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Diner Deal
 “You and I, we need to talk.”
You have no idea what this guy is talking about.  You doubt you’ve ever even met the person, though you have met a lot of people.  The man sits down across from you, on the other side of the table.  You watch him as he takes one of those little packets of strawberry jam that are always available and examines it.  This man quickly loses interest in the packet and tosses it back where it was with the bottle of ketchup and the metal box-thing holding the napkins.  From what you can tell, the man is in his prime.  Well, relatively at least.  He reminds you of some druggie or reject rock band singer, what with the long, wet black hair.  His black business suit doesn’t seem quite right on a person like him, and you can only presume that the company he works for has no hair policy.  You wish he would go away, as you are expecting to meet with a very important person.  He, however, seems fixed on staying where he is, and appears to be waiting for you to stay something.  You ask what he wants.
“Oh, it’s not what I want.  It’s what you want.  Coffee, perhaps?  A donut?  It’s on me.”

You politely decline.

“No, I insist.  It’s only fair, after what you’ve given me.”

The man makes your muscles tense, especially with that smile he just flashed.  What does this guy think you’ve given him?  You’ve stopped giving cash to beggars on the street long ago; you’ve learned better than to waste money on phonies.  Besides, you’re not made of money, and even if you were, it wouldn’t matter in the long run.  You look down at your newspaper, hoping that the man will go away.
You’re reading about the latest terrorist attack in New York City.  You were just there.  The article talks about an explosion on Wall Street, resulting in twelve deaths and forty injured.  The authorities say that the intended target was the stock exchange, and thanks to an insider, they were able to stop the terrorist before he reached his target.  The terrorist had worn the explosives under his coat, however, and they were not able to apprehend him before he detonated the explosives and took himself out with the nearby people.  You don’t bother to read the rest of the article -- it only reminds you of the failure.  Some bastard spilled the beans on your plan, and the stock exchange went unharmed while potentially innocent people paid the price of death instead.  You wonder why you have to be the bad guy when these sorts of things come up.
Looking back up, you see that the man is still there, looking only at you.  He appears to be expecting something.  You ask him what he wants.

“To talk, of course.  But not before we have something to eat.  Now what do you want?”

You try to explain to him that you’re waiting for a very important person, and that you can’t be bothered now, but he cuts you off as he waves a waitress down over to your table.  The man starts talking to the waitress.

“I’ll have two fried eggs, sunny-side up, and some coffee, black.”

The waitress turns to you, and by reflex, you turn to the window on the other side.  You don’t like people looking at you.  After all, it’s not good practice to have people be able to identify you when you’re wanted for the sort of things you do.  You cover your eyes in pain though as the sunlight sends your head spinning.  All you can see now is a drowning white.  It’s too early to be dealing with this stuff.  You turn back to look at the waitress with great care so as to not make the pain any worse than it needs to be.  She rolls her eyes as you regain focus.  Apparently she has better things to be doing than her job.  You eye the man again before telling the waitress that you’ll have the same, and she struts back down and behind the counter.  This guy better not try to leave you with the tab.

“I don’t think I’ve introduced myself.”

Definitely too early in the morning to be dealing with this stuff.
“You can call me Jim.  So how’s business been for you, Charlie?”

How does he know your name?  You tense up some more, but you do what you can to hide it.  He’s probably just a small-time con.  Still, you’ve learned that it doesn’t hurt to be paranoid.  You tell him things are fine.

“You see, that’s not what I’ve been told.  I’ve heard that you missed your last target.  I can’t say I’m very pleased.”
You’re really hoping that the person you’re supposed to meet arrives soon.  Perhaps he could get rid of this guy bothering you.  As you think about it, you remember that you don’t really know what he looks like, and you hope that you haven’t missed him.  Then the thought strikes your head, quite like when you had just looked outside the window.  Could it be?
“Do you have anything to say for yourself, friend?”

Quick, think of something.  You have to figure out if this guy is who you think it is.  You tell him that it wasn’t your fault -- you did everything right -- it was Robbie that missed the target, that it was his job.  Good thinking.  Granted, it was true that you did everything right, but you know for a fact that the man you obtained to blow up the stock exchange was named David.  You make sure to keep yourself vague though as you tell the man, Jim, about how he should have given you someone more competent.  Even if Jim is the man you are waiting for, you don’t want to be blowing your cover.  With Jim’s hair though, you are saying this more to entertain yourself.  You remember talking back to crazy people on the subway before -- people who thought they were Jesus -- just to see how messed up they really were.  Jim here isn’t any different.  His eyes give it away.
“Robbie?  Do my ears deceive me?  I hope you mean David, or else you’ll have a lot more to answer for, Charlie.”
Oh shit.  This is the guy!  And now you’ve screwed it up big time.  You hope he didn’t notice you staring at his hair.  You apologize profusely in a hushed voice, clarifying that you did mean David.  You swear up and down upon the Lord that you didn’t mean what you said, and that you pray he will forgive you.  When the check comes, you intend to pay for it in full, his included.  Right now though, you could really use that coffee.

“Calm yourself.  Chill.  Take a deep breath.  I know what happened.  I read the news just like you did.”
Jim turns to look behind the counter, and just then, the waitress hustles on out with the coffee and your orders, around the counter and to your table.  She places the generic white cups down, pouring the steaming coffee in each, and then places the plates with the eggs on the table.  You notice they’re scrambled, but you really don’t care.  Jim, however, apparently does.  He gives the waitress a disgusted look.

“I believe I ordered my eggs sunny-side up.  Isn’t that right, Charlie?”

You mumble an agreement.  The waitress reaches to take the plate back, offering to replace it with the right order.  Jim places his hand to block.

“That’s alright.”

He flashes her another one of those smiles that makes you feel uncomfortable, and she walks back behind the counter and into the kitchen.  His smile vanishes as he waves someone over with two fingers.  That someone is Tony, a rather beefy man wearing a business suit of his own, one that seems a little too tight-fitting for someone his build.  You remember him from when you obtained David and the explosives before the whole screw-up.  Tony is the guy you talked to, the middleman between you and his boss that you now know is Jim.  You really wish you were elsewhere right about now.  Jim looks up to Tony by his side.

“Did you make note of the waitress, Tony?”

Tony nods.

“Do her a favor and make sure she doesn’t have to worry about waking up for work tomorrow.  Got that?”

Tony grunts a “yessir.”  Jim waves Tony away, and Tony returns to his seat a few tables down.  Jim then grabs to pick up the coffee, but quickly pulls his hand away.

“Ow!  You’d think they’d put a warning on this cup or something, wouldn’t you?”

Jim smirks, but you don’t really find his joke funny.  You grab your fork and occupy your mind with eating instead.  You notice Jim isn’t eating himself, but continues to watch you, his hands clasped on the table.  You feel his eyes examining you, studying you.  He seems to be finding some joy from doing so.  You continue to eat your eggs, occasionally taking a sip from your cup.
“So, Charlie.  You interested in trying again?”

You raise an eyebrow.  Wasn’t he displeased with you just a moment ago?

“Yes yes, I’m disappointed that things didn’t work as intended before.  But neither of us can be blamed, right?  Only God could have done anything about it.”
You note that Jim doesn’t seem very happy when he said that last bit.  Bringing God into this business isn’t making you feel good either.  God was the one that made you the bad guy in the first place.  You would liked to have done otherwise, but it wasn’t in your hands -- the world needs saving, and you have to do the dirty work.  What’s one soul if it means making the world a better place, right?  You try to forget about God as you shove the rest of the eggs in your mouth.

“So what do you say, friend?”

You tell him that you’ve caused enough trouble for him, and you thank him for what he’s done for you.  You reach inside your overcoat to pull out your wallet.  Better end this clean.  Just leave a twenty and be off.  Jim stops you, however, and leans over within an inch of your face.
“Look out there Charlie.  Out the window.”

You turn your head to look out the window, squinting your eyes this time.  It’s still pretty bright outside, but at least you’re not seeing a whitewash.  You notice your reflection first.  Just an average looking guy with sandy blond hair, just the way you want to be seen.  You discover that you look stricken with sadness though, which is surprising.  Outside, you see the cars passing by, people walking along the sidewalk, clutching onto their collars to defend themselves from the wind.  A bank is across the street, as well as a small strip mall which includes a place called “Fluff ‘n’ Fold.”  You find it amusing, and you don’t know why.

“Do you really think you can turn back and live in that world?  Deny your role in this world as savior and destroyer?”
You spin your head to look at Jim.  Nobody should know that, save yourself and God.  You’ve never told anyone, so how did he find out?
“Oh, I know a lot more about you than you think, Charlie.  I know that you’ve known your role your whole life.  I know about the death of your parents when you were twelve.  I know you had a crush on a girl named Jill in high school, but never had a relationship.  I know you got a major in computer engineering, and had a one night fling with a woman whom you didn’t even know her name.  I know the world knows you only as Char, the most infamous international terrorist… as of this day, at least.  I know you were also known as Searcher, but only your mother called you that, and you don’t like it because of the memories it brings up.  I know that you fear, deep down inside, that perhaps your role in life isn’t to save or destroy the world.  And I know that you’d be wrong to fear that.”
You want to move.  You really want to move, to run away.  You want to believe that Jim is really a crazy man who has been stalking you.  You want to tell Jim to get the hell out of your face, to call him a liar and spit in his face.  But all you can do is ask Jim who he is.

“Don’t you know?  You’ve been working for me all this time.  Let me introduce myself.”

Jim smiles.

“I’m the Devil.”

You stare at him for a moment, and then laugh.
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