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​​CHAPTER 11: DEAD [Day 5/8] {Dec 29th - 11:00 A.M}
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“Time to get up, sleepyhead.” A voice swam through my dreams as a steel door clanged shut. I tried to get up from what I thought was a pillow, only to realize that it was a slab of stone and my body was in chains. The lights were dim and my head was throbbing. Someone grabbed my chin and swung it from side to side, roughly inspecting my face. When my eyes focused, I could see my executioner was exactly who I thought it would be.

“That’s a nasty bruise you got there...and there...and is that a pimple...no, just some pus-filled swollen thing where your eye should be. You look like Rocky after he fought Apollo Creed - you ever see that movie? Great movie - totally staged though, I mean, how dramatic could the ending be, you know? Even so, I put it in my instant queue on Netflix because you know how you haven’t seen a movie in like five years, and then someone reminds you of it and you have to see it because you don’t remember all the parts? That’s the dilemma before me. I mean, think how much my life sucks right now. You were once the heir of the greatest and most powerful corporation in the world and now you’re basically - for lack of a better word, my slave - and I, have to watch a movie I’ve seen five times already in my life, but I’m going to try to get through it before my memory kicks in, and I remember every part, and I shut it off in rage because suddenly I realize that hey, Rocky II is so much better because it has a real ending, and I’m so happy because everything is going good in my life and the only thing I have to worry about is if a movie is bad or not. Oh, except for this insignificant little knife wound that didn’t hit any major arteries or organs by the way...butttttt - it feels like a demon is slowly scratching its jagged little claws inside the stitched up wound, and that it will open at the slightest chuckle that utters from my parched throat, which by the way is—”

“—Please,” I moaned. “Please stop talking.”

“Oh no - oh no, I’ve only begun, Vincent. You see, Ivan, who beautifully took you down yesterday, ensured me that I can do with you whatever I want. That means - wait, wait, I have a schedule for you, an itinerary if you will. I already took the next week off - the revolution thing is not really my cup of tea so I’ll leave that to Ivan, but you and I are going on vacation, it’s a nice journey all the way to the depths of Hell. I’ve never been more excited, Vincent. Never. Never - I can’t stress this enough.”

“I should have made sure I killed you before going after Ivan,” I groaned as I teetered off the bench. The floor was definitely not carpeted and now I had to endure my shoulder aching from my landing while listening to Arcade drone on.

“Yeah, but that’s all in the past now - think about our wonderful future together. Alright, let’s see, there’s so many different tortures to try. Monday we have Chinese water torture. Tuesdays we have my own personal play on acupuncture, and—”

“- Arcade, are you done? Can’t you just end this?”

“You would like that, wouldn’t you? But like I told you, I’m on vacation.”

“What will get you to stop and end it all?”

“Huh,” he remarked as he placed a finger to his lips. “I didn’t think of that. What could you offer me to get me to put you out of your misery? That is an interesting thought. Okay, tell me something juicy and I’ll consider it.”

“Not good enough. How do I know you’re not lying and you’ll just torture me anyways?”

“Are you really trying to negotiate with me right now? With you in chains?”

“I still have my pride.”

Arcade bent down and stared me in the face, like a cat wondering what its prey was trying to do.

“Your pride. Yes, that’s all we men of our caliber possess anymore. It’s what we hold on to with a ferocity that few understand. What would we be without our pride...but you know what, I’m a good sport - tell you what, I need to get my tools. That will give you some time to think about what you could exchange for the pain, and we’ll go from there. How’s that? Yeah? Good.”

Arcade left without another word, whistling as he strolled down the corridor.

“Adonis, where am I?” I asked to the air as Adonis appeared behind me, sitting on the bench I had fallen off of.

“In a cell, the basement of Eclosion headquarters.”

“I don’t remember these.”

“Because Ivan installed them after Jason was in charge. He’s been planning this revolution for a long time now.”

“Tell me, Adonis, are those assists still valid?”

“Of course. What do you want from me?”

“I don’t want anything yet. I just need you here in case Arcade goes too far...by now, Xavier must be wondering why I never called. He’ll assume I’ve been captured.”

“What will that mean for the investigation?”

“Like you don’t already know,” I snapped at him. “To Xavier, I’m dead now or a liability. To protect the case he’ll clean house, removing all ties to him so that Eclosion doesn’t chase his team, try to discredit the claims I’ll give to Arcade through torture. I wouldn’t be surprised if he’s at my house right now, looking for evidence against Eclosion.”

“Will he find anything?”

“No, but he might be smart enough to put some things together. If he had a team watching my moves, he could at the least assume I know more than I’m letting on. I did see Margaret before she died. If he comes to the conclusion that Margaret knew something, he could look into her.”

“What are the odds he finds out the truth about you?”

“Don’t know, he may have insight I don’t have. He knew Dominic, and that’s enough. Dominic probably disclosed a lot about me before his death. Even with everything going on right now, I would be in real trouble if he were still alive today. Just the fact my father was murdered alone would be enough for Dominic to send me to-”

I stopped talking as realization hit. 

“What is it, Vincent?”

“I killed my father,” I said in awe. “I didn’t pull the trigger, but I killed him. I killed him.”

Adonis’ eyes seemed to light up as I chuckled under my breath. Maybe Adonis was trying to lead me down this path all along.

“I wasn’t the only one who killed my father, was I? In the event of a murder, accomplices are almost just as guilty. Jason might have put the clues together and realized what I was planning that night when we talked about my house always being unlocked. Maybe Jason later felt guilty when he pieced it all together. He might not have known the full extent of my plan when I had him murdered, but after the fact, he must have felt responsible...my old house – that’s where it all happened. That’s where I have to go.”

“You figured out the message.”

“It never came to me before, probably because I never owned up to what I did. I always believed that as long as I didn’t carry out the deed, I wasn’t to blame, but deep down I knew it was all a lie.”

“What’s the plan now?”

“I have to get to my old house. Jason apparently left a message for me there. Maybe it will be the key to covering my tracks once and for all.”

“Why do you care about all that anyways, Vincent?”

His words shut me down as the floor became my own reprieve. I knew what he was trying to say, but I wasn’t ready to admit it. I wasn’t ready to concentrate solely on my eternal fate yet. 

“I care because it’s a part of me, Adonis. To just sit back and let the chips fall where they may has never been my strong suit. I may be a cautious man, but I’m not a cowardly sheep either. I control my life. I have the capacity to decide my destiny.”

“Was this in your master plan?” Adonis asked as he swept a hand over my chained body. 

“Things didn’t go as expected...so what? Do I give up? Spend the rest of my time with my family and leave Eclosion to these Neanderthals?”

“You’ve accepted my existence, and that wasn’t a small feat to accomplish. I’m proud of you for doing so. What you don’t yet understand, is that the other part of my message is just as real as I am. You are dying in a few days. That is absolute, and whatever you do between now and then will result in your eternal destination. You can run around and save Eclosion - we both know a lot of people will suffer if the government finds out about it, but at the same time, what about your family? Aren’t they more important than your acquaintances? What will their future be when you are snatched out their lives abruptly? What will Katie’s life be? I am not telling you what to do, merely laying out your options. Think of how much you accomplished in the past few days. Do you really think you can make a difference in the time you have left? Or are you doomed to wait out your last breaths under Arcade’s extraction tools?”

“I can change my situation,” I said, gritting my teeth. “And I don’t need your help either.”

“Yet you called me forth.”

“Yes, because you are simply a figment of my imagination and talking to the only intelligent person in this room helps me come up with a plan.”

“Your insults will warrant nothing from me.”

“Neither will your threats. Go away.”

Adonis left as I heard the whistling increase in volume down the hall. Arcade was coming back. He wouldn’t settle for anything less than the best as far as information, and I had the goods. Even if he had been faking when we fought in the elevator, I saw that interested gleam in his eye when I told him about my time at Eclosion. Arcade was a lover of knowledge just as much as I was, regardless of the maniac he presented himself to be.

“So, where were we?” Arcade said cheerfully as he wheeled in a cart tray littered with various sharp scalpels, knives and cutting saws. He was now wearing a rubber apron over his body and a clear plastic face guard hung from his right hand. 

“We were contemplating what to talk about, and do I have a story for you.”

“Oh really?” he said, unamused, while he inspected an instrument. “I’m sure it’s all lies, but I’ll bite. What is it?”

“I’m not going to tell you while I’m in chains. You’ll just torture me right after I say my peace. We’re smarter men than that, Arcade - you know that I’m going to try to get my fair share out of this.”

“So what are you saying? You’re asking for freedom? Something ridiculous like that?”

“No, just to be sat up and untied. My shoulder is killing me and I’m uncomfortable. At least give me some comfort before we go through the torture.”

“I’m not really feeling this exchange. How about I paper cut you until you tell me anyways,” he sneered, stooping down to my level.

“Not good enough. See, I’m one of the few people that have been with Eclosion since the beginning. I’m not like one of the employees out there. I’ve been trained for torture. I’ve weighed the consequences of being caught. They don’t, they’re normal citizens playing hero but we know the stakes. That’s why we’re different. We believe in the cause and we will die for it. You can torture me all you like, but I won’t reveal anything just to spite you. Give me my little comfort, the respect I deserve - and I will tell you everything. You have nothing to be afraid of. You have all the tools and the gear to guard against an attack, not to mention your training. Back out in the hallway, it was a fair fight and I lost to you. I think the only reason you’re holding back, why it’s so hard for you to touch me, is because you still feel the wound on your side. It reminds you of your frailty, your humanity, your weakness. How soft you really are - that the great Arcade is a cream puff that cried over a flesh wound-”

A slash across my right cheek stopped me short. I only saw the aftermath - the drops of blood congealing on the edge of his scalpel.

“You deserved that, Vincent - you know that. Say something else. I’ll aim for a body part you’ll miss.”

“I see who you are and I’m not afraid,” I said calmly as he gripped the scalpel tighter.

“Fine,” he immediately changed his demeanor to a more cheerful one. “You win for now. I mean, I want you to have one small victory to be proud of.”

Arcade took a key out of his pants pocket and unlocked the chains over my body. He watched me carefully as I took the chains off little by little and put them to the side. I stretched out my shoulder for show and leaned up against the wall, sitting on the bench to relax my muscles. Arcade was alert and waiting for me to make a move, but none came. 

“So now that you’ve gotten your break, tell me what you know. What’s this secret of yours?”

“What I’m about to say sounds crazy, but it’s true.”

I had to tell him the truth. It was the only weapon I had left, the only deterrent that could make Arcade drop his guard and give me a chance. There wouldn’t be another one. I was trying to save my assists to the bitter end, in case I was in an impossible situation. Adonis was a last resort, nothing more. Only if my current plan failed, would I consider using him.

“Crazy is the only normal thing out there,” he said as I glanced around him, making sure no one else overheard. He saw my fear.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “No one is down here but me and you. What’s the secret?”

“When Eclosion began, it is correct that Jason was the CEO of the organization, but it was a front for the truth. I was secretly calling the shots - I was the true CEO of Eclosion.”

Arcade stopped for a second, dropped his face guard, and immediately began to laugh, a response I was not expecting.

“That is a good one - I mean, next you’ll come out and say you appointed Ivan as heir.”

“No, that was Jason. Up until that time I had been controlling him, using wires and microphones to eavesdrop on meetings and tell him what to say while business was conducted. I had been friends with him from childhood and since I saw that he was a bit simple-minded, I chose him to be my public face when Eclosion was formed. It’s not all that far-fetched. Think about the president - he is the face of the government, but not the infrastructure. He doesn’t have the power many people believe he does. The same with me, I was the one in control of Eclosion - it only stopped when Ivan took over.”

“So you are the one that killed Jason,” he said, his amusement subsiding. He could see the seriousness in my eyes, the truth that poured out of my mouth, and the logic that tickled his ears. He was mine for the taking.

“Wait a minute, Arcade. We’re here in this cell, only the two of us - no hope of me escaping, and you’re telling me that you didn’t kill Jason? Ivan didn’t kill Jason?”

“No, we had nothing to do with it,” he stressed. “Wait, you’re telling me you didn’t do it? You had all the reasons to. He named an heir without your permission. It makes sense you killed him out of revenge.”

“I wanted to kill him,” I said. “But I didn’t go through with it.”

It didn’t matter if it was a lie or the truth - Arcade was not going to be swayed. I had to increase the stakes.

“I’m completely serious about being the secret CEO though. I was responsible for most of what Eclosion accomplished. I’m not telling you this to impress you - the reason is because I want your help.”

“My help? That’s a new one.”

“Listen, I can prove I was the CEO. I have recorded conversations, documents that were only given to the board of directors. I’ve been trying to bide my time, trying to do this right. As long as I was the heir, I would’ve been happy to wait by for my turn at the company but Ivan is moving too fast. With his revolution starting so soon, without proper training of the troops and a solid plan, it will fail. Ivan’s plan will fail. I tried to oppose it and voice my concerns but when that didn’t work, all I had was my resignation. Now I don’t even have that and all I want is to see my family again.”

“So that’s why they left.”

“Yes, I needed them to leave in case Ivan went crazy. But I know you’re hearing what I’m really saying – that Ivan is wrong. You know it. You know those people are not ready for the war that is to come. That’s why I need your help - to overthrow Ivan. I know you want to have fun, you love to fight. That’s your specialty, and I promise, if you help me take over this company, the war will happen, but not yet. Give me a year and the war will be long and full of opportunities for you to shine, resulting in our rule of the free world. Think of how much fun you’ve had since becoming Ivan’s right-hand man. Think of the fun you’ll have being the world leader’s right-hand man. But with Ivan, the war could end this week, next week tops.”

“You could be saying this to persuade me into letting you go.”

“Allow me to show you evidence and make a decision for yourself.”

“Tell me where to look.”

“It’s not that simple - I have to be there. Some proof is right upstairs on the 50th floor. I could relay the information to you, but it’s a lot to recall. It’s better if I’m there to expedite this quickly.”

“Fine, but if you try anything, you get recaptured and the torture begins. I’m watching you. You know I can take you down.”

“My body constantly reminds me,” I assured him as Arcade motioned for me to move. I slowly got up, my eyes on the chains as he dwelled over my thoughts.

“What was your vision for Eclosion? What was your original intention? Because—”

I grabbed one of the chains and swung it at Arcade’s head who took the brunt of the blow. That was all I needed, as I moved toward the side in which I stabbed him earlier. He swung at me with the scalpel, but forgot about the stitches covering the knife wound I had given him. He winced as his fist stopped short and I capitalized on it – punching him in the side and then the throat. He groaned as I picked up one of his many tools and went for the kill at the jugular. He caught my arm for the second time in the last 24 hours and delivered fast precise blows once again to my midsection. My ribs under attack, I staggered back, dropping the scalpel I had picked up to the floor. I couldn’t let him get the upper hand. Not now when he was at his weakest.
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