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"WILL YOU TALK TO ME?" she heard him ask.

She remembered the voice.  She had heard that same voice utter that same question before, she knew it.  But where?  And when?  That weird accent.  Where from was it?  Irish?  She focused her mind on it, through the pain.  The pain in her wrists, where they were fastened to the bedposts by loops of wire.  She was bleeding from there.  The wires were sawing through her flesh.  From the pain she guessed they had cut to the bone.  Her legs were bound with wire to something, she did not know what.  Probably the bed-legs.  All she knew was that she wired spread-eagled on that bed in a one room cabin, gagged for silence and naked for ease of use.  The pain in between her legs was intense, so much that she thanked for being wired to the bedposts.  That made her harder to flip over.  She had heard the three guys discuss it.  But they agreed they were too lazy to re-wire her, so she escaped sodomy.

"I am kind of busy," said another familiar voice, in Spanish.  She avoided looking him in the face, "I think I have time to do her one more time before Eddie gets here."

"That actually answers my question..." said the other guy in a calm voice.  In English.

"Good.  You want to watch?" said the other guy in English with a thick Spanish accent.

She looked to her side as the guy with the Spanish accent threw himself on her again to rape her that one last time. 

"Not really," said the guy with the weird foreign accent, "but I have nowhere to go."

"Why won't you join the fun?" said another guy, "you a maricon?"

She looked at the guy with the unknown accent.  Maybe he wasn't Irish.  Maybe he was German.  He was frowning at that last question.  She had seen him before.  That non-descript white guy, he still had on that loose fitting jacket, that hid his bullet-proof west and that large revolver.  He looked back at her.  He looked her straight in the eye, and smiled at her.  He looked friendly, completely out of context for the situation.

He remembered her too.  He had just received a large bundle of cash from Eddie himself, with ten thousand US dollars, in $20 and $50 bills.  Eddie had pointed out at a woman emerging from a building, and told him: "Jonas, amigo; that woman is Rosa Maria de Pinto, she is that reporter I was telling you about.  You will speak to her and offer her that money.  And then she must tell me who has been feeding her information about our organization."

Jonas shrugged.  He pocketed the money and walked to the woman.  He opted for the direct approach.  He walked straight up to her, smiled at her and said: "will you talk to me?"

Rosa Maria de Pinto was leaving for home.  She had to take the bus, as some thugs had made it their game for the last month to do things to her car.  So she had given up on it, and instead traveled by bus.  The bus stop was only a couple hundred yards from the office, she was in no hurry.  Then that guy came up to her and addressed her.  And what an awful nerdy looking guy he was.  About average height, relatively clean cut, European looking guy at an indeterminable age, wearing a light sports jacket that just covered a handgun of some sort she just glimpsed and a bulletproof vest.  Who did he think he was?  He didn't look anything like those narcos she had interviewed.  Was he even trying to be intimidating?  He probably didn't even know how.  To approach her like that in the street, like he was asking her for a date.  The nerve!  He was probably some wannabe gangster punk from a rich family, or upper middle class at least.  No, she was definitely not talking to that fool.  She told him, in no uncertain words, in quite the colourful language actually, to leave her alone, to go home to his parents and play with himself.

Jonas gave her a confused look as she walked away.  He hadn't even the chance to present her with the bribe like he was supposed to.  And now he was annoyed.  She hadn't even taken time to hear what he wanted to tell her.  He contemplated just shooting her right then and there.  Eddie would have understood.  But he himself wouldn't get away with it...

"I take that as a no, then?" he asked in a quiet voice, as she marched away with an angry look on her face, and he smiled to himself.

Jonas knew, and she knew what happened next.  And she ended up where she was.  There were three other prisoners there with her, but she was the only woman, so she got wired to the bed and played with.  The three men sat with their backs against the wall, bound and gagged, and didn't look like they were enjoying the show. 

***
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EDDIE BARGED INTO THE one room cabin in his most theatrical manner, spread out his arms and announced in a loud, booming voice: "welcome to the world of pain!"  He was wearing his trademark white suit, sporting a long and scraggly beard and an oily, messy head of hair that caused him to much resemble Rasputin.  He looked around at nothing in particular.

Eddie pointed one of his men to approach: “talk to me,” he said.

The man whispered something to him.  Eddie nodded thoughtfully, then stood back and watched the prisoners.

The three prisoners who had been lined up, standing on their knees in the middle of the room looked even more perturbed than they had before.  The men had clearly been beaten up.  The woman was on the bed.  She was naked.  She was deathly pale.  Her hands were limp.  Blood poured from her.  It was pooling under the bed.  

The three guys behind stood behind the kneeling men, pointing their AR-15 rifles at them.  They didn't even blink.  They were already used to Eddie.

Eddie walked toward the prisoners, followed by his main henchman Jonas; a deathly pale, expressionless, but otherwise non-descript man, casually wearing a bulletproof west under his jacket; and Miss Wilson, a prissy, school-marm/secretary looking woman of about thirty-five years.  She had followed Eddie in, and gone unnoticed while he was announcing his presence.  She stood out like a sore thumb in the group.

"How did you think you could get away with plotting against me with my enemies?" he asked the prisoners.

They did not answer, as they had their mouths gagged.

"Did you think I wasn't monitoring your every move?  What do you think GPS is for anyway?  Talk to me!"

Eddie emphasized his word by kicking one of them in the chest.  He keeled over with a grunt.

"I think you should remove the gag first if you want them to talk to you," said Miss Wilson in her prissy voice, like she was addressing someone at the water-cooler.

Eddie looked at her, briefly considered getting angry at her, but thought better of it.  He looked back at the prisoners.  He nodded at one of the guards behind them, and the guard bent down and removed the gag from the oldest one, a man.

"What is your excuse?" Eddie asked the man.

"We didn't mean it!"

Eddie kicked him.

"We just needed the money, and Sagasta said..."

Eddie kicked the man again, harder this time, and he fell over moaning.

"Sagasta again!" Eddie intoned into the air.  He turned away, yelled at the ceiling raising his arms above his head as he did.  And he turned to the man again, and asked: "where does he live?  Tell me!"

"He's in El Paso!"

Eddie stood by, silent, and scratched his head.  He looked at his henchmen, Jonas and Wilson who both stood there and grinned at the answer.

"Is that right?" asked Eddie, calmly.

The prisoners all nodded.

"I knew that," he said calmly, and signaled one of the guys with the rifles, the one to the left, and said: "kill them, they are useless."

The guy smiled, and the three of them raised their rifles.

"Wait!" yelled Eddie.

They stopped.

"Use the sledge."

The guy on the left shrugged, slung his rifle to his back, and went to the corner to fetch the sledge.  Ms. Wilson looked occupied shaking something off her foot.  Eddie looked at her, grimacing.

"Is it the cat again?" he asked her.

She looked stunned, stared at him with a peculiar deer-in-the-headlights look. Then she just nodded, awkwardly.

"Get rid of it!"

Jonas looked at Wilson, then at Eddie, and asked no one in particular: "how does one get rid of an imaginary cat?"

Nobody answered.

"Do we have to be here?" asked Ms. Wilson when she had rid herself of the invisible cat.

"Yes you do!  You work for me, you go wherever I go!"

There was a cracking sound as the guy smashed the first hostage in the head with the sledge, utilizing his golf-swing.

Jonas looked at them disinterested.

Crack! 

And there went another one.  The rest got more agitated, but it made no difference.  The woman moaned on the bed.  Her turn came last.  She got hit in the face, caving it in.  She stopped moaning. 

After smashing the heads, the guys fired a few rounds each into the bodies before they exited the building after Eddie.

Eddie was already outside, ignoring the gunfire.

"My girlfriend, my silent angel, is coming to town tomorrow," he said to the sky, "and Jonas, it looks like I will be busy dealing with Sagasta.  And I have another errant that I have to attend to myself, personally.  I cannot trust those three guys to take care of it," he gave Jonas a sideways look, which Jonas returned, and Eddie continued speaking toward the sky: "you are the only one I can trust.  So it is.  I'll be needing you to keep her company until I am done."

He looked at Jonas again.

"You will keep my silent angel out of trouble won't you?"

Jonas nodded.

"You are almost as silent as she," said Eddie, "you will get along well."

Jonas looked at him, expressionless.

"But not too well," said Eddie giving him a serious glare.

Jonas made no expression or indication of any emotion.  Eddie frowned, and turned to get into his pickup truck.

Eddie drove off in a cloud of dust, followed by Ms. Wilson in her Explorer, and the three goons in another pickup truck.  Jonas watched them leave, then turned to his own car.  He had a dark blue 2014 Chevy Impala.  It was a bit scratched and dusty, and customized in an inconspicuous way to handle desert driving better.

He drove straight into the desert, ignoring the road, and floored it.  He didn't need roads to know where he was going.
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