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The possibility of being pinched and brought in had always been there, but Eddie Roberts never expected it to go down like this.

He'd had a nagging feeling that he was being watched, but when you'd killed seventeen people and so far gotten away with it, anybody would get paranoid.  Somebody would be looking for you, and looking hard. No matter how well you thought you had covered your tracks, there was always the chance -nay, the certainty-  you had overlooked something; that the most minor slip up would get you clapped in irons or worse. You couldn't count on the stupidity of those hunting you to hold forever.

Eddie had gotten the “or worse”.

The hell of it was that when it happened he hadn't even sniffed it out. Despite his present circumstances, he still felt a crumb of grudging admiration at how well it had jumped off.

He'd left his job as an LA paralegal at five that afternoon, walking to his car on the third level of the darkened parking deck, his keys in hand. Ten yards from his car he unlocked his doors with the familiar “chirp-chirp”. To his left, an elderly lady crossed from left to right to get to her car. A white van coming around the corner stopped to let her pass. Eddie even smiled kindly at the golden-ager when they made eye contact.

As Eddie drew parallel with the van on the passenger side, he registered an abrupt popping, an explosive hiss, and the barely registered pricking sensation of projectiles piercing his skin. Sudden high voltage convulsions and waves of muscular spasms and paralysis literally rooted him to the spot. His keys fell from his wooden fingers to the pavement with a clinking jangle. Incredibly, he was still standing, but going down like the Lusitania. His eyes shut tightly and his teeth bared in a torturous grimace.

The van door slid open but he never saw the two men hunkered down by the end of his car barrel out and literally tackle him into the waiting van. They had to be big guys because it felt like he'd been squashed by a middling sized truck. Quicker than a wink, a cloth bag looped over his head, a drawstring tightened around his neck almost tight enough to cut off his air, and the cold steel of a hypodermic slipped into the distended vein of his paralyzed arm. The last thing he remembered was the sound of the van door sliding shut and the sensation of the van leisurely pulling off, with not even the squealing of tires for dramatic effect.

When he came around some time later (he didn't know how long it had been. At least a couple of hours he figured), he was propped upright in an uncomfortable metal chair. He didn't know where, or how far away from the original abduction scene he was, but at least the bag over his head was gone. His neck hurt abominably where his head had lolled with its unsupported weight for some unknown time. Worse was the bruised, achy feeling of the tasing, where every muscle in his body felt as if it had reached the last rubber band on the watermelon point. His head felt no worse than what it would have from a mild hangover, so whatever knockout drug they had given him was fairly benign.

It took a few seconds for this POST test to tot up his systems. He felt less apprehension at being caught (that was actually kind of a relief) than he did over not knowing what would happen next.

Even before he opened his hazy eyes to look around, he knew his wrists and ankles were bound to the chair, but that didn't stop him from trying a fruitless lunge. It was just instinct. As the shackles yanked him back, he noted that the chair didn't move. Bolted to the floor, likely. This didn’t look good for the home team. This was no straight-up arrest. He wasn't really worth anything moneywise, so it wasn't for ransom. He didn't know why he’d been limelighted for such special treatment unless... Well, a lot of his victims had come from high profile colleges and universities that hosted the children of upper tier politicians or mega corporatists. He might have nabbed the wrong kid. And this might be some black flag op financed by a pissed-off daddy. Maybe that's why the heat was jacked up to broil. Worst case scenario, he was being held at some Rendition black hole.

The room itself was windowless, in all likelihood an interior room of a large building, not a house. But it whispered so sterile and bare and functional that it seemed almost alien, without a single shadow of aesthetics to mark it as human. The overhead light burned, but did little to reveal the room that seemed mired in unceasing dusk. The white walls had tarnished to nicotine-yellow from uncounted cigarettes. Only a light switch and a single CCTV camera in a corner broke their blasé continuity. Aside from the door at the far side of the room, there was the table, a second chair on the opposite side of the table, and where he sat. Nothing else. It was so dank he expected to hear chains rattling and water dripping, but what he actually heard was silence. No machinery, no air conditioning, no footsteps or talking, only the soft hum of the overhead light that, if he had to listen to only that for very long, might drive him nuts.

The door opened and two men entered. In the brief seconds the door was ajar, Eddie saw much brighter light and what seemed to be a well kept hallway and a cleaner floor. So he wasn't in some species of dungeon. Then the door shut, backsliding the room to its original, depressing gloom.

One of the men was a large man in his thirties with close cropped hair. He sported a fashionable suit and carried himself not quite rigidly, but very surely. The kind of man you averted your eyes from and gave a wide berth to when you met him on the street. The other man, though not small, was more average-looking, a decade or so older, but still somehow formidable, even with his glasses.

Eddie looked from one man to the other, the one-eyed-mouse in a room with two cats.

The large man walked over to Eddie, his manner that of a barrister about to confer with his client.

“I'm going to cut your flex cuffs,” he said. “If you do anything other than sit there, I ratchet your pain level up to eleven. Understood?” Eddie nodded, seeing no reason not to take the man at his word. If his voice was sugar you might have thought he was offering Eddie a vinegar frappe.

The man produced a pocketknife and cut first the restraints around Eddie's ankles, then his wrists. They parted with a snap. It was all Eddie could do not to rub his wrists at once, but he waited until the man moved to the other side of the room. The two men conferred silently for a moment, then the big man left. It wasn't in Eddie's nature to be panicky, but he felt a strange relief just the same at the exit of the larger man.

“I want my lawyer,” Eddie said.

The older man peered over the top of his glasses at Eddie, then around the spartan room. No cops, no lawyers, no shuffling papers, no trappings of due process.

“Seriously?”

Eddie grinned sickly. “I guess that's not in the cards, huh? Could you at least tell me where I am?”

“The Black Block.”

“And?” Eddie asked, when no more was forthcoming. Coming from nearly anyone else, telling someone they were being held somewhere as ominous-sounding as The Black Block would sound funny. Coming from this man, it didn’t. It came out as matter-of-factly and tonelessly as Mr. Spock might have delivered a line in Star Trek. Since the man showed no sign of introducing himself, Eddie decided to identify him as Spock.

“Right now,” Spock relented, “that's more than you need to know.” 

A little of Eddie's snark flaked away, but he still thought his best bet would be to bluster his way through. They could have just run some kind of honey pot or rat trap on him and arrested him at the set up, but they hadn't. They meant to scare him and control him.

“There are no restraints on me, Spock. What's to keep me from coming over this table and tearing you apart?”

Eddie actually considered tipping the metal table over and making a break for it, but the table was bolted to the floor. Or he could grab the guy and bash his temple into the relatively sharp corner of the table. But where would he go?  He was nabbed, and these guys weren't fucking around. It would be best to conserve his strength, save his wits, and not engage in some kind of Rambo type horseshit that would win him a toe tag posthaste.

Spock seemed to debate even answering Eddie

“You could try,” he finally responded, “but there are twenty five-men in this building who could kill you before you got the words 'police brutality!' out of your mouth.”

“Maybe another time,” Eddie said pleasantly. “That hot shot you gave me, it kind of took my edge.”

“Be glad,” Spock answered, “that it blunted the temptation.”

Spock maintained a carefully cultivated, quiet manner, but very intense. Not a big guy, but definitely well put together. Eddie noticed things like that. It had kept him, up until now, a free man and able to do what he wanted. The guy smelled of spook, or merc, or some brand of government, ex-mil desperado. And could probably kill him in about three seconds. But it wasn't in Eddie's nature to go calmly. He had to push, and push, until he felt steel, if he ever did. Then he would back off.

“There are cameras in that garage, Spock. Unless you doctor the tapes, the whole thing was recorded. You know, a coerced confession won't stand up in court.”

Spock seemed to be wearying of the verbal sparring.

“It's a fair bet,” Spock said, “knowing what I know about you that you believe we have courts of law, not of justice. With that in mind, maybe you should leave the lawyering to the lawyers.”

Too fast for Eddie to react, Spock lunged across the table with both arms, grabbed Eddie by the hair, and slammed his head on the metal table top. Eddie saw stars, but thankfully didn't hear the crunch of a breaking nose. By the time he had raised his head up, shook it to clear the stars, and opened his eyes, Spock stood behind him.

His choke hold was brutal, professional, and almost as effective as the old Vulcan nerve pinch. When Eddie felt Spock tense his rhomboid muscles and draw his shoulders back, he knew he had only seconds before he slumped forward, lights out.

A few minutes later he opened his eyes for the second time in this room. This time, there was a lot more pain and a lot less fight. Spock sat across from him, looking earnestly at Eddie. An unaware observer would probably suspect two old friends having a drink together.

“You live at the whim of our good graces,” Spock said, leaning forward. “I hope you don't need further demonstration of that. You are gone. Your family might miss you. They might even call the police. The police might even investigate. They'll find Jimmy Hoffa before they find you.”

Spock sat back comfortably in his chair.

“Of the two things that can happen here, only one bodes well for you. You've yet to persuade me you're worth anything more than your weight in fertilizer. You can stroll out of here or be carried out in eight separate containers, your brain donated to a medical school with which we have an arrangement, your organs, blood and bones typed, matched and sold, and the rest of you ground up as dog food. The only way anyone would ever find out what happened to you is if they did a DNA test on the coiled sausage that somebody's Shih Tzu laid on the front lawn. Best for you to sing like Pavarotti. Either way, some good might finally come from your useless life.”

Spock produced an Ipad, teed up a video, and set it on the table in front of Eddie.

The silent video showed a windowless van moving between two rows of cars and stopping to let the sweet old lady cross in front of it. The van's plates were just muddy enough to avoid good resolution. Eddie saw himself come into the frame, then vanish as he walked past
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