7 traits of a Sociopath


Glibness and Superficial Charm.�Manipulative and Conning. They never recognize the rights of others and see their self-serving behaviors as permissible. ...�Grandiose Sense of Self. ...�Pathological Lying. ...�Lack of Remorse, Shame or Guilt. ...�Shallow Emotions. ...�Incapacity for Love.�Need for Stimulation.





A sociopath is a term used to describe someone who has antisocial personality disorder (ASPD). People with ASPD can’t understand others’ feelings. They’ll often break rules or make impulsive decisions without feeling guilty for the harm they cause.


People with ASPD may also use “mind games” to control friends, family members, co-workers, and even strangers. They may also be perceived as charismatic or charming.


~ healthline.com





	“I just want to understand you, Faker.”


	Sonic turned to look at Shadow, his eyes half closed and a small smile on his face. He'd long since grown bored of these circular conversations, which had become increasingly commonplace over the last few weeks. The GUN soldier no longer seemed satisfied with the hero's simple, charismatic answers. “What's there to understand Shadow? I've told you everything you wanna know, multiple times. I mean I'll tell you again if you like, but I doubt you'll believe it more the fiftieth time around.” Sonic snickered, leaning back against his kitchen counter.


	Shadow was standing by the door, his arms crossed and his eyes scrutinizing every detail of the house and the hedgehog in front of him. “So why do you do it?”


	“It what? It can mean a lot of things, and you've asked me a ton of questions today using the word 'it'.” Sonic shrugged, wiping his nose with a finger and smiling wider. Word games were fun, especially with Shadow. His mind worked just fast enough to keep up. Tails was a genius and all, but his body didn't move at insane rates, meaning the speed of his thought process matched the average for his IQ. And while that was fast, it still wasn't fast enough to keep with a mind that could process details of things flying past at seven-hundred miles an hour.


	“It being your heroism. Something about it doesn't sit right with me. You defend cities from Eggman, but you never seemed to mind how much of the city you destroy in the process. After Eggman's defeated you move on somewhere else, not even bothering to help clean up.” Shadow's eyes narrowed, “Like the destruction means nothing to you.”


	“Well I gotta make sure Eggman actually takes off, ya know? It would suck if I didn't follow up on my responsibilities and then find out Eggie came back an hour later with a second bot.”


	“A convenient reply, except that is rarely what you actually do.”


	“And how do you know? You follow me or something?” Sonic's head angled to the side as he watched with satisfaction as Shadow's expression morphed from indifference to agitation.


	“No you idiot-”


	“Then how do you know what I'm up to when I leave the scene of a fight? Did Tails or Knuckles say something about me?”


	Shadow visibly bristled, “No!”


	Sonic crossed his arms, leaning back and trying to keep the satisfaction from showing, “Then how do you know? Seriously Shadow. You came here with some pretty ugly accusations. I'm a little hurt.” The blue hedgehog frowned, his eyebrows raised and pinched together in a show of pain.


	Shadow again hesitated, ears twitching. His eyes darted around the room again, before seeming to slump just a little. “I... you're right I suppose. I was being rather... presumptive. I apologize.”


	Sonic smiled again, “It's okay I guess. I know how you are, you just wanna look after people. I get it. Though for an over-sized teddy-bear you've got some teeth.” He snickered, reaching out to playfully thump Shadow's shoulder with a balled fist. “Anyways, I'm going to make some chilidogs, want some?”


	“Sure.”


