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They say that you shouldn’t play with people’s faith – that fragile thing, which humans are so afraid of – because you don’t know what could happen if you tangle the string of their destiny around your filthy fingers. 

You could end their happiness, career and even their life with just a snap of their neck... The questions remain, though: would you be strong enough to carry the sins of your odious crimes? Will you be able to sleep at night, knowing that something terrible will happen? That something or someone will come after you, looking for justice?

Most of us wouldn’t be able to confront this cruel reality day after day, but Cassian Alarick will look at you with a straight face, not showing any emotion, slowly taking the lit cigarette out of his mouth and blowing the toxic smoke right in your face, before speaking with evidently, annoyance in his voice asking just a banal question: how much? 

This man didn’t care about destiny, people or God. He was a lawyer! His only job was to help rich, influential and important people escape accusations, sentences or prison these bastards will do, literally, anything for a clean image. Some are deputies, mayors or even part of a dangerous gang, but these things were irrelevant to the man, as long you have enough money, it didn’t matter who you are or what you did. 

He was known as “the devil’s advocate”, always against the truth and justice, working in the name of the law for people who deserved to be dead for their infractions. Criminals, psychopaths, mafia’s leaders, drug dealers, his list was long, but all these have something in common: money. 

There was that old proverb: Money is like seawater. The more you drink, the thirstier you become. And the lawyer was always thirsty for a big amount of dollars and blood...

His past was rough, bloody and solicited hard work to be covered, but now he was a clean man in the eyes of the law. However, society wasn’t so fond of him, not after seeing his true face in the court, where he defended those horrible people, so proudly, calm and convincing. The other’s opinion didn’t matter to the lawyer, because he always won the cases.

But, even this man has an unspoken secret, that follows him every moment he closes his eyes: the salty taste of blood that filled his mouth, the sharp and intoxicating smell of gasoline, a cloudy night, when the moon has only thrown some pale rays from time to time, and an opaque shadow that approached him, trying to get him in its cold embrace. 

He never knew, where that memory comes from, or if it is only a nightmare, but the truth is: he was scared, not only about that peculiar shadow but by being captured in the void of it.

It is a cloudy night, where the air is too heavy to breathe and too cold for this time of the year, where the full moon is playing hide-and-seek behind the dark clouds and the silence is the only sound you can hear. And like any other night, Cassian woke up in the cold sweat of the same dream. 

He was left without breath with a hand on his chest, trying to slow down his heartbeats and regain himself, meanwhile with the other hand; he was searching the glass of water, which he always leaves on the nightstand. But, something strange did happen! The glass wasn’t there! For the first time in 10 years, the man didn’t find the glass.

“Searching for this?” A low voice spoke with a sly amusement from the armchair, across the room.

Cassian’s heart almost skipped a beat, hearing the cold voice. His wide eyes narrowed in the direction of the armchair, but in the darkness, he could only distinguish the shadow of a man sitting cross-legged holding in his right hand a glass, most probably his glass of water.
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