
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Julius St. Clair

	    

      
	    
          
	      Angelic Testament

          
        
          
	          End of Angels

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Depression Series

          
        
          
	          Depression Vol 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Julius St Clair Short Stories

          
        
          
	          Sanctuary (A Short Love Story)

          
        
          
	          My Best Friend is a Killer: Short Story Collection

          
        
          
	          Girl of My Dreams

          
        
          
	          The First and Last Kiss

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sage Saga

          
        
          
	          The Last of the Sages

          
        
          
	          The Sage Academy (Book 1.5 of the Sage Saga)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Seven Sorcerers Saga

          
        
          
	          The Sorcerer's Ring

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Rest Die Tomorrow Miniseries

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Ascension

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Judgment

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Killbox

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow - Endgame

          
        
          
	          The Rest Die Tomorrow: The Complete Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Last of the Guardians

          
        
          
	          The End of Us

          
        
          
	          The Last Water on Earth

          
        
          
	          The Romance Collection

          
        
      

      
    
    


​THE REST DIE TOMORROW

PART 2

By Julius St. Clair



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 5: EUPHORIA
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“Tell me what you’re planning,” he said, calmer, but still reveling in joy over the lust for blood that would soon be fulfilled. I pressed my forehead closer for I was not a spineless man. Although it was not impossible to think, I was sure Ivan wouldn’t appreciate Arcade taking his kill. As the leader of the fastest growing corporation in the free world, he had little opportunity to murder someone outright, even in private, for fear the occurrence would be discovered. In the confines of the building he called home, he was free to be himself without repercussion. I was confident Arcade would not yet pull the trigger.

“You obviously don’t hear too well,” I said sharply and slowly to let every word be drilled into his mind, “and if you do not get this gun out of my face, then I will have to do something.”

“That’s more like it, Vincent, don’t hide what you are,” he spat at me between clenched teeth. “You don’t have to lie to me. You’re saying that you have no hard feelings toward Ivan? After he shut down your whole operation against Jason? I don’t believe it, so you can either tell me what you’re planning or I kill you right now.”

“What are you waiting for then?”

I waited for no reply as I made my move against the brute. He had been right earlier - there was nothing new under the sun, meaning that even with all his muscles and crushing strength, all his joints and ligaments were in the right places, for, like history, human anatomy itself doesn’t change. Arcade didn’t expect me to strike first – a wrong assumption of the intelligent: that I was good at debating but horrible at athletics. I hated hiding my talents at times, but it was the moment of surprise, like this, that made it all worth it, giving me the upper hand.

I stepped forward and swung my head to the right, grabbing the gun with my left hand. Denying logic, I pulled the gun past me as I stepped towards him – a move few would try, or be able to counter. The gun shrieked behind me as I pulled Arcade forward, slamming my right elbow into his throat. With his concentration on his damaged trachea, I immediately tightened my grip on the gun, twisted it downward to the side and chopped his wrist. I wanted to break his arm, but I couldn’t afford to make him angrier than he already was, lest he refuse to give me information later. He roared in pain as I claimed the gun for my own. I didn’t give him the chance to recover as I continued to spin around and hit him in the face with my left elbow. He staggered backward, trying to maintain his balance, but I was already sending a well-placed kick to his side, propelling him to his side of the elevator. He crumpled to the floor. I examined the weapon in my hand only for a second - a .38 Smith & Wesson special revolver, common for thugs of his caliber. Now that I had the upper hand, I was tempted to tear down the mighty Arcade, but strangely, he began to laugh madly as if he were still the one holding the gun. I kept my distance, daring him to make a move.

“Trust me, you don’t want to try anything,” I warned him as I steadied the handgun. “I don’t miss.”

He ignored me, chuckling to himself.

“What’s so funny?” I asked directly. He raised his eyes to me as he leaned his arms on his legs. 

“Oh, just you,” he laughed, wiping away tears. “I didn’t think you had guts, that’s all - full of surprises - I like you, Vincent.”

“The feeling isn’t mutual.”

“Eh, you may never like me, but you’ll respect me in time. I see the way you’re looking at me. Now that you have the gun in your hand, you’re all ‘superior tough guy’ now, like you’re in control...when you’ll be dead in ten minutes. You’re just a man, Vincent, a sad, self-righteous, lonely little man.”

“Explain, or I pull the trigger.”

“Like I care what happens to me,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “I gamble with my life every day, and I always go all in.”

“Which isn’t in your favor - the house usually wins.”

“Well put, Vincent, because...this isn’t your house, it’s Ivan’s, and in his house, I know all the tricks. So do you want to play me in another game, or are you going to fold?”

“Fine. I’ll play another hand, but the moment I sense it’s not going in my favor, I’ll end it on my own terms, got it?”

“Then let’s begin. First question: why didn’t you ever dish out more than talk? I always knew you could do it - take charge. Why you didn’t before is beyond me.” 

“Explain,” I stated, my eyes shifting at the steadily rising numbers as the elevator creaked upward.

“You wouldn’t remember me back then. I stayed low, and I was relatively new, but I was not a Jason supporter in the beginning. I supported you.”

“Me?” I said, squinting at his unique facial features, but trying to read them was like trying to recall a fleeting dream.

“Yeah, I was new to Eclosion and I had listened to Jason’s speeches. Sure, I understood his motives, but he lacked the fire and drive I wanted in a leader. Ivan wasn’t a major figure yet, and you were so adamant in your beliefs, not afraid to question Jason’s motives in front of the whole company. If I were Jason, I would’ve killed you on the spot, but he was too soft, letting you gain momentum and dividing the company when there was so much stress on unity.”

Arcade had said he wanted to play a new game, but this was going in a completely different direction than I had expected. Was he being genuine, or was this all a ploy to get information out of me? Arcade sounded truthful, but there was a tinge of deceit in his voice, like he knew a dark secret that we both shared but would never utter, as if he needed for me to say what we were both thinking. The fact that he claimed to be in support of me could either be to garner trust, or to see where my true loyalties lied – to determine if I was still thinking of betraying his new master. Both answers I could not outright provide, but pretending to trust him was the viable option. It was better to have him think I was interested in his support of me than letting him know I envisioned Ivan’s demise on a canvas.

“I can’t figure you out exactly,” he continued. “I mean, I was in such awe of you then, but now I’m just suspicious.”

“Why’s that?”

“You think no one noticed your 180? Jason dies out of nowhere, and you don’t jump on the opportunity? All that talk about doing more than Jason ever could, and when he croaks, you sit on the bench? You probably killed him, you might as well have taken the reins too. Why didn’t you, Vincent? What scared you? Was there a reason you couldn’t? It can’t be Ivan. He’s not that terrifying. No, there has to be something else you’re hiding.”

Arcade’s interrogation was growing in tension, but I offered no reprieve. The fact that I had been the secret leader of Eclosion would go with me to my grave. Telling anyone would only result in the assassination of me, my family, and any hopes I had of ruling a world free of corruption.

“No,” he mumbled on, his hand on his chin as he looked to a corner, “it couldn’t be Ivan. He hadn’t taken office yet, and he didn’t show his way of doing things until he was inaugurated, so what changed, Vincent? This doesn’t add up...I mean, even when Ivan threatened you, you were usually too outspoken to be put into submission - so whatever it is, it had to be related to Jason’s death...”

I felt my finger tremble on the trigger. Every second Arcade sat in thought, he was taking one step closer to a theory I couldn’t afford for him to hypothesize. He was the type to have an idea and become obsessed with it, no matter what the warning signs were. Should he consider the truth of the matter, that I had been the leader of Eclosion, my situation would become much worse than it already was. I had to take control, steer his thoughts elsewhere - no matter how much suspicion was cast in that direction, all that mattered was that I remained hidden.

But Arcade was smart: a quick lie wouldn’t suffice. He would figure it out the moment it was said...but perhaps a half-lie, half-truth would do the job. 

The elevator was almost at the top now. Only a few floors left, and based on the pace, I estimated I had about five minutes at the most. No doubt Ivan was waiting at the top with a room full of heavily-armed men, awaiting the verdict of his cohort. I refused to die at the hands of a lackey. If I had to go, it could only be by Ivan himself, and it had to be with some kind of dignity or honor - in a way in which I had played my best hand but he had trumped it, not through luck, but skill. If I had been anyone else, if I had been an idiot, I would rise to this challenge with false bravado. The idiot would play King Kong, roaring in defiance as he pounded his chest and met opposition with guns sounding off, dying in a blaze of lead and laughable heroics. The idiot would fall and the opponent would scoff, thanking him for being such an easy target. It was a scene acted out by many in my childhood, set off by a name call or a simple push. The idiots of my childhood unleashed all the fury of a rabid animal, spraying expletives as they foamed at the mouth. 

I would not be a character so easily erased from the script of life. I would survive this ordeal and defy my author, changing the odds in my favor and rewriting the play as I saw fit. Ivan, and certainly not Arcade, would be my downfall.

“You’re right in a sense, Arcade,” I said unemotionally, to dissipate the illusion of frantic lies. “I did want to kill Jason.”

Arcade’s eyes lit up for the first time since we’d met, his body leaning forward as if I were a kindergarten teacher that had just announced it was story-time. 

“I knew it.”

“But I didn’t succeed,” I stressed. “Still, you are right about me. No point in lying, now that you’ve figured me out. I did do a 180, for I had a plan in place, a beautiful plan to take out Jason, but before its execution, someone beat me to the punch. I thought it would be more convenient if I laid low and let the real killer be found out first. It would have meant not only the death of my main opposition, but it also would have enabled me to take the crown without whispers of conspiracy. You are right. In Eclosion, unity is the key, and I thought that being in the background for a time was the best play to make. To be honest, since no accusations have been made or suspects brought forth, I thought Ivan did it.”

“Ah,” Arcade said, a little disappointed, but believing my story. “You can’t be as smart as I thought then. Your turnaround only made you look guilty to your followers, though you still managed to fool most of the sheep.”

“If it wasn’t the truth, you would know. The only reason I’m telling you this is because I realize you have a knack for detecting lies.”

“Yes, I can see a liar from a mile away,” he grinned, “though your explanation is interesting. We’ve actually been looking fervently for the killer and coming up with nothing. I was sure it was you; well, to be honest, I still hope it is you, but we’ll leave that alone for now. Regardless of whether you killed Jason or not, you told the truth, meaning you want our trust. This is good for you, because if you’d given me anything else you’d be dead.”

I had suspected as much.

“I’m curious. How would I be dead, considering I’m the one holding the gun?”

“Press the 54th floor button. Don’t worry, I’ll move over so you can get to it freely.”

Arcade began to shuffle away from the buttons as I asked him why I needed to press it.

“Why? Because it’s the only way you’ll live.”

The elevator was already on the 53rd floor, nearing ever so slightly to the next, giving me little time to think about my next move. My options were limited: killing Arcade would get me nowhere, as Ivan would order my execution should I escape. It was better to keep him alive for now. I was sure it would be hard to bargain for my life with his carcass at my feet. For now, the spider would have to have mercy on the fly, though it was still in its web.

I pressed the 54th floor button with my gun fixed at Arcade’s head. All he could do was smile like a Cheshire cat, a smile that I was already growing sick of. It had a trance-like capability to it that made it hard to concentrate. I sneered at him.

“Don’t you ever blink?”

The elevator door swung open and a shotgun’s muzzle practically butted against my head.

“Put the gun down,” a voice demanded, half-amused. The moment I obeyed, the shotgun was removed from the back of my head. I turned around to see about five men, outfitted in riot gear with a fine selection of sleek black guns on their sides and in their hands. They were laughing heartily as Arcade crawled from under my right arm and joined their ranks. Ivan emerged from the black curtain with an irritated look on his face. 

My current rival was not a handsome man, one that drew the attention of women miles around because of the money and power he earned, not because of his dashing good looks. He had cracked skin that begged to be lotioned and a hideous, open scar that curved down the left side of his face. His pores were sickeningly visible and dotted his cheeks like freckles. His long, greasy brown hair hid his ears and almost met at his chin. There was almost something inhuman to his battle-scarred face and disproportionate body frame, and as a result, most men feared him. It was his voice and his anger that convinced people of who he was, a deep kindling anger that curdled with every word that he spoke, steaming with the heat of an active volcano. He had not been the leader of Eclosion long, but he had quickly made more power moves than Jason or I ever did. The members of Eclosion praised him for his calls to action, but they couldn’t see the big picture - that with each display of supremacy he forced upon those around him, the quicker he brought us all to getting discovered. Overthrowing any hierarchy was like baking - a slow and steady simmer to completion - but Ivan forsook the recipe book and opted for the deep-fry. Sooner or later, the opposition would get sick of him and take him, and Eclosion, out. I needed to get rid of Ivan and gain my rightful place as the CEO before the damage to the company was too great. 
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