad life choice they’d made. I realised though I couldn’t take the risk of ending up in the same place as him. I had responsibilities, responsibilities I’d never anticipated having with people counting on me. It was also almost impossible to do because the person who murdered him was still in the maximum-security prison. 
It was also because I still felt sick from the memory of what I did the last time I let my demons off their chain for the sake of vengeance. The last contract I undertook as a mercenary was messy and brutal. Although it was the right action at the time it still didn’t sit well with my perceived moral compass, and it haunted me. It also ended my chances of being able to work in that world ever again. I needed to learn a different way to deal with issues rather than resorting to violence. I understood I couldn’t run around killing everyone who’d wronged me. It’s illegal and frowned upon. 
Yet, I still wanted to know why my brother was murdered and I wanted to see where he died. If possible, I wanted to meet his killer. Not to have a go at him but to find out why. Letting anger and desire for revenge take control wouldn’t bring him back. 
There was a job vacancy for a prison officer at Paremoremo maximum-security prison where my brother had been imprisoned. I applied, and after an extensive application process I got the job and started a whole new life journey with the positive intentions of being a better person. I was lucky I started this job at a good time, immediately before the world met the covid-19 pandemic. To have what is essentially a recession-proof career when there were a lot of other people struggling with redundancies saved me a lot of stress. 
It was harder than I thought seeing where my brother spent his final days on this Earth. More awkward still, when I saw the yard where he was murdered and learnt how the murder happened. It was easy to put myself in his shoes and imagine how he felt when he was in there. Even as an officer you start to miss the outside when you are effectively locked up all day. I walked down the corridors and looked out the bars at a beautiful day outside beyond the razor-wire-topped concrete wall and it made me think about how he must have felt knowing what became of his life. I learnt he spent time going on and off what is called suicide watch. He didn’t do well in prison and developed serious mental health issues and engaged in self-harming incidents. So, he often spent time in a cell by himself in the high-risk mental health unit. The time he was let out to mix with other prisoners was when he was attacked and murdered. I was curious to find out whose decision it was to let him mix with rival gang members.
I spent time working as a regular officer before an internal role inside the prison was advertised. They wanted employees who could physically train prisoners. The step into this new role felt right for me. Yet I would never have thought I would be working in a prison helping prisoners with their fitness. 
During my time there, I learnt how many prisoners were incarcerated because of their upbringing. 
Before I came to work in the prison, I would never have accepted the excuse that someone's behaviour was entirely because of their childhood trauma and how they were raised. After hearing many of their stories, it was difficult to imagine how they could have turned out any different. I was once told by a prisoner how he was chained under the house like a dog for two years when he was a child. There is no way you can grow to be a normal human being after suffering trauma like that.
There were the ones, of course, who liked prison. It made them feel like a proper gangster. I found a lot of those “I’m a gangster prisoners” reminded me of my brother. Not because my brother was in a gang and wanted to come across as tough but because the way I remember him was as an awkward teenager who didn’t know what he wanted to do in life. I always thought he would join the army or maybe one of the other services. I was disappointed when I heard he went in the other direction and joined the Broken Son's Motorcycle Club. 
I found helping those young prisoners and wannabe gangsters made me feel better for not being around when my brother needed me. It didn’t take away the guilt, but it soothed it a bit. I also got a kick out of being able to get through to several by imparting my knowledge of doing stupid things and making bad life choices. So much so I studied and learnt how to be a life coach, and agent of change in their lives. It was a positive way to move forward with my life — helping people make better life choices.
After a time, I lost the desire to look into who murdered him. A better option was to let it go and not let it consume my life. He was gone and my heart was broken, but hanging onto this would have caused it to eat at me and most likely send me down a dark path.

      [image: ]
I passed other members of the physical training team as I headed down the long corridor away from the maximum-security unit towards one of the management units. These were used for prisoners who were too troublesome to look after in a normal unit. We had four management units on our site, and they were all full. 
‘Have you changed any lives and shaped any futures today?’ Samara asked me as she sauntered past. She was the trainer all the prisoners tried to get to train them. With her blonde hair and long legs, they were always on their best behaviour for her.
‘No, I haven’t, but it’s still early, there’s plenty of time left in the day to be someone’s agent of change.’ I laughed as I moved on. This was our standard overused team joke. 
There was time to fill before my next session started, so I went to the office at the back behind the staff base. There were security doors leading to this office, so there was no way prisoners could get in there. It had two individual offices for senior staff and an open area with computers which could be used by anyone. There was also a conference room and a lunchroom where staff could get a small amount of peace during their breaks. 
I used one of the computers to write my notes for the sessions I’d already completed. It was then I heard the emergency alarm go off in my earpiece. All radios were equipped with a red button that could be pushed in a situation, and it alerted officers an incident was taking place, so every officer listened when they heard it. The person who had pushed the button then stated what was happening and where, so if officers were close enough to get there quickly, they assisted. I listened. The situation was taking place in the unit I was already in, so I closed the computer and returned to the staff base to see what was happening. 
One of the prisoners on the wing had set off the sprinkler system in his cell. Sprinklers were there in case of fire. Unfortunately, because of the design of the cells, they could set off the sprinkler by climbing onto their fixed desk and hitting the sprinkler. It happened often and created a situation for the staff as they had to move the prisoner to another cell, clean up the water, and have the sprinkler activation mechanism replaced.
‘Who was it?’ I asked once I was back in the staff base, where I could hear one of the cell doors being kicked with brutal force.
   ‘It was prisoner Travis,’ replied Officer Melvin.
‘Travis, when did he come back? I was here when he was released last year,’ I replied.
‘He’s just come back in, and it looks like he’s tried to smoke all the crack in South Auckland. We’re calling the Site Emergency Response Team (SERT) to come and move him as we know we are going to have problems with him,’ Melvin said as he ran his hand over his bald head as though brushing back the hair he once had.
I used to get on well with prisoner Travis, so I went onto the wing to see if I could talk to him. The cell door rattled with every violent kick thrown at it by Travis while I waited for housing control to open the metal grill at the end of the wing. When I arrived at the door and looked through the observation window, I was blown away by how different he looked. He’d been a big man when he was in prison last time, but he was a lot bigger now, and he wasn’t fat. He looked as though he’d been taking steroids because he was massive. His hair was longer than when I last saw him, and it looked tangled and unwashed. His beady-looking eyes, which already seemed too close together, looked even worse, as if they’d shrunk into his head, and the dark rings around his eyes told me he wasn’t sleeping well.
‘Holy shit, bro!’ I said as I looked through the observation window. ‘Did you work out the whole time you were out because you’re a fucking beast?’ 
He carried on kicking the door a few more times before he started to see through the haze of rage and recognised me. 
‘Declan, bro, tell these cunts to give me the phone. I want to make a phone call. They said I could, and then they just fucked off and haven’t come back.’
‘Okay, I’ll talk to them, but first, they’ll have to take you to a different cell so they can reset the sprinkler system in this one.’
‘Fuck that! I’m not moving till I get the phone.’
‘You know as well as I do that’s not how this works; you can’t pop the sprinkler and stay in the same cell. They’ll put you in a clean cell, and then they might let you use the phone. By damaging prison property, you could lose the privilege of phone time anyway.’
‘Fuck those cunts! If they try and move me, I’ll smash them. You know as soon as I let them put cuffs on me, they will drop me and give me a hiding as payback.’ 
‘You know how this works. I would prefer it if it didn’t go that way, but they’ll move you with force if they have to, and I don’t want to see you or anyone else get hurt. They won’t do anything; you haven’t assaulted staff, so they have no reason to be angry with you.’
In my head, I was thinking fuck. If they went in there with him raging like he was, with his size and strength, then the possibility of an officer getting hurt was high. The Site Emergency Response Team, (SERT) was stacked with big blokes who knew how to deal with those situations, but there was always a risk. Not long ago, in a similar situation, one of the team got stabbed in the shoulder by a prisoner wielding a decent-sized shank. 
‘What if I move you? I’ll get two other staff members because we must have at least three, and I’ll move you to another cell. That way you know nothing will happen. Then, once you are moved, I’ll ask about getting you the phone, just this one time. As I said, you know you normally wouldn’t get it once you damage things.’
I could see him de-escalating while he thought about it. 
‘Okay, bro, if you are going to move me, I’ll go,’ he said.
‘Now, I need your promise you aren’t going to fuck around when I open this door, bro,’ I said with a smile on my face to show him even though I was serious I wasn’t angry.
‘Not with you, I won’t do anything.’
I found two more officers who were willing to help me move him. We placed handcuffs on him through the hatch in the door, and I took control of the cuffs as we opened the main door to move him out for a rubdown and scanner search. 
‘Fucking hell, bro, I can’t believe how much bigger you’ve got,’ I said to him as I was securing one of his arms against the wall. I was aware if he chose to attack, he would be exceptionally tricky to restrain, even with handcuffs on. I always found talking to prisoners when they were in a heightened state would take their minds off what was making them angry, and usually, I could keep them engaged while we did what we needed to do, which in this case, was move him to another cell. 
He let us move him into a new cell and close the door. We removed the handcuffs, and as soon as the hatch was secured, he stepped back and started kicking the door again with force. How much could the metal take? I tried to engage with him again, but he was in the anger zone, and I could tell he couldn’t see me through the fog of rage. That’s the sad result of people who use methamphetamines; they fry their brains, and they never come back from it. 

      [image: ]
I enjoyed my job and helping people, but the money wasn’t enough to cover paying a mortgage and also help my brother Anthony’s partner and their daughter, Samantha, as well as help pay off my brother’s debt. So, I sought ways to continue doing what I enjoyed while earning a bit more to cover other costs. I started doing security work in the evenings; bouncer work for a couple of bars where I caught up with a man with whom I used to train. We had trained together and also did security work with a crew before I left to join the Legion.
There was a security contract he needed help to fulfil and he was assembling a few guys to work for him. It paid well, and was casual work which allowed me to keep my regular job. When I worked for him I was doing different kinds of work from close protection to surveillance work and at times driving. For what he was paying I wasn’t going to question what he wanted me to do.
Our team was working to protect the innovative secrets of a firm developing new blockchain technology. The technology made it so people could make almost instantaneous crypto transactions worldwide, which as you might imagine was causing tension with the traditional financial industry. The big banks were wary of the idea of people accessing low-cost financial services. The firm, Teller, was fronting this revolution. The Teller blockchain was one of hundreds of networks that store and transmit cryptocurrencies which would impact the financial industry. 
As cryptocurrencies gained headlines over the past ten years, many other virtual currencies and platforms saw gains and user bases. The Teller blockchain was one of those. This blockchain was a distributed ledger used to transmit digital currencies globally and it stood out with its unique algorithm. An algorithm that was already faster, cheaper, and more energy-efficient than any others. Once their new blockchain was operational, they would be unmatched. 
That’s the basics of how it worked, and why other organisations wanted to know about it. I did not need to know all the details; I needed to know the basics to explain it in a way that made me sound like I knew what I was talking about. All I needed to know was someone was trying to take something from the firm we were tasked to look after, and we would be well paid to stop that from happening. 
Most of our work was countersurveillance, so we were trying to spot the people attempting to spy on what the business we looked after was developing. It was about going to the places our boss went, to see if anyone was watching him and the people he met. Our job was to spot them and frustrate their efforts — like running interference for him. 
They would inevitably discover things, but we put systems in place to minimise the intelligence they could get. There were ways we protected our boss’s data, by using equipment such as Faraday bags and the Faraday cages we built in his house and office. The tinfoil hat joke came from somewhere, and that somewhere, was the Faraday cage. Aluminium foil can be used to protect against electromagnetic fields. Faraday cages and Faraday bags are used in digital forensics to prevent remote wiping and altering criminal digital evidence.






  
  Reality check.



I was barely outside the prison gate when my phone rang. It wasn’t my regular phone; it was the phone I used only for the work I did with the team. It was encrypted and disposable. Knowing who it would be, I answered the phone with that in mind.
‘Good afternoon. You have reached The Life Coach, how can I help change your life, shape your future, and will you allow me to be your agent of change this afternoon?’ 
‘Fuck off, you’re so full of shit. Where are you?’ said Joe.
‘Where do you think I am. Some of us still work normal jobs.’ 
‘So, you call training psychopaths, killers and rapists a normal job? You’re messed up; you know that. You know you could always work full-time for me. I’ve got plenty of work for you and I’ll pay you well.’
‘I know if I came to work for you full-time, I would inevitably have to do things I don’t want to do, which would give me more bad karma. I’ve already earnt enough in my life. I like being a normal person with a normalish job, trying to make a difference in others’ lives.
‘You are far from normal. Bad karma is just something you tell yourself; there is no such thing as bad karma or bad luck. You did what was right; they deserved to die. Don’t torture yourself forever over things you can’t change.’
I thought back to the moment Joe referred to. He had no real idea what I did; I only gave him an inkling of what happened. He learnt details from other men he knew who were working as mercenaries at the same time as me, but a lot of it was guessing. It was the right thing to do, even if it stained my soul. I wasn’t about to let anyone know the extent of the killing I did that day. When I defied orders and turned on my team it was because my morals wouldn’t let me do what they asked of me.
‘I know that, but for now, I am comfortable having a place to work where I wear a uniform, have camaraderie with the people I work with, and have a sense of purpose. I am also genuinely trying to help people change for the better. Doing jobs for you helps me because the money isn’t exactly spectacular in this line of work. Coming to work for you full-time is not something I’m interested in right now.’
‘All right, mate, I do get it; you’re hiding from your nature and doing things to make yourself feel better. It’s fucked up, but I get the why. Just don’t get too comfortable and hide in there for too long. A man with your capabilities is wasted in there, and as much as you feel you are changing lives, you know most of them won’t. You don’t want to spend your life trying to help people who don’t deserve your help. That’s my two cents worth of opinion,’ said Joe. ‘On another note, we have a job we need to sort out, and we’ll need the whole team. We’re meeting at the gym tonight for a closed session. I want to run through the plan; work out how and what we will do, as it could happen within a week.’
I knew about the task. We’d spoken a while ago about a professional agitator who was hired by an unknown entity. His job was to cause as much trouble for the firm we were looking after as he could, and to sow doubt into people's minds about what they were developing, and he had been getting more and more effective with what he was doing as time went on. We discussed options for dealing with this person. We were trying to counteract what he was doing without success, and we had yet to devise a concrete plan to move forward. 
As a joke, I mentioned the industrial-grade fireworks I had tucked away and how they could be modified to make an interesting-sized explosion to eliminate the problem once and for all.
When I mentioned it, Joe and I displayed the same dreamy expression as we imagined the big boom we could make. However, it wasn’t the way we did things, even if in our past lives it was the way we had done it. We came to the same conclusion, even if we were to go that way; it was too big and too loud, and it would attract way too much unwanted attention. Governments don’t like big explosions they didn’t sanction.

 

I was planning to go and see my brother’s ex-partner who called saying she needed to talk to me about something which happened with a guy she had started dating. She’d given me a quick rundown on what happened over the phone, and I told her I would come to see her while I was in Silverdale, before meeting the team at the gym. Her name was Sarah. 

      [image: ]One evening, Sarah met Marcus at the Wade Tavern down the road from where she lived. She felt his eyes on her as soon as she entered the bar. Although Sarah hadn’t put huge effort into getting dressed up for just the local pub, her slim figure and classically beautiful face always made men look at her. 
‘Hello, pretty lady,’ Marcus said when she went to the bar. 'Can I buy you a drink?’ 
‘Is that your attempt at a pick-up line?’ Sarah said with a smile. 
‘Well, I was going to go with the cheesy classic of, how you doing, when I thought better of it.’ He was a good-looking man with long shaggy hair, a trimmed beard and tattoos covering his arms. He looked like the kind of rebel girls fantasized about. He was charismatic and funny and one thing led to another, and they ended up dating.
Although he seemed nice to start with, she soon learnt he was controlling, combined with a massive problem of being insanely jealous. 
One night Marcus arrived in his truck while she was on the phone.
‘Okay, I’ll talk to him tomorrow at work and see if we can get it sorted,’ Sarah said to her work colleague while she waved at Marcus to come in. She pointed towards the kitchen and mimicked drinking to indicate Marcus should pour them a wine. Sarah was pacing back and forth in the lounge, an open living space encompassing the kitchen, and Marcus listened to her chatting while he was trying to find the wine glasses in the kitchen. Sarah burst out laughing at what was said to her before she ended the call. 
‘Who was that?’ Marcus asked failing to hide the jealousy from his voice.
‘Just a guy from work. We’re working on a project together, and he needed to confirm details.’
‘So, what, he calls you at home, like it can’t wait until tomorrow? It sounds like he wants to do more than just work with you.’ 
Sarah was taken aback by his venomous sulky tone.
‘It’s not like that at all; we often talk on the phone to work things out for the next day; it’s what makes us an effective team.’
‘Oh, a team now, so not just workmates. Have you fucked him?’ he said as he walked around the kitchen bench to stand in front of Sarah, causing her to flinch internally with the sheer potential for violence he was exhibiting.
‘No, I haven’t, and that’s a totally inappropriate question; you don’t have any right to get jealous over a work colleague calling me; we have only been going out a short time so how about you pull your head in.’ Her head exploded in pain as his slap connected. Sarah had not expected it and reeled backwards. She hit the corner of the couch and fell over. He stood over her shaking with suppressed rage. 
‘Don’t make me look like a fucking idiot. You’re my woman, not his and you do what your man tells you to do. No more talking to him, or I’ll get my boys to find out where he lives and pay him a visit.’ He stormed out, leaving Sarah scared and crying on the couch. Declan’s brother, Anthony never hit her; he was kind and caring. Anthony had the potential to be violent, but she never saw that side of him, even though he had been a member of an Outlaw Motorcycle Club. Marcus was also a motorcycle club member but from a different club. He claimed to be an old friend of Anthony’s so she trusted him more swiftly than was usual for her. She thought he might be like Anthony, who was one of the good ones. 
Sarah thought it was the end after he hit her. There was no way she was going to take that, and he would no longer be part of her life. But he returned the next day with apologies and asked for another chance. Then he did what most men who commit domestic violence do, he promised it wouldn’t happen again. He was true to his word, and over the next few days, he became the man she first met, charming and charismatic. She soon realised why when she saw how he was leering at her 13-year-old daughter. It wasn’t until she caught him giving her daughter methamphetamine that she found the courage to throw him out. He reacted violently to being caught and hit her again, but this time, she told him if he didn’t leave, she would call the police. 
Although he raged at her for threatening him with the police, he went. 
Sarah spoke to her daughter Samantha about it.
‘How many times have you tried meth?’ Sarah asked.
‘Just a few times Mum,’ Samantha said as she brushed her long brown hair away from her eyes, ‘it’s no big deal.’
‘No big deal. Do you have any idea how addictive that stuff is?’
‘Marcus told me you can’t get addicted to it; he said that was a myth the police spread so people wouldn’t take it.’ 
Sarah put her head in her hands, unable to believe how naive Samantha was, but then she remembered she was very young. 
‘He said if I came to his place, he would give me as much as I wanted, but I didn’t go; he seemed creepy.’
‘He was creepy,’ Sarah replied before taking her daughter in her arms. ‘He’s gone now, though.’
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Sarah arrived home from dropping her daughter off at her mum's place. Declan had messaged her to say he was coming. She wanted to talk to him without Samantha being there. 
She had just sat down with a glass of wine when there was a knock at the door. She had been looking forward to seeing Declan all afternoon after he said he would stop off on his way to training. She felt relief Declan was coming over; she always felt safe when he was around.
He had been there for her ever since Anthony’s death.
Declan hadn’t reacted when she met someone else. He hadn’t been angry and assumed she was replacing his brother. He had been happy she was happy. 
She walked to the door with a smile and the anticipation of a big hug from Declan. Her smile vanished when she opened the door. The man standing there was not Declan — it was Marcus. He was a good-looking man, and he knew it. His fit lean body spoke of a man who looked after himself and the way he dressed also spoke of the way he checked himself out when he walked past shop windows. It was his eyes that broke the illusion though. That was where you could see the fakeness of the smile and the lie in his laugh. Sarah could see it clearly and it was ever more apparent when he was drunk, which she could tell was his current state.
'What are you doing here?' she asked knowing her voice gave away her fear.
'I came to see how you are; I'm sorry things got heated the other night and I hit you. Have you told anyone? Anyone about … you know, why we fought?’ he asked.
'It wasn't just a fight. We broke up. What you were trying to do was disgusting, and you are lucky I haven't called the cops. Yes, I have told someone. I have told a good friend, and he is stopping by to see me tonight to talk about it.’
Marcus’s face changed from a look of drunken pleading to fury. 
'You told someone?’ he said with noticeable anger in his voice. ‘Who did you tell? Are you fucking him as well, you slut?'
'I haven’t fucked him, but I might now,' she said, letting her own anger come to the surface and drown her fear momentarily. ‘Now … fuck off … and leave me alone.’
Sarah hadn't noticed the change in Marcus and didn't know how to read the signs when a person like him was close to committing violence. She wouldn't have provoked him more if she knew how violent he could be.
She tried to scream when Marcus’s hand closed on her throat but found she couldn’t. Marcus pushed her into the house and forced her backwards. His hand gripped her throat. Her only option was to hang onto his forearm to stop from choking as she lost balance. He was a strong man and although she tried to pull his hand away, she found her strength wasn’t enough to affect his hold in even the smallest way. 
'I'll show you a man, you stupid cunt. I'm going to fuck you the way the way I fucked my prison bitch the last time I was inside,' he said as his fist crashed into her face. Then he pushed her. She fell over backwards. His smile was vicious as she tried to scramble away. It showed how much he was enjoying her terror. Sarah knew she was glad her daughter wasn't there to see what was happening. And what she knew was about to happen.






  
  Old habits.


I left work and knew the drive to Sarah’s place would take time, depending on traffic. On the way, I thought about her situation with that Marcus bloke and how shit it was. I assumed he was trying to get her daughter hooked on meth so she would come to him and keep coming to him. There were plenty of scumbags out there who were more than willing to ruin a young girl’s life for their own gratification and in some cases, profit. There were prisoners I dealt with who I knew were in prison for peddling the same form of misery. Methamphetamine is an evil drug. I have always thought of meth and heroin as drugs that are absolute life wreckers. There are many more which will ruin a person’s life but from my experience I judged those two to be up there with the worst.
I was running late. Sarah’s place was also in Silverdale not far from the gym we trained at and where I was meeting the team. It was a bad choice I made to go on the motorway, as it turned out there was an accident that had caused a traffic jam, and with no way to get off to take another route, my patience was tested. I thought I might stop at the BP service station on the way and buy her a box of chocolates to apologise for my lateness. She lived in a suburban area bordering the industrial estate. The house was on Blanc Road on what used to be the classic quarter-acre section common in New Zealand. Her home was at the rear of the property and surrounded by high fences. That was good as it made it private from the neighbours.
As I got to the driveway, I noticed a vehicle parked behind her one. It was a Chevrolet suburban SUV. Not the most practical vehicles to drive on New Zealand roads, but they look cool. 
She hadn’t said she was expecting visitors, and I contemplated messaging her to let her know I would stop on the way back. Yet, I couldn’t shake this odd feeling something wasn’t right. I parked my Ford Ranger 4WD on the road and decided to send her a message to see if she wanted to delay my visit. It would be awkward if I walked in on her and she was in the middle of a date. That wouldn’t bother me; my brother was dead, and it was right for her to move on. I knew it might make her feel awkward though if I turned up, and I didn’t want to put her in that position.
I was about to hit send, but I couldn’t get the feeling out of my head. Instinct was telling me the situation wasn’t what it seemed. I decided not to worry about the possibility of creating an uncomfortable situation and go in regardless.

      [image: ]Marcus stepped through the door and slammed it closed. With the sound of the latch clicking into place, terror enveloped Sarah. It was as though they were closed off from the rest of the world, and no one would know what he was doing to her. She felt helpless as she tried to get to her feet. Marcus grabbed her by the hair and started dragging her into the lounge. Although she tried to hold onto his hand and pull herself to her feet, he kept yanking and dragging to keep her off balance. Sarah knew he was strong, but she didn’t realise he was strong enough to physically dominate her in this way.
'You think you can go around fucking other guys? You think you can make up lies about me and threaten to tell the police and ruin my life. Fuck you, slut! I’ll see you dead before I see the inside of a prison again.' As he was saying this, he tore at her clothing like an animal and ripped her dress as he pulled it off. Sarah felt his hand go inside her knickers. She closed her eyes in preparation to endure what was to come. 
Then she heard Marcus cry out in pain. She opened her eyes. Declan was dragging him backwards. The black-eyed rage she saw in Declan scared her almost as much as Marcus’s anger. 
Declan had reached over Marcus’s head and dug his fingers into his eyes, and ripped his head back with such violence Sarah was surprised his neck didn't break. Marcus was clearly in considerable pain when Declan's fist removed his front teeth and knocked him out cold.
'Are you all right?' Declan's question was asked in such a reasonable tone it felt out of place after the violence she watched him commit.
'I'll be okay,' Sarah replied before she started shaking. This soon became sobs, and she broke down in shock.
Declan went to her where she had subsided onto the couch. She was glad the curtains over the ranch slider were drawn. Although she could see them moving and knew the windows were open, she hoped the sound hadn’t travelled to the neighbours. Sarah felt a small amount of disgust when Declan touched her. She knew it wasn't because of him and let him take her in his arms and hold her.
‘That was lucky,’ Declan said.
‘It is lucky you turned up when you did.’
‘I meant lucky because I saw the car, and I almost didn’t come in. I didn’t want to bother you if you had company.’
‘Absolutely lucky then,’ Sarah murmured as she pushed her face into Declan’s shoulder.
Marcus started to stir, and Declan looked at her.
‘Marcus and I are going to have a conversation in the garage. How about you put on the jug and make tea for us? Could you please turn on the TV nice and loud, so the neighbours don’t hear the discussion Marcus and I are going to have.'

      [image: ]I grabbed Marcus by the hair as he was regaining consciousness and forced him to stand before walking him forcefully through the door adjoining the lounge and leading to the garage. Marcus was blinking rapidly, trying to clear his eyes after the pain of having my fingers jammed into them. As his focus returned, he saw me standing before him. We hadn’t met before, and I knew the anger in my eyes was making him regret his decision to come here. He screamed more in fear than pain as I kicked his legs out from under him. Then he grunted with actual pain as he fell on the solid concrete garage floor.
'I'm sorry,' were the only words he got to spit out of his ruined mouth before my fist crashed into the side of his face. Not hard enough to knock him out but hard enough to rattle the rest of his teeth.
'Shut the fuck up and listen to me.' I knelt so I was at eye level with this sack of shit.
'You can answer this question before you don’t speak unnecessarily again. Do you know who I am?’
'Yes.'
'Then you know I am a prison officer at Paremoremo?' 
His eyes went wide with fear.
'I guess you didn't know that. Well, I am. Now, here’s what’s going to happen. Not possibly, not maybe, but what is going to happen? You will never contact Sarah again. You will never turn up here again. I know what you tried to do with her daughter; you are lucky it never happened. Now, I can't be bothered with having to take you to the police like this with your broken teeth and having to explain why you are so beaten and have broken fingers.' 
Marcus looked down at his fingers and flexed both hands without feeling any pain, then looked back at me with a puzzled expression.
'Oh, don't worry, we’ll get to that part.’
‘I’m also guessing you don't want to go to prison and end up on the child sex offender register. On that note, it is also a risk for my conscience to let you go because if you decide you want to try with another little girl and you are successful, it will be my fault.’
'You have my word; I promise I will never do it again,' he mumbled through his split lips.
'Shhh, no talking yet. If you do break your word, I will personally make sure you are sent to the prison I work at. I’ll tell every prisoner I deal with what you’ve done, and I’ll make sure you are accidentally mixed with those prisoners. Then, when you finally get out of prison, if you are still alive, all broken and used up, I will find you. I’ll take you deep into the Waitakere Ranges, and I will make you dig your own grave before I bury you.'
The fear in his eyes told me he believed what I said. Although there was no way I could enforce those threats because I didn't have that kind of power, and the system within the prison wouldn't let it happen anyway. But he didn't know that, and the fear on his face told me how much he believed it. To drive my point home, I grabbed a nearby rag and jammed it into his mouth to stop the noise of the scream. Then, holding his right hand, I broke two of his fingers.
Moments later, I opened the garage roller door that led onto the drive and escorted a sobbing, broken Marcus to his car. 
'I don't like repeating myself, so I won't. I'm confident you understand the consequences of not listening and will go and sort out your life. If we have to have a conversation again, it would cause me to have a sense of humour failure and not be so gentle with you. So, let's not do that, okay?'
Marcus looked at me with a combination of hate and fear as I closed the door to his car. I stood and watched him drive away and noticed a sticker on his back window with the patch of the gang Satan’s Mavericks. I didn’t know if he was a member or if he just had the sticker. I
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