Глава Шесть: Enter the Survival Horror… Yet Again


***

Вертолет быстро пролетал над руинами, его силуэт был четко различим в освещенном лунным светом звездном небе. Везде в низу из проломов в зданиях вырывались языки пламени. Ранее процветающий остров теперь был заполнен бесцельно слонявшимися зомби.
-Ты не уйдешь!- закричал мужчина в белом, который уцепился за лыжу вертолета и пытался вскарабкаться на борт и убить его. Реализуя свой замысел, мужчина прицелился и выстрелил из пистолета. Тут же кабина вертолета содрогнулась от взрыва, взрывная волна сбросила фигуру в белом с вертолета. Он полетел в бездну внизу, испуская душераздирающий крик, и падал все быстрее и быстрее в хаос внизу. 

Впавший в панику пилот беспомощно боролся со штурвалом утерявшего контроль вертолета, который начал падать в тот же хаос, куда сбросило и человека в белом. Пилот видел, как быстро приближается земля, и через несколько секунд, падающий вертолет с оглушительным грохотом столкнулся с земной твердью. Корпус мгновенно деформировался и машина превратилась в измятую груду металла. Кусочки стекла осыпали все вокруг, винт мертвого вертолета продолжал вращаться, изрезая землю,  как бы в последней попытке преодолеть силу тяжести. 

Пилот вывалился из разбитой машины на землю внизу. Его лицо было залито кровью, обильно сочащейся из пореза на лбу. Он не видел ничего кроме хаоса и беспорядка, царящих вокруг него. Вздрогнув, он поднялся, но как только пилот выпрямился, все в его глазах поплыло. Затем картинка вокруг начала темнеть и внезапно, земля снова начала приближаться к нему. А затем он провалился во тьму и сознание покинуло его.

Немного времени спустя, пилот очнулся, понимая, что все еще жив. Лежа на земле он попытался вспомнить, что же произошло. Но единственное, что он ощущал сейчас – это чудовищную головную боль.
«Моя голова ужасно болит… Неужели я потерял память…»
Он медленно поднялся на ноги.


«Мое прошло сокрыто где-то глубоко в голове. Попытки вспомнить хоть что-нибудь все равно, что пытаться поймать рукой кусок тумана…»

Человек осмотрелся вокруг. Не далеко от себя он увидел густой черный дым, который курился от разбитого вертолета. Языки оранжевого пламени вырывались из помятого корпуса машины. И повсюду вокруг было пламя, а вдалеке ходили люди, правда ему показалось, что они были под завязку накачаны наркотиками, или все-таки его зрение еще не пришло в порядок?

«Что же здесь случилось? Что-то выходящее за рамки. Мои инстинкты подсказывают, что грядет беда. Надо выбираться отсюда.»


Он медленно пошел, двигаясь прочь от места аварии.

«Кто я? Что же приключилось со мной? Чем же я занимался? Ничего не приходит на ум. Но стоп… В одном я точно уверен. Единственное, чему я могу доверять, так это пистолету. Мой пистолет поможет мне. Я уверен.

Я смогу выжить…»
Глава Семь: Имя установлено

Бредя посреди охваченного беспорядком поселения, пилот выглядел потерянным, казалось, он бредет совершенно бесцельно.  Вследствие утраты памяти, главным вопросом, над которым работал его мозг было «почему я здесь?». Медленно перейдя на другую улицу, он огляделся вокруг. Со всех сторон высились здания, скорее всего это был небольшой городок. Жилые дома, магазины, машины – везде было пусто и не было никаких признаков жизни. Казалось – это город призрак. Его взгляд наткнулся на что-то на середине улицы, но так как зрение еще не восстановилось, и видел он все еще немного размыто, единственное, что он мог разглядеть – это неясное белое очертание с черными пятнами. Заинтересованный, он подошел поближе и был шокирован, увидев, что это мужчина, лежащий лицом вниз и его белый лабораторный халат испачкан красной кровью. Выглядело, будто человек умер совсем недавно.
           «Хмм…Он кажется знакомым… Не знаю почему, но это так. О-о? А это что?»


Присев у мертвого тела, он увидел зажатый в руке покойника содатский жетон. Взяв блестящий металлический жетон, пилот попытался разглядеть его.  Гравировка гласила «Арк Томпсон».

            «Наверное, это его имя»

Внезапно, пилот почувствовал в воздухе резкий запах, смрад разлагающейся плоти. Вонь свела желудок пилота в рвотном позыве.            

«Господи! Что за отвратительная вонь? Откуда так потянуло? Тут что, где-то рядом валяется дохлое животное?» 

 Обернувшись назад, он обмер. К нему шатающейся походкой ковылял человек – мужчина, чья рубаха была в крови. И рот. И руки. Кровь также стекала из уголка рта.            

«Что за…»

            Его глаза были остекленевшими, затянутыми былыми бельмами. А рот на его гниющем лице напоминал огромную красную язву.

«Да кто же ты нахрен такой?!»

Тронутые разложением руки вытянулись вперед, человек издал жалобный стон, и изо рта донеслась новая волна ужасного запаха смерти -

- и две пули, пробив, череп вошли в его голову. Третий выстрел пришелся прямо в правый глаз, и человек отшатнувшись назад, завалился на землю. Пробитый пулями череп раскололся при ударе об асфальт. Какой-то блестящий предмет выпал из кармана мертвеца. Вокруг головы растеклась целая лужа крови, оставшийся невредимым глаз окрасился красным. Сцены из фильмов ужасов тут же пронеслись в голове пилота, и он пришел к единственному выводу.
            «Это…зомби!..»
            Опустив пистолет, он осторожно подошел к мертвецу, у ног которого валялся выроненный предмет. Это оказался ключ, и пилот поднял его. Хоть и ржавый, но все же ключ. Инстинкт вопил ему, что нужно немедленно искать убежище. Ведь здесь могло быть еще много этих тварей. Дорога вела к строению, напоминавшему церковь, и он поспешил туда. Однако, когда он подергал за дверную ручку, дверь оказалась запертой. 
            «Хмм…Может…»
            Удача была на его стороне, и ржавый ключ подошел по размеру к замочной скважине и провернулся внутри. Войдя внутрь, он быстро осмотрелся по сторонам на предмет потенциальной опасности. Ничего. Церковь оказалась маленькой и выглядела очень просто - никаких излишеств и дорогих украшений. Но зато, здесь можно было надежно укрыться. Правда, кое-что здесь было не правильным. Взять, например, эмблему «Амбреллы» на стене над алтарем. Пройдя через всю церковь, он решил выяснить, куда ведут двери на другом ее конце. Так он попал в комнату с несколькими книжными шкафами, где не было ничего подозрительного. Его внимание привлекла открытая книга на столе, напоминавшая какой-то дневник. Текст гласил:
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Сегодня, главы каждой части города, включая и меня самого, встречались с командиром. Брифинг был посвящен уничтожению Раккун Сити.

Во время собрания все до единого обвиняли Вильяма Биркина. Он предал компанию и хотел оставить G-вирус себе. Командир сказал нам, что если в городе появится предатель вроде Биркина, мы расправимся с ним сразу же без лишних вопросов.


Я Безоговорочно следую приказам командира. Город необходим «Амбрелле», как была необходима та лаборатория в Раккун Сити.  Нет…даже намного нужнее.

Мы обязаны не допустить заражаения в городе. Мы не можем позволить, чтобы купленный «Амбреллой» город и построенные за биллионы долларов комплексы были уничтожены.  Мы усилим наблюдение за персоналом. *
            «Раккун Сити? «Амбрелла»? Вильям Биркин? Почему это все так знакомо?»

Сбитый с толку он вышел. Больше не было смысла оставаться здесь, и он, обнаружив боковую дверь-выход, покинул здание. Дверь вывела его на изолированную улицу. Чувство потерянности вновь укололо растерянного пилота. Улица была совершенно незнакомой. Он пошел прямо в одну из сторон, выбрав направление наугад и брел, пока не начал слышать новый слабый звук. Сначала ему показалось, что это просто звон в ушах, но как только он прошел дальше, звон стал громче. Смятение ушло на второй план, когда пилот увидел таксофон на углу улицы. Подбежав к телефону, он поднял трубку. 

-Алло? Кто это? – твердым голосом спросил пилот.
           Клац.
           -Алло? Алло? Отзовитесь! -  разочарованно вздохнув, он повесил трубку назад. И тут же он услышал раздражительный противный звук, как будто кто-то провел ногтем о железо.
«Что это, черт побери? Скрип автомобильных тормозов?»

Вглядываясь в туман на улицах, он разглядел какой-то силуэт. Что бы это ни было, оно двигалось в его сторону, и довольно таки быстро. И пока оно приближалось он слышал звуки «клац-клац-клац».

«Когти?»
           И когда оно, наконец, стало четко видимым, пилот не поверил своим глазам. Он замер в шоке от одного отвратительного вида твари, размером со взрослого человека. Он отметил, что кожа существа отсутствовала – все тело было покрыто сложным переплетением живых, сокращающихся при движениях красноватых мышц. А затем он увидел пульсирующую бледно-серую массу частично находящегося снаружи головы мозга и затянутые шрамы вместо глаз.

«Мать твою. Это не возможно. Но как может существовать то, что я вижу? В каком Аду я оказался?»
 
Существо, которого  совершенно не могло существовать в этом мире, вдруг резко хлестнуло языком по воздуху. Очень длинным и заостренным языком. Язык, по которому обильно стекала слюна, повис из пасти чудовища, и в голове шокированного пилота отразилась мысль, что своим языком, монстр запросто может проколоть человеческое тело. Тварь испустила еще один вопль – ужасный звук, похожий и на скрип тормозов и на скрежет ногтей, а затем очень быстро понеслось на него.
«Я умру – Я умру – когти  разорвут меня пополам – смерть – смерть»
Он закричал и понял, что рефлекторно уже стреляет из пистолета. Пули входили в плоть твари с неприятным хлюпаньем. Монстр перекинулся на спину и его конечности задергались в жутких спазмах.
«Фух…»

Но тварь вдруг поджала конечности под себя и оттолкнувшись ими, подпрыгнула вверх, снова занимая изначальное положение, и помчалась на него. Он стрелял снова и снова, пули отрывали от тела монстра куски плоти, однако тот, не обращая внимания на раны, на удивление высоко подпрыгнул в воздух, и грациозно выгнувшись, полетел когтями вперед прямо на пилота. 
Однако, последняя пуля угодила существу прямо в лицо и, выходя из головы, вырвала большой кусок серой субстанции. Оно, перевернувшись в воздухе, рухнуло прямо на спину и в агонии забило лапами, пока жизнь не покинула уродливое тело, вокруг которого начала расплываться лужа крови. 
Тяжело дыша, пилот стоял на месте, потрясенно глядя на отвратительное существо, которое лежало около него. Конечности были раскинуты вокруг тела, красные мышцы уже не сокращались и не пульсировали. Пилот очень медленно зашагал вперед, держа дрожащими руками пистолет прямо перед собой. Он внимательно вслушивался в тишину вокруг, надеясь что больше не встретит никаких чудовищ. Пройдя немного дальше он разглядел впереди дверь на одном из зданий. Вывеска гласила «Игровые автоматы». И прямо возле входа висел еще один таксофон. Не обратив никакого внимания на телефонный автомат, он продолжил свой путь испуганный и одновременно любопытный, куда же его все таки занесло. Не успел он сделать и  трех шагов, как телефон зазвонил, и перепуганный пилот вскрикнув, прицелился на звук прямо в аппарат. Вздохнув с облегчением, но чувствуя укол стыда за то что позволил страху взять над собой верх, он подошел к таксофону и поднял трубку. 
-Алло?-
-Винсент,- ответил наполненный холода голос.


-Кто? Винсент?- на его лице отразилась озадаченность.
-Ты БЕЗДУШНЫЙ, ХЛАДНОКРОВНЫЙ УБИЙЦА,- обвинил его голос из трубки.
-Что?- шокировано спросил пилот -Я?-
-Не играй со мной, Винсент,- осадил его мужской голос. –Ты безжалостный душегуб. Убийца. ПАЛАЧ.- 

-Я не убийца,- гневно ответил растерянный пилот. - Я должен знать больше!- 

Человек на другом конце расхохотался.

-Пожалуйста, расскажи…- однако обращение пилота не дослушали и в трубке раздались короткие гудки. Разговор был прерван. -Алло? Эй? Я с тобой еще не договорил!- Вскрикнув от досады, он ударил трубкой по аппарату.
«Он назвал меня убийцей. Что же я сделал? И кто этот Винсент? Винсент – это я? Действительно ли я убил людей? Час от часу не легче, ничего не ясно…Хмм?

Он услышал приближающийся шум вертолетных лопастей. 

«Стоп… да их же несколько!» 
Пилот посмотрел в небо и его догадка подтвердилась. Несколько вертолетов показалось вынырнули из-за крыш зданий слева и справа от него, и внезапно, он увидел, как люди в черно-синих формах выпригивают из них и спускаются по тросам. Созерцание небольшой группы солдат внезапно зародила панику в сердце испуганного пилота. Это уж точно были убийцы, и от них веяло неприятностями. От них, наверное, лучше было бы держаться подальше. Быстро оглядевшись по сторонам в поисках убежища, он решил, что лучше всего будет укрыться в темном салоне игровых автоматов, дверь которого была рядом. Решившись, он побежал к входу, и к счастью, дверь оказалась не закрытой. Теперь, оказавшись в безопасности внутри, он нашел удобную позицию у окна. Удары сердца, барабанной дробью отдавались в ушах. А через несколько мгновений он увидел, как отряд SWAT приземлился как раз туда, где он был минуту назад. Несколько бойцов выстроилось вокруг одного из них, наверное, командира.

-Вы знаете задачу, бойцы, -  произнес командир, его гол был приглушен газовой маской. -Вы  очищаете территорию от инфицированных.- Вся группа кивнула в ответ. А затем, пилот увидел двоих зомби, которые приближались к отряду «чистильщиков», руки мертвецов вытянулись в сторону людей, и куски гнилой плоти отвалились от конечностей. Мгновенно отряд повернулся в сторону угрозы и открыл огонь из полуавтоматическтих винтовок, практически изрешетив носителей вируса и забрызгав их кровью и кусками гнилых тел все вокруг. Все произошло в течении трех секунд, и когда два зомби были нейтрализованы, отряд разделился и бойцы разбежались во все стороны. Все кроме одного. Оставшийся командир SWAT повернулся в сторону пилота. С устрашающей скоростью, он подбежал к зданию и нырнул прямо в окно, выбив стекло, осколки которого разлетелись повсюду. Звук разбитого стекла нарушил тишину вокруг. 

«Черт! Он знает где я…»
Прямо перед собой перепуганный пилот увидел, что этот боец больше напоминает гориллу в бронежилете – его руки доставали почти до пола и он быстро мчался к пилоту, опираясь на  кулаки, как огромный примат.

«Новое сверхъестественное существо? С каждой секундой все вокруг становится все более причудливее…»
Руководимый инстинктом, пилот прицелился и быстро выстрелил дважды. К его еще большему удивлению, существо испустило животный рев, как умирающая дикая кошка, и вдруг внезапно растворилась в нивочто. Исчезло. Просто взяло и исчезло. Превратилось в пыль. Он, совершенно сбитый с толку, уставился туда, где только что был боец.
«Да что за хрень здесь происходит?»

Внезапно раздался звук выстрела, и пуля врезалась в стену прямо возле пилота, разбросав вокруг бетонную крошку. С удивленным вскриком, он прыгнул на пол  у игрового автомата, надеясь что укроется здесь от снайпера. Пилот тяжело дышал, понимая, что от неминуемой смерти неведомо где, его отделяли считанные сантиметры.

-Винсент!- заорал снайпер откуда-то из другого невидимого конца зала игровых автоматов.
Пилот тихо и неподвижно сидел на кафельном полу.


-Я знаю, ты здесь,- орал неизвестный. -И если бы я был тобой, я бы отныне сто раз подумал прежде чем сделать новый шаг. В следующий раз, когда я увижу тебя, я не промахнусь,- 

Казалось, снайпер вышел через дверь, звуки его шагов растворились во тьме. Пилот просидел еще несколько минут, размышляя.
«Кто же этот Винсент такой, что кажется, все его ненавидят? Неужели я – это он? Неужели все, что говорил мужчина по телефону правда, и я действительно бессердечный убийца? Душегуб? Это не может быть правдой… но если это все же правда?
Он поднялся и быстро огляделся, надеясь на какой-нибудь легкий выход. С пистолетом наготове, он прошел в глубину зала осматривая все вокруг, и надеясь не попасться на прицел снайперу снова. Не найдя ничего интересного кроме черного входа, он вышел в дверь, оказавшись на другой неизвестной улице.
                                    *                      *                      *

            Каждый посчитает блаженством укрыться в безопасном убежище, которое представляло собой хитросплетение паутины канализационных переходов, являющееся настоящим лабиринтом. Однако и безопасность не будет в радость, если ты потерялся. Совершенно не представляя где конкретно он находится и не имея никаких ориентиров, Лотт Клейн совершенно заблудился
            -Черт,- выругался подросток. Он имел общее представление о канализационной системе острова, но здесь ничего не выглядело знакомым. Каждый проход был освещен лампами, вмонтированными в сырые каменные стены, создавая жутковатую атмосферу.  Заражение все еще не проникло сюда, и он был в безопасности... пока еще. Он дошел до развилки и оказался перед выбором: пойти направо или налево. Приняв спонтанное решение, он выбрал путь влево. Лотт побежал по тускло освещенному коридору, запах сырого воздуха с оттенком плесени заставил поморщиться. Откуда-то доносился звук капающей воды, повторяемый эхом.
           «Мне нужно найти его…он должен знать…»
           Несколько дней назад он сообщил Винсенту Голдману, командиру и главе всего этого острова, что шпион ухитрился пробраться на остров. Немного времени спустя, двадцать заключенных, как и он сам, сбежали, но только лишь для того чтобы встретиться со смертью. Разлетелись различные слухи о причинах смерти. Болтали и о том, что это был массовый суицид, и о том, что их всех расстреляли. А потом начались неприятности. Вскоре, бывшие солдаты и служащие начали шататься по улицам как ожившие мертвецы, начались побоища, заражение распространялось и все вокруг повергалось в руины. Где теперь Винсент? Лотт этого не знал, но он боялся за свою жизнь. Боялся смерти, переживал о своей сестренке Лили, боялся всего происходящего. Присходило такое, чего он в своей жизни и вообразить не мог. Теперь совершенно все было неправильным. Все произошло очень быстро, на смену каждому кошмару приходили новые ужасы, и происшедшее было фантастическим – очень жутким и невозможным. Что случилось со всеми на острове? Неужели, слухи оказались правдой? Неужели их постигла та же судьба, что и многострадальный, по слухам, Раккун Сити? На все эти вопросы ответа не было, а те домыслы, что приходили на ум были совершенно уж фантастичными.  Отбросив полемику с самим собой, Лотт вернулся к жестокой реальности. Он должен защитить сестру от злых людей, злых существ и от всего иного зла.

-Вот черт!- снова выругался парнишка, увидев, что подходит к новому перекрестку. Но на этот раз идти можно было только лишь влево. Проход справа был прегражден обвалом  - последствием творившегося повсюду хаоса, и неизвестно, человек ли зверь или что-то еще сделали это.

 «Он здесь недавно…»
-Довольно-таки сильно- прокомментировал Лотт вслух, сворачивая влево. Он увидел что-то далеко впереди. И его прекрасное зрение позволило разглядеть лестницу, ведущую вверх. Мгновенно радость заполнила сердце подростка, ему казалось, что все тяжелое осталось позади после блуждания по туннелями целыми часами. Надеясь, что блуждания подошли к концу, он помчался к лестнице.

***

*6 сентября. Я ни разу не видел его, но слышал, что тот, кого зовут Винсентом, стал командиром города. Официально, он один из элиты и направлен штаб-квартирой «Амбреллы». На самом деле он – тот еще изверг, который без колебаний убьет своего товарища, если это нужно будет для карьерного продвижения. Однако, так как я обитаю здесь, в темной канализации, все это для меня не имеет значения…
20 сентября. Я слышал отвратительные слухи… Новый командир Винсент, приказал персоналу комплекса проводить  жестокие эксперименты каждый день над детьми, которых привозили со всего мира. Я не знаю, для чего именно всех тех детей привезли в город, но меня это не оставляет равнодушным.  Но я не хочу быть вовлеченным, настолько долго, пока это не коснется меня напрямую…

10 октября. Кажется, какое-то ужасное происшествие приключилось на поверхности прошлой ночью. Я почти не знаю никаких подробностей, но я слышал, что командир Винсент совершил что-то крайне жестокое…

9 ноября. Сегодня, наконец, командир Винсент спустился сюда вниз с осмотром. Мы с ним немного пообщались, но я не увидел в нем ничего, кроме жестокости и бессердечия. Когда он увидел у меня карточку с его изображением, которую я оставил себе на память, он очень сильно разозлился… Он просто выродок! * 


Перевернув последнюю страницу дневника, он нашел карточку, на которой был изображен очень знакомый ему человек. Человек на изображении был облачен в то же одеяние, что и пилот сейчас -  темно-зеленую длинную куртку с капюшоном и коричневые широкие брюки. 


«Человек на карточке… Это же …Я.»

            А затем последовало озарение:
            «Это означает…Что я Винсент. Я…этот жестокий человек о котором говорили все эти люди. Это правда. Человек, звонивший по телефону, снайпер, дневник, все это… было правдой все время.»
            Винсент услышал звон металла – кто-то карабкался по лестнице внизу и звук доносился из открытого люка, который был в этом помещении. Выхватив пистолет, и взяв люк на мушку, он прикидывал, одна ли это из причудливых тварей, или человек, который также как и он потерялся. Спиной к нему из люка показался человек. Винсент увидел юного парня, которому с виду не было  и шестнадцати. На нем была удлиненная рубашка с коротким рукавом и черные шорты, а на шее висел жетон. Винсент облегченно вздохнул, опуская оружие. Когда парнишка обернулся, то закричал от удивления, увидев, что он здесь не один. Глаза мальчишки увеличились и наполнились крайним ужасом.

- Н-н-не…н-не стреляй…- заикаясь вымолвил он, инстинктивно прикрываясь руками, - н-не убив.. не убивай м-меня…- 

Смущенный Винсент шагнул к перепуганному ребенку.

-Эй, ты чего?- Винсент старался говорить спокойным голосом. – Не бойся. Я не собираюсь обидеть тебя. Если…-

- Уходи!- с ужасом закричал мальчишка.

- Пожалуйста, я не желаю…-

- Н-не…п-подходи … ко мне, - испуганно прошептал парень пятясь назад.


-Но…-

-Нет! Уходи! – одним быстрым движением мальчишка шмыгнул назад в люк и, спустившись по лестнице, помчался в канализационные тоннели. Винсент, желая найти мальчика, начал спускаться за ним по лестнице вниз, в неизвестность.

Как только он окончил спуск, то увидел лишь как силуэт охваченного паникой ребенка повернул за угол вправо. 

«Почему? Почему это происходит со мной? Мне нужны ответы…»

***

-Я…должен…убежать,- тяжело дыша, проговорил Лотт. Его изношенные туфли все тяжелей и тяжелей ступали по полу с каждым шагом, отдалявшим его от того мужчины.  И вдруг в голове всплыл путь, как вернуться назад в «Рай», и Лотт теперь знал, куда надо идти. Обернувшись, мальчишка увидел его позади себя, хоть и на приличной дистанции, но все же продолжавшего преследовать бедного парня. Лотт пытался оторваться от него, быстро петляя по проходам, но безуспешно. Мужчина не отставал от него.
-Я не хочу тебя обижать!- кричал злодей, и эхо его крика отражалось от стен туннелей. 
«Да, ты и все те охранники говорили то же самое… все вы…»

-Лжецы!- выкрикнул Лотт в ответ. Он продолжал бежать, мчался так быстро, как только позволяли усталые ноги. Сердце дико колотилось в груди и, казалось, вот-вот разорвется. Наконец, миновав, наверное, бесконечные мили сырого лабиринта, он нашел лестницу, которую искал. Едва не впечатавшись головой в нее, мальчишка крепко ухватился за нижнюю перекладину и подтянулся вверх.  Он выкарабкался наверх перед воротами, и через миг уже оказался за ними и, закрыв двери, надеялся, что оторвался от  преследователя.
           ***


«Черт! Куда он побежал?» 

Винсент выскочил в проход, где видел мальчишку в последний раз. Быстро глянув в одно и другое направление, он увидел лестницу в левом ответвлении.

«Наверное сюда.»

Надеясь, что не отстал надолго, Винсент вскарабкался вверх. И вылез перед толстыми воротами,  усиленными металлической решеткой. Они очень напоминали тюремные ворота. 

«Он пробегал через них?»

Обернувшись, он увидел нескольких зомби вдалеке, которые, пошатываясь и постанывая брели к нему. Теперь у него не осталось сомнений, что мальчик пробежал в ворота. Он снова поглядел на ворота и увидел вывеску с одним единственным словом «РАЙ».
Глава Восемь: Новая Порода
Винсент глядел на центральный вход в небольшое здание из кирпича и Серго камня. Увидев, что больше идти некуда, он направился в здание. Когда он вошел, его на секунду ослепил яркий флуоресцентный свет холла. Со всех сторон были вертикальные серые металлические прутья и когда заглянул внутрь что-то щелкнуло.

«Тюрьма…»            

Он еще не успел обдумать свой следующий шаг, как услышал низкие стоны двоих ходячих мертвецов, которые преграждали путь впереди. Их изодранная тюремная одежда свисала с тел, как и куски их гнилой плоти. Ужасающий смрад разложения снова чуть не свалил с ног Винсента, но он взял самообладание , и выстрелил в них. Пули попали в тела, проделав в груди обоих аккуратные дыры. Кровь заструилась из открытых ран, но покойники продолжали приближаться как ни в чем не бывало, и от него их отделяло уже несколько футов. Пятясь назад, Винсент выстреливал пулю за пулей, и наконец угодил одному из них в голову. Мертвец упал на пол и, наконец, замер. Второй продолжал неотвратимо приближаться и внезапно, Винсент услышал лишь щелканье спускового механизма пустого пистолета.

-Только не сейчас!- в отчаянье закричал он, и сделал единственное, что было возможно сделать в этой ситуации.  Как только зомби ринулся на него, он быстро подпрыгнул и сильно ударил покойника двумя ногами в живот и сам свалился на пол. Когда мертвец отлетел на несколько метров и ударился спиной о решетку, раздался омерзительный хруст костей. Покойник, начал заваливаться вперед и Винсент увидел, что его позвоночник был переломан. Он был просто парализован ужасом и удивлением, когда верхняя часть тела, издав стон, возможно, вопль боли, поползла  к нему. Нижняя часть тела, волочившаяся позади, начала отрываться с тошнотворным звуком, оставляя позади кровавые разводы и волочащиеся внутренности.  Зомби схватил Винсента за ботинок и потянулся вперед, пытаясь укусить за ногу. С криком Винсент высвободил ногу, и замахнувшись, со всей силы впечатал каблук в висок мертвеца. Он снова услышал треск ломающихся костей, и почувствовал, как ботинок, пробил череп и, буквально увязнув в голове, надавив на нее сломал шею. От всего происшедшего и ужасного смрада в глазах Винсента помутнело и сознание на миг покинуло его. Когда он пришел в себя и поднялся, почувствовал  слабость в ногах и схватился за решетки. Его вырвало.

Опустошив желудок, он почувствовал себя немного легче. Винсент все также держался за решетки и тяжело дышал. Вытерев рот рукавом куртки, он постучал ногой по полу, очищая ботинок от гнилой плоти покойника. Он выщелкнул пустой магазин из пистолета и зарядил новый. Почувствовав наконец, что уже может идти, он трусцой побежал по холлу, минуя несколько тюремных камер. Впереди одна из камер была открыта, и он направился к ней, ожидая чего угодно.  Но единственное, что он нашел в камере, это несколько оборванных бумажных листков. Осторожно подняв листки и заглянув в них, он  понял, что это был дневник одного из заключенных, по всей видимости, молодого парнишки.

*5 сентября. Шестнадцать дней минуло с тех пор, как люди в черном похитили меня прямо на улице в Конго и доставили сюда. Сначала я даже не понял, что произошло, но постепенно я узнал всю правду об этом городе.  Нас держат здесь, как подопытных кроликов для медицинской компании, которая называется «Амбрелла». Все жители города работают на «Амбреллу», даже женщины и дети из семей служащих.  Подопытных, кажется собрали со всего мира. Парень в соседней камере – из Китая, тот, что напротив меня – из Бразилии. Есть ребята из России и Японии… Удивительно, что все ребята  почти моего возраста. Самому  младшему – шестнадцать лет, а старшим – по 19-20.  Те ребята из «Амбреллы» иногда водят нас в игровой салон или ночной клуб и мы можем немножко развлечься и слегка снять стресс, но им не обмануть меня. Я убегу отсюда, чего бы это мне не стоило! Я должен… Самое главное сейчас – собрать вместе и организовать моих товарищей по несчастью, чтобы выяснить, что нас ждет впереди.

10 сентября. В последние дни остальные ведут себя странно. Кажется, нам в еду добавляют  какой-то наркотик. Иногда я тоже теряю сознание. Нужно быть осторожнее.
21 сентября. Я не могу поверить! Один из моих друзей, Чин из соседней камеры, был отправлен на завод на горе. Не думаю, что Чин когда-нибудь вернется. Его постигла та же судьба, что и Анну, и Якоба, которые исчезли на прошлой неделе. Я знаю… Я знаю, что случается с теми, кого забирают на завод… Когда они вчера возили меня в ночной клуб, я подслушал разговор о том, что некоторые работники завода… по приказам Винсента, командира города, вскроют наши мозги, откуда добудут какое-то вещество, с трудным названием. Единственное, что могу сказать, Винсент – дьявол во плоти. Нет… не только Винсент. Даже все женщины и дети  в этом городе не считают нас за людей, а относятся к нам как к подопытным кроликам.  Все люди в городе – изверги. Меня погубят, если я пробуду здесь дольше. Нам нужно поторопиться и скорей выполнить наш план!
9 октября. Время пришло. Я заметил, что служащие «Амбреллы» уже неделю сильно взбудоражены. Слухи говорят, что случилось ужаснейшее происшествие в лаборатории «Амбреллы» где-то в Америке. Все тюремные охранники, кажется, крайне заинтересованы сбором информации о том происшествии, и надзор сейчас не настолько строг. У нас уже все готово. Стожкович и Энрикез украдут ключи у охранников. Санхон и я устроим западню, а Йошикава и Феллипе  попытаются завладеть оружием. 
10 октября. Мы решили, куда будем уходить.   Начнем сегодня в 11 вечера. Нас – 20 человек и мы разделились на два отряда: отряд «А» и отряд «Б».  «А» убегут в канализацию через вентиляционную шахту, а «Б» спустятся по веревке с надзорной башни. Мы возьмем веревки, которыми они связывали нас. Если мы потерпим неудачу, Винсент тут же убьет нас. Но если мы останемся здесь, по приказу Винсента нам повырезают мозги. При любом раскладе – мы покойники, но я лучше умру, пытаясь бежать…*
«Нет…это не мог быть я. Я не могу быть ответственен за это. Почему? Кто слышал о таких нечеловеческих вещах? Заключенный подросток? Извлекать вещество из их мозгов? Какой же безумец делал это? Неужели это действительно я? Неужели я и есть тот изверг?»

Внезапно Винсент услышал громкий треск. Встревоженный, он с пистолетом наготове выглянул в холл. За секунду группа зомби появились впереди, преграждая путь Винсента.  Винсент насчитал семерых. Видимо, каким-то образом они учуяли его и поковыляли в его направлении.

«О нет… вас еще больше?»

Попытка перестрелять их всех была явным суицидом. У него не хватит патронов, чтобы уложить их всех. А пока он будет перезаряжать пистолет, они доберутся до него. Ближайшие твари уже вытянули вперед свои бледные руки, вожделея впиться в живую плоть. Винсент решился на крайне безумный поступок. Пригнув голову, как игрок регби, и прикрыв ее рукой, он, с криком, со всех ног помчался вперед. Он, буквально, нырнул в мертвое море, чувствуя, как ударяется о гнилую плоть. Пробежав сквозь толпу мертвецов и остановившись в конце коридора, он обернулся и увидел, что они все, как кегли все лежали на полу.  Слева от Винсента была дверь с табличкой «директор», справа был открытый дверной проем со ступеньками, ведущими вверх. Он очень быстро должен был принять решение, ведь мертвецы уже начали подниматься один за другим. Они доберутся до него за пару секунд. В голове всплыли записи подростка о побеге – веревка должна была свисать с надзорной башни. Захлопнув за собой дверь, с неизвестно откуда взявшейся энергией, он помчался вверх по ступеням. 
Преодолев бесконечное число ступеней, Винсент наконец оказался наверху. Вся комната была окружена одним огромным окном. Он упал в кресло, и не видя вокруг непосредственной угрозы, Винсент решил посидеть пару минут и перевести дыхание. Взмокший от пота и вымотанный в край последним рывком по лестнице, он откинулся на кресле и прикрыл глаза выкинув из головы все вокруг – хаос, руины, и невозможные вещи. 
Через минуту он открыл глаза и осмотрел помещение, в котором оказался. Перед ним было какое-то радиооборудование и еще какие-то рычаги и кнопки, назначения которых он не знал. Обернувшись он увидел, что в одном месте окно разбито и осколки стекла валяются на полу. К ножке стойки, на которой находилась радиопанель, была привязана веревка, ведущая к дыре в окне, подтверждая, что план подростка-узника удался. И этим путем можно было уйти и самому. Под разбитым окном валялся бинокль. Он встал с удобного кресла и глянул на город внизу. Посреди затянутых легким туманом и дымом он пожаров улиц он увидел множество существ – «чистильщиков»-SWAT, шатающихся зомби, и тех тварей с мозгом наружу и длиннющими языками – «лизунов». Краем глаза он заметил проскользнувшего человека. Проследив взглядом, он увидел, как человек пробежал по улице и исчез из поля зрения. Подняв бинокль, он взглянул в том направлении. Увеличив масштаб, он нашел бегущего человека. Тот был одет в обычную уличную одежду. Видимо, объятый страхом за свою жизнь, человек, не останавливаясь, быстро обернулся назад, желая убедиться что его не преследуют отвратительные твари, заполнившие город.

«Мальчишка! Это он!»
Тот мальчишка, которого Винсент встретил, и который бежал от него. Парнишка быстро открыл дверь одного из зданий и исчез из виду. Опустив бинокль, Винсент глянул из окна вниз. Веревка свисала до самой земли и со спуском проблем не должно было возникнуть. Взявшись за веревку, Винсент потянул ее изо всех сил – ведь она должна была выдержать его вес при спуске. Поместив пистолет в кобуру, он, ухватившись за веревку, вылез в окно, стараясь не порезаться об осколки стекла, и начал медленно спускаться вниз на незнакомую территорию. 

Ступив на землю, он услышал, как под ботинками захрустели осколки стекла. Винсент нашел взглядом здание, в котором скрылся мальчишка и направился туда, но внезапно, почувствовал, как содрогнулась земля.


«…что за хрень?»

Винсент растерянно остановился. А в следующий миг земля содрогнулась снова, на этот раз сильнее. И снова, его сердце бешено забилось, и он снова пустился бежать. Но почти сразу же Винсент увидел впереди массивную фигуру самого большого  человека, из всех, кого ему доводилось видеть. Неизвестный был одет в темный длинный плащ. Мужчина приближался медленным размеренным шагом и Винсент разглядел, что голова гиганта была совершенно лысой, кожа была болезненно бледна, а в черных-черных глазах сияли красные точки. Здоровенные, как стволы деревьев ноги с каждым шагом огромными ботинками сотрясали землю.  Громадные кулаки раскачивались из стороны в сторону в ритме с шагами гиганта. У Винсента не осталось сомнений, это был не человек, а ГРОМАДНЫЙ монстр. Винсент так и стоял с раскрытым ртом, не веря что все это происходит на самом деле, что эта громадная фигура движется прямо на него. 

«Нет. Нет. Этого не может быть. Это же не возможно – это все лишь кошмарный сон. Я должен проснуться. Давай, Винсент, просыпайся. Просыпайся, черт побери! Вставай!». 
            Огромная, как башня, фигура нависла над ним и уставилась на него своими чернющими глазами. Монстр поднял громадный кулак над собой.
            
            Shit, Vincent—move—move—
            MOVE! 
            The huge ball of muscle began to descend rapidly toward Vincent’s skull, and suddenly Vincent found it in himself and dodged out of the way just in time, the figure’s fist hitting the ground with a powerful thud. When he moved it, Vincent saw that he left a fist-shaped crater where impact had been. The towering brute turned his head slowly, his face contorted in anger—even though it had no eyebrows or anything to visibly show emotion, Vincent could feel the rage pouring off him in invisible concentric waves. Snapping out of his shock, he pulled his gun out and fired a slug into the bald head of the creature, hitting it with precision accuracy. However…

            …Vincent stared in terror at the target. He had clearly hit it dead on.

            It’s…not…bleeding…holy…shit…
            No blood. Nothing. It was if the bullet missed. No longer was the instinct to fire, but Vincent quickly turned tail and ran as fast as he possibly could away from the seemingly invincible figure. As he ran up the street, buildings went by in a blur.

            What kind of creation is that?!  Is it invincible? What the hell was that thing? That had to be what the boy was running from…what else could there be? 
            He was running so fast, his mind whirling from the encounter he just had, that he nearly missed his escape route. Realizing, he quickly took a hard right and scrambled into the door, into an all-encompassing darkness.

            It was pitch black on all sides. His eyes were slowly becoming adjusted to the sudden change of light. He took a step forward, and suddenly he was hit in the back with something huge, and was launched into the air, his arms flailing at total blackness, nothing but air. He let out a scream of fear, not knowing where he was going to land. In a few seconds, he landed on his side with a loud thud, his body screeching to a halt. The wind was immediately knocked out of him as he saw red for a second. He lay there, rendered immobile from the powerful hit from the unseen enemy. He dropped the Glock by his side, clutching himself in pain, trying to breathe but not able to. The sudden shock of impact had shocked the diaphragm, locking it temporarily, restricting his breathing.

            Vincent writhed on the ground, gasping for precious, life-giving air. His eyes were wide with fear and pain, and it felt like an eternity on the floor. Finally a few seconds later, his diaphragm remembered to move, and he gulped in the nourishing air by the lungful, happy to be alive.

            Shit! What the fuck was that? What hit me? Who hit me? 
            By now his eyes had adjusted to the darkness surrounding him, and in the dimness of it all, Vincent could see that he was on a waxed dance floor. He was in a nightclub or dance hall of some sort, and near the doorway he saw his attacker.

            Oh, no…not more of you…no…no!
            Walking at the same slow pace towards him were not one, but two of the massive trench coated creatures he had just seen minutes before, their bald white heads almost glimmering in the dark. Panic stricken, he snatched up his gun and scrambled on all fours, slipping as he tried to get on his feet. Falling on his ass again, he stared in heart-wrenching fear as the two headed toward him in that eerie, steady pace, shaking the ground with each massive step. He managed to get himself back on his feet, and looked behind him to check for an exit. Wasting no time, he decided that staying here would be suicide, and he sprinted toward the exit—almost too fast, for he almost slammed into the door. Fumbling with the door handle for a few seconds, he managed to get one sweaty hand on the handle, and suddenly he was back on another unfamiliar street. The first thing he noticed was the building directly in front of him, a tall skyscraper, emblazoned with the ominous Umbrella logo.

            This must be some sort of command facility or something like it…
            Vincent walked across the street, catching his breath after the run-ins with the “Mr. X” units. His side hurt, and he knew that that punch would leave a nasty bruise. Luckily no bones were broken. As he walked closer to the double doors, his mind whirled with strange thoughts, thoughts that were familiar, but at the same time foreign.

            Umbrella…
            T-virus…
            Sent here…
            Accident…
            Outbreak…
            Helicopter crash…
            The thoughts flew in and out of his mind too quickly for Vincent to get a latch on any one. When he walked in the doors, he was surrounded by white light, a sharp contrast to all the black Vincent had seen. The black tile floor beneath him was adorned in the Umbrella emblem, but something was amiss. Vincent noticed a trail of blood starting just a few feet in front of him, then snaking its way down toward what could have been an office and then hanging a right down a hall past the office.

            Something happened here, and from the look of the blood trail, it looked like it happened very recently. Judging from the look, someone…or something was dragged across the floor. 
 Countertops lined both sides of him, probably used as check-in or security. Ahead of him was an elevator, the doors open. Gun raised, he crept slowly toward the open elevator, hoping he wouldn’t come face-to-face with yet another of the Mr. X units.

Tic tic tic.
He stood rigid. That sound was vaguely familiar. It sounded like claws hitting the floor. It was a slow moving progression, and nearby. The tic sounds louder, and whatever it was, it was heading toward the lobby. He saw it walking out of the side hallway.

It had a huge body, reptilian in appearance, its slick dark green body covered in small, pebbled scales. It was walking hunched over, so that its disproportional long arms stretched almost to the floor. Its “hands” and feet were covered in razor-sharp claws, thick and ominous, laced with blood. Small reptilian eyes were set in its flat skull. It turned its gaze at him, dropping its hinged jaw and let out a high-pitched feral shriek, a sound unlike anything Vincent heard before. With its powerful legs, it began to race toward Vincent, its mouth agape.

This is getting annoying—one aberration after the other…
He aimed at the speeding Hunter, firing off a couple of bullets, sending pieces of reptile skin flying, but the monster kept barreling toward him.

Shit!
He had to move, dodge, something, it would be on him in seconds. Vincent sidestepped, hoping the thing would just breeze by, but to his surprise the creature showed intelligence and immediately followed suit. With one giant thrust of its muscular legs, it leaped into the air, one arm outstretched, one razor claw aimed at the scared pilot. It let out another screech as it was coming down, ready to end the pilot’s life—

--when Vincent dove to the floor, firing in haste at the hulking bio-weapon. He landed on his bruised side, sending a new wave of pain throughout his body. He fired round after round into the slippery skin of the MA-121, watching the thick red blood leak from the bullet wounds. It let out another angry cry before quickly turning in his direction, the gaze from the eyes staring straight into the pilot. Struggling to get up from the pain, he aimed to fire again, and felt the click click click of an empty chamber.

“Fuck,” he cursed himself as the creature began to go into another crouch. Running toward the elevator, he emptied the clip and slammed another magazine into the chamber. The Glock was alive again, fresh bullets flying out of the barrel. As it ran toward him, Vincent fired slug after slug into its flat skull, until it let out a cry of pain as a hot one flew into one its eyes, spraying blood out the back of its head. It staggered for a few seconds, wailing, until it finally began to fall to the ground. No sooner did it begin to fall when Vincent heard another screech. Barreling down the hallway was another Hunter, its muscular legs propelling it at full speed. Vincent ran into the elevator and slammed the door close button, and slowly it began to close.

Come on, damn it! Close! Close! 
He could hear the creature getting closer with each lunge. It let out a screech of anger, and was heading for the trapped Vincent.

Almost…
Quickly, it leaped into the air, one powerful jump, claw outstretched. Vincent fired, the booming sounds of the pistol filling the small elevator. Coming down, down, down—until the door closed right on the outstretched arm of the Hunter, its thick claw just inches from Vincent’s face, the blood dripping from its thin point. He leaned back against the wall, clutching his aching side, breathing heavily. He could hear the animal scream. Vincent pressed a button, any button to make the elevator go up. He watched and felt a wave of happiness as the Hunter’s arm moved down to the floor, becoming stuck as gravity tried to take it down. Vincent could hear the sick ripping sounds of flesh, bones snapping and in a couple of seconds, the arm was pulled from the Hunter, landing on the elevator floor. It landed with a soft plop, and blood immediately began to leak from the dismembered arm, forming a small pool staining the carpeted floor. Vincent leaned back against the wall, closing his eyes, not believing that he was still alive. All he heard now was the dull hum of the machinery working, the elevator going up. To whatever floor, he didn’t know. All he could do was take a short breather before exploring more uncharted territory, before plunging himself back into the fray.

Chapter Nine: Another Meeting
            Blasting his way to the thirteenth floor, he came upon an office. On the halfway-burned door was the nameplate “Vincent Goldman.” Stepping inside, the first thing he noticed was that the office had taken on extensive fire damage—the whole room looked like a charcoal briquette. On the wall to Vincent’s right, the wall looking the least damaged, a group of security monitors were active. Looking at the screens, Vincent noticed a little girl, probably a young teenager, sitting what looked like a security console elsewhere in the building. There was almost nothing in his office that looked like any use. On the partially blackened desk, he found a book. Next to it was a keycard and another gun, and when Victor picked it up, he saw it was a Magnum revolver, fully loaded. Vincent looked at the weapon. It looked brand-new and shiny. He searched the desk drawers, and found luck. He had two boxes of magnum rounds in the drawer, more than sufficient. He pocketed the keycard and ammo in one of his parka pockets.

            I must have been a very paranoid person…
Placing the Magnum down, he picked up the book on the desk, only to find that it was his own diary.

*October 10th Last night, a group of guinea pigs confined in the prison escaped, took weapons, and caused a riot. The guinea pigs who were responsible for the incident were all shot to death by myself, but it will cause a lot of trouble if Umbrella headquarters becomes aware of this. This could spoil my plan of returning to headquarters and collecting my reward for my great achievements here in this city. I ordered the prison chief to report the incident as a mass suicide, but I will also have to order the others who are involved not to talk about it...November 8th The people of the city who have been opposing me are now trying to gather information, intending to report to headquarters what I did. Yesterday, that little boy, Lott, told me that a spy sneaked into the city. I guess that spy may have something to do with the rebellion happening here. I'll let him go for now, and see who he works for and why he is here. Then I'll kill him. It's a sad story that the only person that I can trust in this whole city is that little kid, Lott. November 19th The people of the city seem to be preparing to hand the prosecution report to the headquarters people who are delivering the new guinea pigs next week. They say that they have evidence of my doings. I can never allow them to reveal that. Those civilians will regret what they are doing. I'll teach them what happens to those who oppose me!! November 22nd Now they know who holds the power! I've spread the T-virus all over the city. Of course it was done to look like an accident. The city should be completely contaminated. Now I can go back to headquarters and get promoted for my great achievements at the factory. No one can oppose me now...! Wait... there is one person that I have to take care of. It's that spy. I have to eliminate that rat who sneaked into the city!* 
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            He sat there, tears beginning to well up in the scared pilot’s eyes.

            That’s why all those creatures are running amok throughout the island…they were released, created by my own hand! I caused all this destruction! Why?!
            “Why?!” Vincent wailed, tears running down his cheeks. “Why did I cause so much death?” Slowly, he raised his pistol to his head. He felt the cold metal of the barrel on his right temple, and his finger rested on the trigger.

            “If I caused so much death and destruction,” he whispered to himself softly, sniffling, “then I too should die.” He closed his eyes and slowly put pressure on the trigger. Shutting his eyes tight, he braced himself for the one, the bullet that would kill him, spraying his soft spongy brains everywhere, when suddenly the wall to Vincent’s left crumbled with a loud breaking noise as a pile of stone, cement and drywall formed. To Vincent’s amazement, a Mr. X unit had broken through the wall, and then it stopped. It’s pale bluish-white head turned to Vincent, and stared hard at him with those deep black pools of eyes. It walked toward him in that all-to-familiar pace, a death march. Snapping back to reality, Vincent pulled the Glock away from his head and snatched up the Magnum. He turned the safety off and aimed squarely at the huge figure’s chest. When he pulled the trigger, a thundering boom followed by a tremendous recoil ensued as the powerful bullet flew out of the gun. It hit the massive creature dead on, and for once, had an effect as the slug forced the towering brute back. He fired again, walking closer to the reeling monster. He let out a laugh of triumph. He fired another. Then the fourth bullet was aimed at his head. Now at almost point-blank range, he took careful aim and pulled the trigger, almost giddy with glee.

            The bullet ripped into his face, taking half of it with hit as skin, brain and bone splayed out wonderfully in a dazzling show of firepower. No blood. The creature seemed to fall in slow motion, as if gravity was suddenly reduced. His great bulk hit the floor hard, sending up a cloud of dust as the room shook from impact. Surrounded in the thick cloud, Vincent let out a laugh, bordering on hysterical. He looked at the fallen being, and was laughing maniacally.

            That felt reeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeally good. Mess with me, you bastards!
            Feeling smug, he walked out of his office, the Glock in the holster now. He felt safer holding that Magnum. While he was safe for now, he reloaded the revolver and headed to his left down the hall. He came upon a door labeled “security office,” and the first thing he noticed is that it was electronically locked. By the door handle was an electronic card reader device of some sort. Of course, in classic Resident Evil fashion, he pulled out the key card and swiped it through the reader. Also in classic Resident Evil fashion the light on the handle changed from red to green, with an accompanying beep signifying that the door was unlocked. He walked into the room, and once again it was lit up with plenty of white florescent light. On both walls were a series of monitors. The small entryway would open up into a bigger space in a few feet.

            “Vincent…” he heard a woman’s voice. Vincent stopped dead in his tracks when he heard his name.

            “Vincent…” There it was again, and by the sound of it, the woman sounded old, almost motherly.

            “What do you want?” replied a gruff voice.

            “This is your mother, darling,” the woman said calmly.

            “What…do you want, woman?” Vincent said gruffly.

           

            My mother? An audio recording?
            “Please,” she began, “come home. Stop committing these horrible crimes.” Her voice had a note of pleading.

            “Why should I?” Vincent sneered. “Once Umbrella sees the fine work I’ve been doing for them, I’ll be rewarded handsomely.” Vincent chuckled.

            “Vincent, please!” His mother cried, begging now. “Stop performing these…these…atrocities against innocent children! Come home!”

            “No, woman,” Vincent said coldly.

            “Why, Vincent, why? All for the sake of some…reward? Is that why you’re doing this…this horrible thing?”

            “What I do is none of your concern. Why can’t you leave me alone?” Vincent said firmly.

            Meanwhile, Vincent walked toward the open space slowly.

            “Come home, please!” His mother cried, sounding like she was on the verge of tears.

            Vincent had turned the corner to see the source of the audio recording when his eyes saw a little girl sitting on the floor in one of the monitors. She was dressed in casual clothes, a red shirt that was covered by blue overalls. The image in Vincent’s mind flashed back to a few minutes ago.

            The girl on the monitor in my office…
            “Goodbye, woman,” Vincent’s voice said over the speaker.

            “Vincent, ple—” A click was heard, probably the sound of hanging up. Looking up, the young girl saw the figure of Vincent looming over her, and she let out a scream of terror, as if someone was about to kill her. From this close range, Vincent reasoned that she couldn’t have been more than eleven or twelve.

            “Quiet!” Vincent yelled, raising his hands in a gesture to calm down. “Don’t raise attention to this place! You’ll attract them!”

            It was to no avail. “Back away from me, you murderer!” She let out another blood-curdling scream. She backed herself into a corner. Vincent took one step toward her.

            “Shh! Quiet!”

            Frantically searching, he noticed the gaping hole in the wall. Next to the pile of rubble lay a tall figure, sporting a black trench coat, half of his head removed. Lott walked into the next room clutching his baseball bat. He quickly noticed the blackness of the walls.

            Someone liked fire. Hmm…monitors are still on, amazingly.
            Straight ahead of him were monitors. He noticed that there were two people on one of the screens. He walked closer to get a better look. He noticed a young girl in the corner of the room, a look of pure fear on her face. Several feet in front of her was a man, and from the looks of it, he was trying to calm her down.

            Wait! That’s him! The man from the sewers! And that’s…
            Before his mind could reply, he heard an ear-piercing scream coming from somewhere nearby.

            It’s her! I’ll save you from the evil man…
            He walked back into the hallway and headed for the source of her scream. Slowly, he crept into the security office, his bat clenched with both hands. He walked on tiptoe, silent as he possibly could.

            “Please, young girl, calm down! I’m not going to hurt you!” Her eyes stared straight into his, a look of terror filling them. Her voice was reduced to a whimper. In her mind, she was trapped.

            “Thank you. That’s more like it,” he said calmly.

           

He crept up to just a couple of feet behind the evil man, and he raised his aluminum bat high into the air, ready to bring it down into his skull, finally ending his life, finally getting bittersweet revenge.

In a matter of a split second, Vincent noticed her eyes waver from him. He looked, saw a shadow behind him and quickly spun around, his Magnum pointed at the head of his would-be attacker, the girl screaming—

--and saw the boy drop his bat out of terror as he let out a yell, totally not expecting that at all. It hit the floor with a loud clang, and at once Vincent recognized him.

“You!” They both yelled in unison surprise. Vincent lowered his gun. Their gazes locked for a split second, until suddenly the boy dove to the ground, snatching his bat and clutched it in both hands, swinging it wildly at his pursuer. Vincent easily dodged each misplaced swing.

“What are you doing?” Vincent yelled, moving back.

“Asshole!” Another swing. “Don’t you even think about harming her!”

“Relax! I’m not going to! Please, don’t force me to shoot you!” He dodged again.

“Don’t force you?” the boy laughed. “You’re a heartless savage!” Another misplaced slice, grabbing nothing but air.

“No!” Vincent denied. “I’m not him!”

“Bullshit!” the boy screamed. Having enough, Vincent pulled out the Magnum again, stopping the boy dead in his tracks. The mighty revolver was aimed at his chest.

“Don’t play cocky with me, boy,” Vincent said softly. “I don’t want to do this. Put the bat down.” His voice was slow and deliberate. Defeated, and seeing this little tryst would end in a stalemate, he slowly placed the bat down. “Good. Now will you tell me what the hell is happening here?” Vincent lowered his gun. The boy stood silent. “Tell me…now.”

Seizing his chance, the boy ran for the little girl and took her hand. Running for the exit, he grabbed his baseball bat and the two ran out the door. “Next time I see you, I won’t hesitate!” He yelled. Vincent watched as the two ran into the elevator. The doors began to close when Vincent began to give chase. He was running, getting closer and closer, but he’d be too late. The doors had closed on him.

“Damn it!” He yelled, pounding the door. He pushed the button, but it did nothing. “Where could they go now?” Vincent watched the LED display above the door go in descending order as the elevator went down from thirteen.

Five.
Four.
Three.
Two.
Ground level.
“P” level.
The elevator stopped at “P” level, and Vincent pressed the recall button. Waiting seemed like forever as the elevator journeyed back up to the thirteenth floor. Finally, with a cheery arrival ping the doors opened, and he headed down to “P” level, hoping he hadn’t lost the children. Suddenly above him he heard a loud thud, and quickly he heard the sound of slicing metal as one green reptilian claw penetrated the car, missing his ear by an inch. He let out a cry of surprise at the unexpected intruder, followed by the unmistakable cry of the MA-121 Hunter. Aiming up, he fired three Magnum rounds, hoping to get the creature. Suddenly the freakish bio-weapon crashed through the ceiling, sending the illuminated space into dimness, knocking out all but one light. It landed perfectly on its legs. Before it even had a chance to move, Vincent fired two rounds directly into the flat green skull, raining pieces of shattering bone and skin all over the walls and onto Vincent’s parka. It had no head, no cry, and just fell back against the wall, slumped, as a river of blood poured from the massive wound. When the elevator slowed to a stop, Vincent breathed a sigh of relief. However the doors opened to reveal one of the virus carriers staggering into the elevator, arms outstretched as a wave of decayed stink flowed into the elevator. Using his last bullet, he fired into its torso, generating a massive hole as it ripped his innards right out, raining contaminated blood and fetid skin to the ground. It collapsed easily. He carefully stepped over the body and reloaded the Magnum, the heat from its use almost burning his hand.

Hoping he was still hot on the trail, he ran ahead, looking for any sign of them. Judging from looks, the P level was in fact, a parking garage. Cars of various makes and models whizzed by Vincent in a blur as he ran. The driveway led off to the right, and as Vincent rounded the corner, he could see the top of the boy’s head just before it disappeared into the ground. With a renewed burst of energy, he sprinted toward the open manhole. When he got there, he peered over the side and saw that it was a storm drain, and by the sounds of rushing water beneath him, it was overflowing. Not stopping to think, he went down the ladder. As he descended, he noticed a powerful stench of mildew and filth, attributed to the humidity of the storm drain. His feet landed on a slick stone surface, a thin stone path that lined both sides of the circular tunnel. In the middle was a roaring river of water. If anyone were to fall, they’d most likely meet a watery grave. Behind him was a grate that the water passed through. Sure enough, his logic was correct. Piled up on the grate were a couple of bodies, a Hunter and one of the SWAT “cleansers.” Ahead of him, he could see the tiny figures of the two running up the stone passageway. Vincent resumed the pursuit, hoping he could find out what had happened to this island.

*                      *                      *

He breathed in the cool cleaner air as he climbed out the other end of the storm drain. Looking around once again, he saw that he was on a new street, each side lined with houses. Apparently he had left the business district of the island, the drain leading him out to the residential areas. From the look of things, most of the houses had fallen to ruin, their windows boarded up; those that weren’t were smashed. He heard the sound of a door closing behind him, alerting him to the children’s position. His eyes saw a small house, and noticed that it contrasted all the other houses. The small abode, from the exterior perspective anyway, looked like it was maintained well. Also unlike the other houses on the dark street, no window was boarded up or broken. Surrounding the house was a picket fence; another sharp contrast to the somber setting of the street for it looked like it was just recently painted white. Judging by the sound of a closing door, he hypothesized that the children ran into there. He walked through the white fence up the cobblestone path, and reached for the door handle. To Vincent’s surprise, the door opened and he let himself into a new world. He slowly shut the door behind him, hoping the two didn’t hear him enter.

At first glace of his new environment, Vincent noticed a stairwell going up. To its immediate left, a hallway led to some rooms further down. On both sides of Vincent were two rooms, one a living room and one a small dining room. Vincent quietly crept into the living room. Once again, he was taken aback by how well-furnished the house was, that sharp contrast ever present. It seemed like he was in a new realm of time and space, as if this house itself was sectioned off from the necropolis outside. He continued his quiet search, walking through a small study, a kitchen, the dining room, and finally back to where he was again.

If anywhere, they’re up there. They have no other place to go. It’s the end of the line. 
Slowly and carefully, he tried going up the set of stairs, but as if trying to warn the trapped children of his impending approach, the stairs seemed to creak and groan as loud as possible.

Someone upstairs doesn’t like me…
Sure enough, it had the desired effect. Directly above his head, he heard the sounds of running feet as they headed for a room in the opposite direction, proving his hypothesis. He no longer bothered with the slow approach. They knew he was there. He brazenly walked up the remaining stairs, turned the corner and walked down the hall toward the room where the steps led. His gun down, he walked into the room. From the look of it, this was a boy’s room. There were some clothes on the floor, an unmade bed, and a closet off to his left. On the walls were partially torn posters, and ripped curtains draped the window, which was wide open.

Did they really escape out the window? This game of cat-and-mouse is getting mildly tedious. 
On his way to investigate the window, he stumbled, almost falling to the floor; tripping on an object partially hidden by the strewn clothing. Letting out a groan of frustration, he bent down and picked up the object, a small book. Opening the book, he saw the title page, written in someone’s handwriting, “Lott’s Diary.”

*September 10th I saw some prisoners at the arcade today. They all had sleepy eyes. One of the girls even slavered. Some of the boys were glaring at me. They wore rugs and smelled rotten. Like dad and Commander Vincent told me, they are very different people from our Umbrella families. Dad told me that they bring them to this island so they can operate on them and make them into decent people. I think they are doing the right thing. I hope they will become decent people sometime soon. October 15th I heard Commander Vincent killed those people who tried to escape from the prison. I wonder how such a thing happened? I know they are inferior to us, but did we have to kill them? Is this what I believed in? Umbrella and my dad were supposed to help the inferiors by operating on them... Why did he kill them? November 23rd The city is in total panic! Monsters are everywhere and they are attacking people! Those Umbrella people who were very nice to me suddenly started attacking me. I need help! Please someone rescue me! November 24th My dad and my mom turned into monsters. One of the survivors told me that Commander Vincent turned the people into monsters. I can't trust anyone now. I have to survive and protect my sister Lily, no matter what! We have to escape from this city together!!* 

 Fooled…deceived…poor boy…
She watched the evil man search the room through a small opening in the closet door. Her heart was pounding, the sound of the rapid pulsing seeming like it echoed off the walls. It only added to her fear—she was certain that she would be given away just from the amplified beats. He saw him almost trip and fall over Lott’s diary, and she stifled a chuckle. She watched him carefully, looking to see if was going to stay here or move out.

Leave! Get out of here. Leave us alone!
Suddenly she felt an itch in her nose, and immediately began to feel a sneeze coming on.

No! No! Of all times…no! He’ll know I’m here!
It was growing inside her, and she knew it would be inevitable.

Fuck..
She opened her mouth, tried to stifle the sneeze, but nothing. It came out in full force, and as expected, he sharply turned in her direction, his eyes staring straight at her. He slowly walked toward the closet. Her heart felt as if it was going to burst with each step he took. In moments, she’d be dead.

It’s over. I’m sorry, Lott…
She bundled herself in a ball and shut her eyes tight, waiting, waiting for the bullet that would kill her—

Vincent saw her on the floor scrunched in a tight ball, shaking with fear. His body immediately felt a wave of pity for her, and he knelt down next to her.

“Don’t worry, little girl. I won’t hurt you,” he said soothingly.

The girl slowly lifted her head and looked at him with watery, bloodshot eyes. “You…won’t?”

“Not at all,” he said reassuringly, lifting up her dirty face by the chin.

“My name is Lily. Lily Klein.”

“My name is…Vincent,” he said, his voice showing a hint of regret.

“I know,” she said softly. “My brother has told me about you.”

“I’m guessing that’s the boy who almost bashed my skull in,” he said, a small grin on his face.

She let out a small chuckle. “Yep, that would be Lott.”

Vincent laughed. “Where is he, by the way?”

She pointed one small finger toward the window. “He headed to the factory to find a way out. He’ll come back and get me. He told me to stay here.” Her voice grew worried. “But I’m scared. That factory has monsters everywhere and I’m afraid he’ll get eaten and…” Vincent could see the tears welling up in her eyes.

“Don’t worry,” Vincent reassured. He looked at her firmly. “Where is the factory?”

“When you leave the house, just take a left and go all the way to the end. It shouldn’t be too long,” she answered.

“Thanks,” he said, smiling. “I’ll save your brother.” This cheered Lily up a little, for she smiled too. He rose to his feet. “I don’t know what kind of person I was in the past. Whatever it was, that isn’t me now.”

“Wait…before you go…” Lily interrupted.

“Yes?”

“Be…careful.”

“I will. Listen to your brother’s advice. Stay here.”

“I will,” she said softly. With a quick nod, he ran out of the room. Lily could hear him going down the stairs, followed by the opening and closing of the door. She crawled out of the small closet, where she got up and stretched for a few seconds. The young girl walked over to the open window and peered out, and saw a running Vincent heading in the direction of the factory, wielding a gun.

Good luck. Be careful, both of you…
Chapter Ten: Revelation
            He had come out of the dimly lit cavern, up a flight of stairs after putting a cap on a few of the undead civilians, into a small clearing, a yard of sorts. The space was fenced in with stone walls. The yard was ornately decorated with a few small lavish stone-sculpted fountains, but all were running dry. Off to his left was a long building, possibly an extension of a mansion. The path that Vincent now stood on was cobblestone, and at first glance, he was slightly taken aback by the lushness of the place. Whoever lived here came into some money and liked to flaunt it, apparently. From this extension of the building were three doors, spaced evenly apart from each other, each of them having intricate carved designs into their wooden frames. About fifty yards directly ahead of him was another door, partially opened, leading into yet more uncharted territory.

            Sensing no immediate danger and having no reference to where he was, he investigated the three doors to his left in order, only to find (in classic Resident Evil fashion) that all three of them were locked. Faced with no other possible option, he headed through the open door and was suddenly greeted when a wave of some liquid hit the wall to his left, just missing his face by inches. The acidic liquid was bubbling where it hit the wall, eating away at the stone.

            If I had taken one step more…
            He looked to his right, and saw the creature that shot that spray. It was sliding slowly on the ground toward him, a writing green mass of what could have been plant life, its entire body slick with oozing virus. The top of the creature was a giant red throbbing mass of skin, possibly correlated to flower petals. Its large mouth was agape, looking like a giant Venus Fly Trap. Stemming from its giant mass of quivering poisonous skin were many flying green vine-like tentacles, ready to grab anything. Vincent stared in shock at the creature…and noticed in disbelief that there were four of the creatures gliding toward him, leaving behind a slimy trail of viscous poisonous fluid filled with virus. The one closest let out some sort of screech. Moving as fast as he could, he ran out of the line of fire and fired his Magnum, the booming sound of the fire drowning out the screeching primal cries of the Ivy.

            The hot bullet slammed into the pulpy live head of the creature, ripping it into flying pieces of wet skin and plant material, hitting the wall behind with wet slapping sounds. It deflated into a pile of dead flora amidst a pool of green liquid bubbling on the ground where the crumpled heap lay. He couldn’t breath easy yet—he had made the mistake of running into a corner, where the other three were still closing in on him, the closest one about ten feet away, its tentacles almost in reach of the panicked pilot. Taking careful aim at the closest one, he fired directly into its open mouth just as it was about to launch another volley of acidic fluid. It ripped a giant hole in the head, sending a splay of torn slick skin everywhere before collapsing to the cobblestone path.

           

            Two more, just two more…
            The one closest to the door ahead let out a cry and shot a stream of yellow acid directly at him. Vincent tried to dodge and fire, but he wasn’t fast enough as he caught a little bit on his left arm, the bullet catching the leg of the creature, rendering it immobile. He let out a cry of pain, the liquid stinging his arm with a terrific pain that made him drop his gun. With his other hand, he clutched his hurting arm, wincing in pain as he inhaled sharply through gritted teeth. He pulled up his sleeve to see the damage done. Even though it was a small amount, it managed to eat straight through the parka sleeve, through his shirt sleeve onto his skin. He saw the impact on his forearm, a bright red rash where it immediately began to bubble and blister. With his uninjured hand, he pulled the Glock from its holster and fired pistol round after pistol round into the immobile creature, each bullet slicing into its pulpy throbbing head. It opened its mouth once again, and was greeted by a steady hail of bullet after bullet tearing into its large orifice of a mouth, until after almost ten bullets when it finally let out a cry of defeat before the figure slumped to the ground, riddled with bullet holes, green fluid filled with virus leaking from each wound. He placed the pistol back into the holster and picked up his Magnum to dispatch the last of the Ivy, still some distance away, and out of rage, fired, but came up empty as the sudden realization hit him. Kneeling, he placed the empty Magnum on the ground; he opened the chamber to reload. With his one free hand, he reached into his parka and pulled out six bullets, and reloaded. He closed the chamber and stood back up, the stinging pain taking precedence over the bruised side. It shot out another stream of hot acid, hitting the ground a few feet from Vincent, splashing onto his shoes. He could hear the hiss as the few drops bubbled on the leather, eating away at it. With one quick motion, he aimed and fired, sending the last of the Ivy to a quick death.

            Slumping to the ground, he looked around at where he was. From the look of the variety of flora in this space, he concluded that it was a garden. The garden had a few stone sculptures, but unlike the other ones he saw in the yard, these had fallen into rubble as slabs of stone littered the ground around their respective bases. To Vincent’s left, a little ways up was the only door, on which there was pieces of Ivy accompanied with its own dark shade of green fluid moving in a steady pace down the lavish looking door. To his right and straight ahead, he was surrounded by the same stone fortification. Attached to a spigot was a length of garden hose, the spigot knob showing signs of rust. He needed something, anything, to null the stinging pain of his blistered red forearm. He rose slowly to his feet once again, seeming like an immense effort, and his body was suddenly hit with a wave of exhaustion. Plodding slowly to the hose like a zombie, he lowered the revolver to the ground and used his free hand to attempt turning on the water. It wouldn’t budge.

            “Come on, you fucker,” Vincent said between short painful breaths. “I have no time for this.” As if listening, the knob reluctantly turned and in a few seconds, Vincent saw water coming out the other end of the hose. Internally smiling, he rolled up his left sleeve, grabbed the end of the hose, and felt the water with one finger. It was cold. He looked at his arm once again, and saw that the rash was now swelling, the skin starting to crack and peel.

            This is…really…gonna hurt.
            He let the frigid water run onto the affected arm. He let out a giant scream of pain as the cold, clear water touched the pain, the immense stinging pain. It felt like someone was taking a knife and stabbing his arm over and over again, endlessly. He shut his eyes tightly, not wanting to see what was happening to his ailing limb. He let the cold liquid run over the rash for a minute or so before he threw the hose off to the side. He opened them and clutched his arm. Not wanting to look, but knowing he’d have to, he looked at the result. The affected area was still red, but the swelling seemed to have been reduced somewhat. Several of the blisters had opened, releasing a sickly yellow fluid, pus-like. The pain had faded somewhat, but was probably attributed to the numbness of the freezing water. Having nothing to use as a bandage, he ripped off a part of the worn away sleeve and tied it around the rash. It wasn’t sterile, but it would be the best thing to do, given his current situation. At least he could move his left arm again, albeit not too well. Before stepping through that door, he ejected the mostly empty Glock clip and put in another. With his pistol raised, he carefully stepped into the courtyard.

            It had been a once palatial mansion, to be sure. Now, probably as a result of the events of late, it was slowly beginning to crumble and fall in on itself. What was once a lavish decorated place, the walls lined with oil paintings and tapestries, was no longer. Paintings and their frames lay on the ground, broken. Tapestries hung on the walls lazily, torn and partially burned. Walls were cracked and in some places lined with holes. The stairway upstairs was blown away near the top, making it impossible to get up to the second floor. Lott was hoping that the entrance to the underground lab was still safe, but before he checked, he looked around once more, checking for anything to aid him. Finding nothing but smashed walls, rubble, and shattered Ming vases, he checked behind the broken stairwell and saw the stairwell leading to the Basement 1, or B1, level of the underground Umbrella lab still intact. With his baseball bat raised, he slowly descended to the world below.

            At the bottom, he noticed that he was in a hallway, lit by standard florescent bulbs in the ceiling. On the wall next to him, Lott clearly saw the Umbrella logo emblazoned on the wall, with the words “B1 LEVEL” written in large white type against the gray wall. About a couple hundred feet directly ahead of Lott, he saw a lift waiting. It was there where the hall took a turn to the left, leading to a power room. Lott had been here several times, for his father worked for Umbrella and often times his father would take him here. He walked slowly toward the lift, holding his bat in front of him like a sword. An eerie silence was prevalent throughout, except for the faint sounds of machinery. When he finally arrived to the lift, his ears suddenly picked up a new sound.

           

Tic tic tic.
            Fear gripped the teen, and his heart began to quicken. He looked to his left, the direction of the sound, and saw something he never saw in his life. A large, dark green creature stepped into view, its skin reptilian in nature, scaly. It had a large flat skull with reptile-like eyes. Walking on large muscular legs, Lott thought that it was a powerful runner. Its abnormally long arms hung almost to the ground, and he noticed in horror that the feet and arms ended in thick pointed claws. Quickly, it turned and stared straight into the eyes of the frightened child. It let out a piercing screech before quickly galloping toward the boy, the distance between them closing fast. Out of pure fright, he let out a loud scream before ducking into the lift and quickly pressed a button. The sound of moving gears came to life as the lift headed down toward the B2 level, and at the sound of the started lift, the clawed aberration let out a sort of feral cry. He had managed to escape another near-death, this time from a new and unfamiliar creature. Lott had to survive so his sister could live. Suddenly, the lift stopped in mid-trip, almost to the bottom.

            “Damn it,” he said to himself. Looking on the small control panel to the lift, a red light was blinking, signifying the power had been cut. “Typical.” The lift stopped a few feet above the ground, giving Lott an opening just big enough for him to squeeze his way through. In a few seconds, he crawled out onto the B2 level and continued on, looking for the way to escape this nightmare once and for all.

            With his ailing arm feeling just slightly better, he walked into the mansion, finally. He saw rubble in places on the tile floor, and once again noticed how richly decorated the place formerly was. Getting to the second floor was going to be impossible, for several stairs were taken out by whatever, and jumping across the gulf would be a death wish. Walking around the large space, he looked around for anything of use. His search proved fruitless, but he did find a stairwell going down from behind this stairwell. Suddenly, the sound of a boy’s scream cut through the silence like a knife.

            Lott!
            Something was down there. With his Magnum drawn he took one step down—and saw the dark green reptilian figure of the MA-121 Hunter come barreling up the stairs toward Vincent, its abnormal legs enabling it to go up several stairs at once. It would be on him in a matter of seconds. Vincent quickly fired, and it let out a piercing scream of agony as the bullet eviscerated its left leg, taking almost all of it in the process. The monster lost its balance and fell to the stairs with a loud clang as it hit the metal stairway. It could not move. It screamed angrily, swiping at the air with one long arm and getting nothing but. Switching to the Glock, he fired a couple of rounds into its flat skull, creating new holes, taking chunks of skin with it. Blood poured out of its mangled face, and as it lay there dying, Vincent raised one foot and slammed it down hard into the creature’s face, pushing it down the stairs. Its heavy body slammed each stair with a clang, harder and harder until it hit the bottom. The creation lay there as a pool of dark crimson blood began to form beneath it. With his gun raised, he quickly went down the stairs. When he arrived, he saw the Hunter twitching involuntarily in death. For good measure, he fired one more pistol bullet into the crumpled heap.

            “Ass,” he said to the deceased being. As Vincent looked ahead, he saw the grayness of it all, and he saw the Umbrella logo on the wall next to him.

            Well, I finally found the lab. 
            Ahead of him some distance, he saw what might have been some form of transport, he couldn’t tell. He ran down the hall, his footsteps the only ambient sound. When he arrived, he pressed the recall button. Nothing happened. On the panel, he saw a flashing red light, and next to it were the words “power loss.” He looked down the lift shaft, and saw the lift and a small opening big enough for a boy to climb through.

            That’s probably where he went, too. I can’t fit through that. I’ll have to find some way to activate it or find another way around.
            To his left the hallway continued, where it would take another left. With no other option, he ran down the hallway, his pistol raised in anticipation. The hall ended with an open door marked “Power Room,” and he entered. An acrid smell of rot entered his nostrils and he saw why quickly. In the corner directly across from his position, two zombie scientists were chowing down on—

           

            …a human…
            Before the two even detected his presence, he fired several Glock bullets into their backs, the blood staining the white of their lab coats as the bullets sailed through rotted skin. After a few seconds, both of them were put down, the deep crimson red of precious blood forming a puddle on the white tiled floor. Now free of danger, at least temporarily, he scanned the room, and as the name suggested, along the walls were power grids with lights showing places where power went. In the center of the room was a square table with a few chairs. The only thing on the table was a piece of paper. So Vincent read:

*August 5, 1998 I can't stand it anymore! I have to take the subjects to the operating table and sever their skulls to extract a part of their brain. I do this over and over, day after day...it is awful. Guilt stays with me all the time, even after I go to bed. Commander Vincent instructs us..."Do not see them as humans. They are just raw material we use to create Tyrants with." But it is we who cut their skulls. I can never consider them as just raw materials. They are humans justlike we are. I asked Commander Vincent about ways to reduce their suffering, but he ignored my request, saying that by using anesthetics, pure Beta Hetero Nonserotonin cannot be extracted. Even if it is the company's orders, I don't believe what we are doing is ethical... I'm sure that I'll be sent to the worst possible place, when I die. Or perhaps should I say, I'm already there...* 

            A wave of nausea came over him as he read the factory worker’s diary excerpt.

            I ordered this?! That is totally sick and cruel. Cutting into people’s brains to extract this…Beta Hetero Nonserotonin? What the hell is that? I must have been one sick motherfucker. 
            He threw the note down in disgust, and looked at the power grids once again. As expected, he saw a red light at the location of the B1-B2 lift shaft. Looking below, he saw a control panel containing many switches, similar in setup to a circuit breaker. Searching for the switch to activate the lift, he found it with no problem. The corresponding light on the grid switched from red to green, rendering it operative. His objective done, he ran out of the power room toward the lift, waiting for him at B1. Climbing on, he pressed a button and the lift began the trip down.

            Giant glass storage tanks surrounded Lott on all sides. From Lott’s observation, this looked like the part of the lab that Umbrella did its mutagenic research on plants. Looking inside each storage tank, Lott saw hideous creatures. Inside the tanks were giant green masses, every one of them having a giant red head with vine-like tentacles. Each floated inside their storage fluid, dormant apparently.

            What kind of research did Umbrella do here? I never knew about this…Dad didn’t tell me anything about this…
            
            Lott walked through the door into another lab, once again filled with storage tanks containing the strange plant mutations. In this room stood a few lab tables, operating tables stained with blood. Suddenly a wave of nausea churned inside of Lott as he saw a gruesome sight, one even more grotesque than these Ivy. On one of the operating tables lay a human lying face down. His skin was peeled back, exposing skull. A needle was planted firmly inside the skull, penetrating into the soft inner pulp of the brain. Dried blood had poured down the prisoner’s neck, staining the person’s prison clothes. Eyes wide in fear, he slowly walked up to the dead patient, his bat raised in case it moved. Slowly he pulled the needle out and tossed it to the floor, shattering it. Finding the courage in him, he turned the body over—

            --and he was face to face with a girl, her skin a frigid blue. Her eyes were wide and rolled into the back of her head, showing a glazed over sickly white. Her mouth was frozen in an open “O” of pain. Lott gasped involuntarily.  

            She can’t be much older than me…
            The top part of her prison outfit was ripped open, revealing a white undershirt. Blood had seeped through the back, a dark crimson color covering her right breast. Suddenly, it all hit him in a thundering revelation that rocked his mind.

            This is where all those inmates were taken!  This is what happened to those that were selected. This…was what became of those who would go and never return…my god…what did they do here? What kind of sick asshole would do something like this?!
            Lott felt one salty tear roll down the side of his face as a tumultuous wave of feelings—feelings of angst, pity, remorse, and anger swept through him. As he stared at the once beautiful teenage girl in front of him, he gave way to a silent cry and he kneeled to the ground, his hands covering his face.

            After a few minutes, he rose to his feet and looked once again at her, her straight brown hair neatly down the sides of her face. Lott took one hand and passed it over her face, closing her eyes.

            Rest in peace…
            The sound of breaking glass behind him snapped him out of his mourning.

            What the…?
            Suddenly he heard the sounds of more glass shattering, and as ran back into the first room, his heart sank. Several of the glass tanks had shattered, and to his horror, the plant-like “Ivy” creatures began to make their way toward him, blocking any chance of escape. He was, in every sense of the word, trapped.

            Fuck!
            One of them opened their abnormal mouths and shot a stream of yellow fluid at the panicked boy, but to Lott’s advantage, it missed, hitting the glass tank behind him. He stared in disbelief as the yellow solution bubbled and hissed on the glass, weakening it enough for one ugly green tentacle to shoot through.

            Oh, no…
            Containment fluid began pouring into the second lab where Lott stood, and suddenly the tank behind Lott broke, sending gallons of clear containment liquid out over the floor. In seconds, the slick figure of another throbbing green mass came out of the tank, adding to the scrum. There was no way he could run through the sea of plant mutations. He was trapped. With his bat raised, he let out a scream, something like a battle cry before he began to bash the closest one with his bat.

            As he was investigating the Generator Room of the B2 level, Vincent heard yet another scream. Quickly, he dashed out of the room and ran down the hall, toward the source of the scream. He entered the first open door he saw only to almost slip and fall onto the slick floor. Quickly looking around the room, he saw several broken storage tanks, pieces of shiny broken glass shards littering the tile floor. His Magnum raised, he moved as fast as he could, walking as he heard the sounds of glass crunching beneath him. Another scream as Vincent walked into the next room—and saw a panicked Lott swinging his bat in a wide arc in front of him. Vincent saw the trapped boy, his eyes wide with sheer panic as five of the Ivy creatures closed in around him. In a few seconds, they’d be in their grasp. For a split second, Lott had made eye contact with Vincent, saw his Magnum raised.

            Oh, no…now he’s come to kill me…
            “Get down!”

            Instinctively, Lott dove to the ground, and suddenly the room filled with a thundering sound as bullets sailed through the air. Lott scrunched up in a tight ball as the plant creatures seemed to explode one by one, sending chunks of green fluid and body parts everywhere. Tentacles flew everywhere as chunks of soft inner body pulp rained down on the scared child. Five bullets later, an unusual silence invaded the room. Sensing that it was all over, Lott looked up to see Vincent lowering his powerful gun, and felt himself drenched. He looked at himself, and saw he was covered in green fluid, his hair matted down to his head. All around him were pieces of body parts from the creatures that were about to kill him. Lott saw him walk toward him, and he squatted down next to a relieved Lott, grinning.

            “Thank…you…very much,” Lott said slowly.

            “No problem,” Vincent began. “Your sister told me that you were here and—”

            “Lily?” Lott’s eyes grew wide. “Lily told you?”

            Vincent smiled. “Yes. Don’t worry. She’s safe back at the house. She told me that you were here trying to find an escape.”

            “You’re sure she’s safe?”

            “Positive. I told her I’d get you.” Lott gave a small smile. “Listen…I don’t know how to explain this…”

            “Hmm?” Lott asked, curious.

            “I may have been a very bad man…but I’ve put that all behind me. I’m…sorry. For everything. All of this…was my fault.” Vincent bowed his head down in shame. Lott just stared at him blankly.

            “Well, I have something to tell you as well,” Lott said softly.

            Vincent looked up.

            “You…are not Vincent Goldman.”

            What?!
            “What?” Vincent asked, confused.

            “Your name is Ark Thompson,” Lott continued. “You are not the real Vincent. You had come to the island as a spy and posed as Vincent. I found this out when I listened in on a conversation between you and Andy, the sewer manager. After that, I had told the real Vincent about your arrival. I don’t know where the real Vincent is.”

            Ark Thompson? Spy? What is going on here? I’m…not Vincent? 
            Suddenly he remembered the name he saw on the dog tags in the scientist’s hand.

            Those were…mine?
            “Try to remember…” Lott’s voice trailed off. Pushing aside the confusion, Vincent got back to the matter at hand. “Lily told me that you were looking for an escape route. Where?”

            “There is a railway system nearby.” Lott replied. “If my memory is correct, you get there by taking a lift down to the B4 level.”

            “That’s all I need to know. I will get that set up. You go back to your house and get your sister.”

            “But—” Lott tried to cut in.

            Vincent raised a finger to silence him. “I told your sister I’d bring you safely back. She’s worried about you.” Vincent pulled his Glock out and placed it in Lott’s hand.

            “Do you know how to use it?”

            Lott looked at the pistol for a few seconds, checking it out. “I’m sure it’s self-explanatory.”

            Vincent chuckled and gave him his remaining few clips.

            “What about you?” Lott asked. Vincent held up his Magnum. “I’ll be fine. That gun you have there is more powerful than that bat. Do not waste all those bullets. Use it only when necessary. Now go.” Lott nodded, and quickly got up. He ran for the door until he stopped and looked back at Vincent.

            “Thanks.” He was gone. Vincent could hear the sound of a door closing. A minute later, Vincent rose to his feet and reloaded his mostly empty Magnum before heading back out into the hall. He took a left and saw the lift waiting for him at the end of the hallway. He took a few steps and suddenly stopped. With a blinding flash, it happened.  Instantly, a wave of memories came flooding back into his mind with lightning speed.

            Leon…Leon Kennedy…had asked me to come to the island to investigate the cause of a falsified prison report. He had suspected a viral outbreak on the island and requested I check it out…and…I posed as Vincent Goldman to do so! That’s how I met the sewer manager…and according to Lott, he eavesdropped on that conversation and reported me to Vincent…
            
                                                *                      *                      *

            Ark had furiously rummaging through the contents of Vincent’s desk, searching for anything to incriminate him. He found a Magnum, and several cases of bullets. The entire room looked like it took extensive fire damage not too long ago. He didn’t see him creep up behind him. Suddenly he felt a fist slam down hard on his back, knocking him down, his head slamming into the desk. Ark rolled over, his eyes wide as he stared into the wild face of Vincent Goldman, his blond hair strewn wildly about his head. His teeth are gritted and his face in anger. The two wrestled on the ground, Vincent trying to aim his gun at Ark’s head.

            “DIE!!!” Vincent yelled. “You spy! I’ll kill you!”

            “Not today!” Ark cried out before landing a punch straight into the scientist’s face. He fell backwards off Ark, giving the spy enough time to grab his Glock and run out of the office, down the elevator. Vincent got up a few seconds later and screamed in rage before chasing after him. He arrived late, for the elevator door closed. He pounded the door with his fists but to no avail. He slammed the recall button and waited. He’d get that spy if it were the last thing he’d do.

            Ark ran as fast as his legs could carry him. He came out onto the street, and his mind searched, trying to remember where the helipad was. He ran down the street to his right, away from the underground labs, toward the city entrance where his helicopter was waiting for him. He looked behind him, and saw an enraged Vincent several hundred behind him. Ark heard a gunshot behind him. He glanced quickly behind and fired his gun in response. Missing, he saw that Vincent was gaining on him. Straight ahead, maybe a thousand feet away, he saw the helicopter exactly where he left it.

            Almost…there…
            Another shot. Ark felt that bullet whiz by his ear, feeling the displaced air as the bullet just missed. He quickly turned and fired another shot. He saw the result as Vincent suddenly clutched his shoulder in pain as the bullet sliced through, enabling his gun to fly out of his hand. With his one free hand, he snatched the gun out of the air, and he let out a cry of pain and kept advancing, his resolve unwavering. Ark fired again, missing once more, and realized that he was empty. Still advancing toward the chopper, he ejected the empty magazine and replaced it with a full clip.

            So close…
            Glancing behind him once more, he saw Vincent closer than before. In another minute, he’d be on him. Finally Ark arrived at the chopper. He ran around to the pilot seat and activated the chopper. He felt the aircraft coming to life as the helicopter blades began to turn. Suddenly, Vincent threw open the cockpit door and clawed his way to the pilot’s seat, grabbing Ark by the dog tags. His hands rose to his neck as the chain was choking him, depriving him of precious air. Vincent dragged him to the back of the chopper, and his body hit the floor with a thud.
            “You’re not getting away from me this time,” Vincent seethed.

            Ark gagged as Vincent pulled tighter on the dog tags. With his fading strength, he slammed the barrel of the Glock into Vincent’s head, and he let out a cry. Vincent lost his grip and the dog tag chain broke in his hand. Vincent fell out of the cockpit onto the ground, clutching Ark’s dog tags. Ark climbed back into the pilot seat and pulled back the lever. He felt the chopper jerk suddenly as the chopper began to rise off the ground, breathing a sigh of relief as he was finally leaving. A few feet off the ground, he heard a scream followed by the chopper leaning suddenly to the right. Ark looked behind him, and saw to his horror the head of Vincent. He grunted as he tried to pull himself up into the cockpit.

            “Thought you saw the last of ME?!” Vincent rasped. Ark flew the chopper forward, gaining altitude. With one hand he fired his gun at the madman, and missed. The helicopter flew quickly over the destruction, its silhouette clear against the moonlit, starry sky. Fire broke out in sporadic patches everywhere. Zombies were running amok all throughout the once prosperous island.

            “You’re not going to get away!” screamed Vincent. His right shoulder was covered in dark blood, latching on to the bottom of the chopper, struggling to climb on board and kill him. Ark banked the chopper sharply to the left, hoping to make him lose his balance. To Ark’s dismay, the attempt failed. Out of pure intent to kill, he aimed his gun and fired. His bullet sliced into something volatile and suddenly the cockpit of the chopper rocks violently in an explosion, the force of it knocking Vincent off the leg of the chopper. He fell toward the abyss, letting out an ear-piercing scream as he plummeted, accelerating at thirty feet per second per second toward the chaos. Panicked, Ark lashed at the controls, panicked, as the helicopter spun out of control, falling also toward the same chaos as Vincent. He saw the ground looming up at him quickly, and in seconds, the falling chopper hit the ground with a deafening crash. Metal quickly crushed as the bird became nothing more than a rumpled pile of sheet metal, an aluminum can. Glass shards flew everywhere as the dead chopper kept drilling into the ground, seemingly not satisfied with gravity’s dominion. All things must stop. An object in motion stays in motion unless acted upon by an unbalanced force.

The pilot rolled out of the ruined aircraft, onto the ground below, his face bleeding from an open gash on his forehead. Ark saw nothing but chaos and disarray all around him. Shaken, he climbed slowly to his feet, but as he did, his vision became blurred. The blurriness gave way to an increasing blackness, and suddenly the ground loomed up once again, and he was falling, falling with it until his consciousness faded away.

           

           

                                                *                      *                      *

           

            Ark’s face had an expression as if he just acquired a tremendous idea. Finally realizing who he really was, he had remembered that Vincent was dead. Feeling an extreme sense of happiness and confidence, he walked over to the lift to take him to B3. As soon as he hit the down button, the hall suddenly filled with flashing red lights, and loud obnoxious sirens blared everywhere. A female voice came over the public address system: “Warning. The self-destruct sequence has been activated. Repeat: the self-destruct sequence has been activated. This sequence will not be aborted. All personnel should head to the railway center located at the B4 level of the lab. All personnel evacuate immediately. All doors will now be unlocked in order to expedite the evacuation process. Repeat: All personnel should head to the railway center located at the B4 level of the lab.”

            “Fuck! Now?” Ark cried in disgust.

            As if answering, the female V.O. continued: “Ten minutes until detonation.”

Chapter Eleven: Ten Minutes until Detonation
            “Absolutely typical,” Ark muttered to himself.

            Ten minutes to get to the railway station…god, I hope Lott and Lily make it in time…
            Not waiting for the lift to fully stop, he jumped off onto the white tile floor of the B3 level. Running, having almost no idea where he was going, he burst through a set of double doors where he was greeted by another of the “Mr. X” units. Looking directly at him through those dark slits for eyes, he walked in that all-too-familiar slow cadence toward him. Not even going to waste time or bullets, he easily ran past him with ample room through another door, where two of the familiar reptilian MA-121 Hunters noted his presence and began to run towards him, letting out the familiar nail-scratching cry, drowning out the obnoxious sirens wailing throughout. Before they could leap into the air, two powerful Magnum bullets were fired, catching one dead in the face, the impact caving in the flat skull, sending skin splatting against the metallic gray wall. It fell to its knees before collapsing, pouring its contaminated blood out onto the floor. The other bullet caught the other in its left side, blowing away a massive chunk of skin, revealing the soft red inner striated muscle beneath. It immediately sent the thing down, screeching and wailing. It wouldn’t die immediately, but it would bleed to death. The creature tried to move across the floor, but to no avail. The corridor hung a right, then a left to a door.

            He burst through the door, aware that the precious seconds were ticking away. Entering the B3 E Area hall, he suddenly came to an intersection—the hall split into two directions—straight ahead to unfamiliar territory, or to his left, again unfamiliar territory. On a whim, he turned to his left, down another hallway to another set of double doors, hoping to find the lift to take him to B4—and he ended up in a large room with scientific instruments, computers, lab tables and computers. Straight ahead, there was something floating in a vat. Walking closer, he saw that a multitude of wires stemmed from the rear of the storage tank, attached to a set of computer monitors, looking like they were monitoring vital stats. The new creature looked nothing like anything Ark had seen yet.

            “Nine minutes until detonation.”

            It was roughly the size of a teenage boy, maybe Lott’s size. It was humanoid in body structure, but had blue skin, and there was no visible determination of gender. What struck Ark the most was its exposed abnormally large heart located in the center of its chest, the heart beating slowly. On its left arm, it sported short claws. On one of the computer terminals nearby, he spotted a piece of paper with someone’s handwriting on it.

*How to extract Beta Hetero Nonserotonin: To establish a system of mass-producing Tyrants, it is absolutely necessary that during the process of gene cultivation, a large amount of pure Beta Hetero Nonserotonin must be injected. This material is one of the human brain's elements. It has been revealed that the material is mainly produced by the pituitary of people at the latter period of developing their secondary sex characteristics. Also, medical data shows that this cerebral material is produced in response to the excessive secretion of noradrenalin that is produced from the locus ceruleus in the brain stem. Noradrenalin is the cerebral material secreted when people are in a state of extreme tension orfear. As the Beta Hetero Nonserotonin only exists in active cells, you can't extract it from a dead brain. Thus, the best way to extract the material is to cut open the subject's skull without using anesthesia. This will cause excessive secretion of noradrenalin. The pituitary is then ripe for immediate extraction. Vincent Goldman, CommanderTyrant Plant on Sheena Island* 

            What the hell kind of creature is this?
            He looked once again at the creature floating in the containment fluid and it finally dawned on him.

            So this is the fabled Tyrant class…created from the innocent teenagers on the island. What other sick experiments did they do here?
            The female V.O. cut through the air once again. “Eight minutes until detonation.” Seeing nothing else here, he ran out of the Tyrant Lab and headed into the hall, taking a left into another room filled with control panels, security monitors, and computer terminals, a sort of control room. He ran across the room to the door on the other side, and finally saw it. The lift to the B4 level shined like a beacon in Ark’s mind. A wave of relief swept through him as he ran toward the end of the hall.

            Almost there…escape is just feet away--
            When suddenly a loud bullet, sounding like a Magnum, was fired, missing Ark. Stopped in his tracks, he quickly spun around to see the gunman—and saw a huge, bulking figure fill the doorway from which Ark had just came. He was wearing a dark black and blue uniform with the word SWAT emblazoned on his chest. Humanoid in body structure, Ark instantly recognized him as the commander of the “Cleaners” he saw shortly after the helicopter crash, hiding in the arcade.

            “Don’t you even think about it,” the commander said. “Put the gun down. NOW!” Hesitantly, Ark slowly placed his own Magnum down.

            “There’s a good boy,” the commander said through raspy breathing. “HANDS UP!” He barked. Slowly Ark raised his hands in the air, despite that nagging stinging pain in his left arm. With his Magnum aimed at the spy’s head, he continued.

“Well, well, we finally meet. Personally, I’m surprised you’re still alive. I thought you’d be long dead.”

“Guess I’m just that good,” Ark sneered.

“SHUT UP! You’ve just been a real nuisance. I ordered my troops to cleanse the area of the contamination. I meant every word of it,” he said through gritted teeth, the last four words coming out very slow and deliberate.

“By that, do you mean kill off any and all witnesses?!” Ark shot back, his gaze unwavering.

The commander chuckled. “You catch on quick, boy. Oh, how I’m going to enjoy killing you once and for all.”

“Seven minutes until detonation.”

“Hear that?” Ark yelled. “Seven minutes until this place becomes nothing more than a pile of demolished rubble.”

The commander let out a hearty laugh. “I have an evac chopper waiting just outside the facility. Your dead body will burn with all the rest of them! You will—ack—ugh…nooooo! Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!” Ark saw to his amazement as several sharp claws penetrated cleanly through the chest of the commander, dripping with pieces of heart and vibrant red blood. He heard the sounds of ripping flesh and uniform as the commander let out a scream of sheer agony as he met his quick demise. With one deft motion, the claw pulled out of the dead man’s chest. Dropping the loaded gun, he fell to the floor, forming a pool of his own blood in the process. The bulking figure of the commander gave way to—the creature that Ark just saw in the lab, the Tyrant, free from the containment tank.

The bad guy always talks too much…and always dies by some unforeseen enemy. Funny how that works. 
Glaring straight at Ark, the teenage-sized Tyrant glared hard at Ark, its heart wildly beating, the veins and arteries pulsing with vibrant life. It began to advance very slowly toward Ark, its movements slow as a result of a long confinement.

While I don’t want to…I must…
Quickly picking up his Magnum, he took aim at the unusually large heart and fired. The hot slug slammed straight into one of the Tyrant’s arms. It staggered for a second, the shock of impact forcing it back a step or two. Other than that, it seemed unfazed and continued its advance toward Ark. Another booming shot fired, this one slamming straight into its massive heart. Blood shot out in a wide ark in front of the Tyrant as it let out a cry of pain. Not stopping, Ark let fly another powerful bullet into the face of the teenaged Tyrant, taking a generous chunk of its pale blue skin with it, revealing white skull beneath. Nevertheless, it advanced toward Ark with the same slow speed. His arm stinging like the sensation of a thousand needles simultaneously stabbing him, he tried to steady his shaking hand to get a good aim on the abnormal growth of his heart, which was beginning to spasm. He fired another, hoping in the split second it would connect. The bullet sailed straight into the heart, shattering it on impact, releasing a splay of blood that shot out the back of the abomination, coating the walls nearby with slick red fluid. It let out a gurgle, coughing up dark blood as it tried to advance, staggering toward him. Its deep black eyes widened in pain as blood began to well up in his eyes. Overcome and crippled, the Tyrant let out one last cry before collapsing just several feet in front of the dead “Cleaner” commander, a crumpled bloody heap on the floor. Its pale blue skin almost matched the color of the floor, now becoming stained in more blood.

The female voice cut through the air again. “Six minutes until detonation.”

With no time to savor the victory, Ark turned and ran to the lift, reloading in the process. He slammed the button on the lift and headed down to the B4 Subway level. He wouldn’t see the bloody pile of Tyrant slowly rise to its feet. Roaring, it turned and left the hall, stepping on the twitching body of the commander.

He landed on a dimly lit floor, leading into a wide passageway. Running toward the clearing, he heard a series of shrill cries as four of the “Cleaners” burst out from the shadows, their long arms flailing in the air and quickly heading toward Ark.

Oh, jeez, not more of you. Now you’re just a nuisance. 
Running out onto the platform, he fired one bullet into the fray. To his shock, the one bullet caught two of them dumb enough to be in the line of fire. Writhing in pain as the searing bullet ripped into the two, they turned to a pile of powder on the stone platform. Unfortunately, Ark had put himself in a position where one was heading for him and one was coming from behind. Suddenly Ark heard a gunshot, from a new gun. Looking toward the source of the sound, he heard another shot being fired, and just like that, the other two “Cleaners” went down. His mind spinning, he looked all around for the source of the gunman who saved his life.

“Over here!” A familiar voice yelled. Spinning to his left, he saw a waving Lott, accompanied by his sister, Lily, in front of a door into the train. Running to them, Ark just looked at Lott and smiled.

“Where did you learn to shoot that thing?” He smiled.

“I have no idea. A little bird told me,” Lott joked.

“Thanks a lot,” Ark said. His tone turned serious. “Look, this place is gonna blow in a few minutes. Let’s get on this train and get the heck out of here.”

“First you have to pull the lever to open the gate,” Lott said, pointing to a wall dead ahead of Ark.

Ark didn’t even give it a second thought. He ran toward the wall, near the front of the railway and pulled the lever, opening the gate.

“Get on!” Ark yelled. Lott nodded and boarded the train, almost dragging his younger sister onboard. 

“Five minutes until detonation.”

Ark entered from the car closest to the front, and bolted to the front car. Frantically searching for some way to start the locomotive, he finally found the large red button marked “ignition.” Slamming the button down, he could feel the shaking of the railway as the engine slowly whined to life. With a sudden jerk, it began to move forward out of this place, out of this nightmare, toward safety. He looked at his watch.

Dawn will be here shortly. Hopefully we can get out of here in less than five minutes.
                                    *                      *                      *

The train came slowly to a stop at another landing. Ark looked down at his watch again, noticing he had just over three minutes until detonation. As soon as the train stopped, Lily, Lott, and himself ran out of the train, their footsteps echoing in the dim platform as they found another lift. Not big enough to hold all three, Ark decided that he’d go up, and then the two children. Once all were safely up, Ark looked at his new surroundings. The train ride had taken them to a large space, a heliport, and to his relief, he saw a helicopter in the center of the launch pad, off. Taking a quick look, he saw that the chopper was equipped with several missiles and a couple of aircraft Gatling guns, a military chopper. Without any words, Lott and Lily both ran for the chopper, Ark following. As soon as the two children entered the helicopter, the ground beneath them shook slightly, a mild tremor. The two kids let out a cry of fear and held each other for dear life.

No…you can’t blow up yet. We still have two and a half minutes…don’t you explode ahead of schedule!
Before Ark could join them, a huge misshapen figure hurtled into the ground several feet away from him. It slowly rose to its feet, and Ark stared in shock as he instantly recognized the figure—as tall as Lott, pale blue skin now spattered with blood, humanoid figure, mangled heart—

The Tyrant has returned to finish us off…
As it was rising to its feet, its skin began to bubble and hiss, beginning its transformation process. Ark could hear the sounds of skin ripping and bone locking as the figure rapidly grew at an exponential rate, becoming taller than Ark. Powerful muscles instantly grew where its calves were located, and the arms grew to more than double their original width, as rippling muscle took the place of skin. Its original short claw grew long and razor-sharp, capable of slicing anything with great ease. The abnormal heart grew to double its original size, and Ark saw it throbbing and beating at a regular pace.

Oh…shit…
It stared at Ark as if to say, “come and get me.” The deep pits for eyes stared hard at a surprised Ark.

“Shoot!” Lott cried.

Two minutes until detonation.
Snapping back into reality, he ran away from the chopper, hoping to lead the towering creation away from the two defenseless children. He fired two bullets in rapid succession, and they found their mark in the huge, thick arm, ripping chunks of pulsing, striated muscle along with skin. Suddenly, the massive Tyrant bent down low like a football player and lunged at Ark with incredible speed, closing the gap between the two in less than a second. His huge slicing claw swooped down to tear Ark a new one—and came up empty as the claw sliced through the tarmac of the heliport, showering sparks. Ark had dived out of the way, just missing dismemberment by a foot at most. Hitting the ground, he quickly got back up and ran away from the B.O.W., who was quickly getting up, and walking toward him slowly on thick legs.

Holy…fucking…shit…
            Firing and running away at the same time, he still was managing to keep the Tyrant away from the helicopter. Another three bullets flew through the air, one of them missing, sailing into the stone wall. The other two slammed into the upper torso, one in the chest, ripping away the skin and muscle beneath, and one into the pumping heart, launching a splay of dark red, almost black blood into the monster’s face. It looked like that was to no avail as the Tyrant ran at him again, the claw coming up for a slice—and just barely connected with Ark as the claw caught the right sleeve of the parka, slicing neatly through the shirt beneath, which was all that happened, for the bulky arm hit Ark on the non-bruised side, sending him flying into the air once again, similar to the episode with the Mr. X duo in the nightclub. He let out a cry of pain as he landed once again on the bruised side, sending a new wave of pain through his body, rendering him temporarily immobile. Ark lifted his head in the direction of the Tyrant, saw his face gazing into his own. In no time, the creature was walking in the similar pace of Mr. X toward him, his massive feet slamming the tarmac. With his last bullet in the chamber, Ark aimed and fired, the bullet slicing cleanly through the bulbous heart, through skin, bone, and muscle.         It stopped in its tracks, and let out a roar of pain. While it stood there staggering, Ark slowly attempted to get up, trying to overcome the massive pain in his side. He could faintly hear the sounds of the two children screaming at him to hop on the chopper and leave the nightmare forever. He began to hobble toward the open cockpit until he heard another bellowing roar from the monster. Ark looked behind him, ignoring the pleas and cries of the children, and reloaded his trusted Magnum, wanting to put an end to this once and for all. The Tyrant stood there, kneeling, as he began to undergo another transformation. His pale blue skin began to bubble once again as sudden huge growths sprang forth out of his arms, legs, and chest area. He grew once again, more outward than upward, giving him at least double his previous mass. His claws on his arm grew to over than double their previous length, almost reaching maybe eight feet, almost reaching to Ark’s position. Bones and skin grew in places where there wasn’t any, and after maybe twenty seconds at most, it was complete. Now it was this massive aberration. It let out an animal roar that rocked the heliport, eliciting screams from the two children inside the chopper. It began to lumber towards Ark, moving very slowly indeed. Ark understood the gravity of the situation.

            For once, the Tyrant’s mutations seem to work against it. By transforming, it has lost its speed significantly. It can barely move at all. 
            He looked down at his watch once again. One minute to detonation.

            Almost giddy with relief, he reloaded his Magnum, placing six new bullets into the chamber before slamming it shut. Taking aim at the writhing mass of muscle and flesh, he stood his ground and fired. Again. Again. And another. Another. Each bullet ripped into the giant mass, plugging bullet after ripping bullet into the gigantic build. Each one weakened the monster further and further, until finally on the sixth powerful shot, he fell to his knees, blood pouring out from massive open wounds on the body. He collapsed on the launch pad, a bloody mess on the floor. Ark could hear the sick squelch of exposed muscle as the creature fell in a pool of its own life blood. The Tyrant was no more. Now the Tyrant was no longer a threat, Ark had about thirty seconds to get out of there. Hastily running into the chopper as fast as his aching body could allow, he climbed into the pilot seat, almost tripping on a rocket launcher on the cockpit floor, and fired up the ‘copter, its blades beginning to whirl into life. In a few seconds, Ark grabbed the lever, and looked back at the two children.

            “Hold on tight! This is going to be a quick exit!” The two were firmly fastened to their seats in the cockpit as tightly as they could. Ark pulled back the lever and the chopper jerked off the launch pad and flew into the air, finally leaving, escaping the nightmare forever. As the chopper rose over what was about to become ground zero, Ark breathed a sigh of relief. He looked at his watch.

            Ten.
            Nine.
            Eight.
            Seven.
            Six.
            Five.
            Four.
            Three.
            Two.
            In one.
            Zero.
            At zero, a series of hidden, interconnected explosive charges connected electronically, and like a domino effect, the entire underground lab exploded floor by floor, ending with the heliport. A giant fireball of bright orange and yellow filled the sky as a tremendous sound accompanied the blast, utterly destroying the Sheena Island Umbrella facility and all that remained inside its walls. Ark, Lott, and Lily had managed to acquire a minimum safe distance away in those short seconds. The final explosion devastated the remainder of what was left of Sheena Island.

            “We made it,” Lott said, sighing.

            “We did—aah!” Lily suddenly screamed as the chopper shook wildly, pitching into a nosedive.

            “Hold on!” Ark screamed in shock. He pulled back the control lever, aligning the chopper true. Suddenly he saw something climbing up the chopper to his right, climbing on board.

            “Lott, Lily, get up here! Lott, pilot the helicopter?”

            “What?!” Lott cried. “You expect me to pilot this?!”

            “Just do it or we all die!” Ark ordered.

            “I can’t! I don’t know the first thing about piloting an aircraft!” Lott screamed back.

            “Fine…” Ark muttered. The stowaway had pulled himself into view—and Ark could not believe his eyes.

            No…no…you can’t be serious!
            Pulling itself toward the cockpit was the oh-so-familiar form of the gargantuan Tyrant, trying to pull itself on board to finish what it was designed to do—kill. With one mighty fist, it pounded the passenger side of the cockpit, bending the sheet metal, conforming it to the immense fist shape of the mutation. Lily let out a shrill childlike girl scream, startling Ark.

            “Do you mind?” Ark yelled at Lily. “Everyone, hold on tight! I’m taking this bird for a spin!” Ark quickly turned the steering mechanism hard to the right, and suddenly the chopper shifted sharply to the right, hoping to lose the Tyrant, hoping to make him lose his grip and fall to the ocean below. Quickly he brought the chopper back to level, hoping. The bird dipped to the right again as the Tyrant lost his grip—and held on with both hands at the landing “feet” of the chopper. He wouldn’t be able to get back up—he was much too big. Despite his huge, muscular build, his arms wouldn’t be able to lift him back up. Because of this, an idea suddenly led to another bright idea that flashed like a neon sign in his mind.

            If I bank the chopper to the left enough, it’ll put him in line with the missiles on the exterior of the chopper. I can fire the missile. As a result, the missile will send him flying away, and then I can fire another missile to hit him, and he will finally be destroyed, once and for fucking all. 
            “Lott, get up here in the seat next to me!” Ark ordered. “I need your help! Don’t worry, you won’t have to fly the chopper!” Quickly, Lott unbuckled his safety belt and moved his way to the passenger seat next to Ark, fastening himself in.

            “What are you going to do?” Lott asked loudly over the roar of the helicopter blades.

            “I’m going to do the same thing that I just did, but in the opposite direction. See this joystick-looking lever with the little red button right here?” Lott found it directly in front of him.

            “Found it!” Lott responded.

            “Good. I’m gonna bank this bird sharply to the left. On my signal, push that little red button to the right. That’s gonna fire the right missile. With any luck, that’ll get him off our backs for good,” Ark explained. All three could hear a faint roar over the roaring sound of the spinning chopper blades. Lily whimpered slightly.

            “Don’t worry, sis! It will all be fine,” Lott told her reassuringly.

            “Ready?” Ark asked.

            “Let’s do it!” Lott said, grinning. As if scripted, Ark turned the steering mechanism sharply to the left, sending the chopper into a wide yaw to the left, almost on the verge of spinning it out of control. Lily let out another panicked scream. The creature let out another boisterous roar.

            “NOW!” Ark ordered. Pressing with his thumb as hard as he could, he pushed the red button switch to the right, activating the right positioned missile. He could hear the beeping sound it made, followed by the release of pressurized air. Time seemed to pass in slow motion once again as the missile began its trek toward the target. As Ark began to bring the chopper level, he felt the chopper lift some as if a great weight were being released. Suddenly entering his field of vision was the huge bulking figure of the Tyrant, a missile lodged firmly into its stomach, carrying it away from the chopper, with it a look of contorted pain. As Ark felt a wave of accomplishment, Lott let out a cry of triumph. The missile looked like it was moving at a slow clip, which would play an advantage when the second missile was fired.

            “Wait until he is out a distance before you fire that second one—we don’t want to blow up along with him. Wait for my signal.” Ark positioned the helicopter so that the missile would be directly in line with the flying Tyrant. Several seconds later, Ark looked straight ahead at the flying creature, and with a determined look, said the word, “Fire.”

            Lott pushed the red button once again, a look of pure glee on his face. In less than a second, they heard once again the sound of releasing air before they saw the second missile hurtling toward the receding body of the B.O.W. A matter of seconds ticked by until the explosive projectile flew straight into the path of the other missile, firmly planted inside the Tyrant.

Gotcha now, you fucker. 
The three in the chopper stared in amazement as an explosive ball of light and sound filled the sky, orange and yellow. Bone, skin, and muscle exploded in all directions, spraying a massive shower of blood. As the chopper flew past, Lott could see the burnt chunks of body that was once the Tyrant smoking, falling, taking them toward the ocean below. The detached blackened head of the former Tyrant sailed straight into the rapidly spinning chopper blades, slicing it into many tiny unrecognizable pieces. Finally, after all of that, the Tyrant was dead. He wasn’t coming back. He was falling toward the ocean, all four billion singed and crispy chunks of him.

            “Wooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!” Ark yelled, overcome with giddiness as his mind registered the fact that it was now over.

            “Yeah! All right!” Lott yelled, pumping his fists in victory in the air.

            “YAY!” came the happy cry from the 11-year old Lily.

            Ark slumped back in his seat, controlling the chopper as Lott went back with his sister. Both of them hugged tightly, happy to be alive, deeply thankful for the man that saved them, the rogue spy. Now that the trio was safely out of the disaster area, Ark knew that Umbrella was not going to like that, not at all. Boy, he would have a wealth of information for Leon. As for now, he had to find someplace where he could safely land this chopper. Breaking the silence, save for the chopper blades, Lily finally spoke up.

            “Where are we going?” she asked diminutively, the way that only little children could ask a question.

            “To be honest,” Ark began, “I have no idea. I do know that we can fly as long as we have fuel, and by the looks of things, this baby was filled up when we left. We’ll go wherever we’re able to.”

            Lily seemed satisfied with that answer. “Okay.”

            “For now, though, I suggest you two get a little rest. It’s been a trying time for all of us, you two especially.”

            “Good idea,” Lott agreed. “I’m already beginning to get a little tired.”

            “See what happens after the adrenaline wears away? Plunk, like a stone,” Ark said, followed by a chuckle. “You two sleep. I’ll fly this bird to a safe landing.”

            “Fine then,” Lott replied. “Good night.”

            “Morning,” his sister replied quickly, then giggled.

             It was calm out over the open ocean. As the chopper flew over the pristine ocean waters, Ark could see the warm orange glow of the sun as it slowly began to rise over the horizon, giving the fading night sky a dazzling light show of oranges, reds, and blues.

            What a nice sunrise. What a nice way to end all of this. 
            The chopper flew into the rising sun, heading for nowhere and anywhere.

Chapter Twelve: The Search Continues
            After almost an hour flying over the calm waters, Lott and Lily Klein were fast asleep, gently lulled by the mechanical sounds of the spinning helicopter blades. Finding himself alone, flying the chopper over charted waters, he decided he best attempt to establish radio contact if he was going to land anywhere. Hanging on a hook above the pilot’s head sat a headset attached with a mouthpiece, to which the jack was attached to a small radio control panel. It was of simple design, with a knob to switch between the various frequencies, a knob to adjust volume, a button to talk, and a couple of other knobs and switches serving as equalizers for the sound. Grabbing the headset, he flicked the blatantly obvious power switch and placed the instrument on his head. Sounds of static filled his ears. Starting with the first frequency it happened to be on, he pressed the talk button and spoke into the microphone.

            “Hello? Can anyone read me?” Ark began. After a few seconds of wait, he got nothing but static in return. “This is Ark Thompson, flying from Sheena Island. Can anyone hear me? Please respond!” Another few seconds ticked by. Once again, he got nothing. Switching the tuning dial to another frequency, he tried his approach once more. This time, however, he heard a muffled voice drowned out by radio static reply.

            “Hello?” Ark was certain he had heard something that time. “Hello? Can you hear me? If there is any other aircraft in the area, please respond!” Once again, another reply drowned out in static. Not wanting to let go of this opportunity, he turned the dial up one more click and tried one more time. “Can anyone hear me? This is a transmission coming from an evac helicopter flying from Sheena Island. If there is any nearby aircraft or heliport, please reply.”

            “Come in, chopper,” A male voice responded. “Read you loud and clear.”

            Ark breathed an immense sigh of relief. “Thank you very much. Where are you transmitting from, over.”

            “This is the air traffic control for the Special Tactics and Rescue Squad heliport in Exeter, Maine, USA, over,” the male voice replied.

           

            Special Tactics and Rescue…S.T.A.R.S.!
            “How far away am I from the landing pad?” Ark asked the air traffic controller.

            “Where is your current position?” The man asked.

            “Hold on just a sec…currently I’m flying south. I have been flying south from Sheena Island for the last hour now,” Ark answered.

            “That won’t help us too much. I need your exact location in terms of latitudinal and longitudinal coordinates. It should be located almost directly in front of you if you look down a little ways,” the controller replied. Looking slightly downward, Ark had caught a glimpse of the exact coordinates of his position, via a Global Positioning System on board.

            “Um…54 degrees north, and 65 degrees west is where I’m at.” Ark answered over the airwaves. “Where does that put me?”

            “Lucky for you, you’re almost due east of my position. You’re just a couple hours out. Head directly west and maintain your current speed, and you should be here in two. How’s the fuel situation?”

            Ark looked at his fuel gauge. “Just a little less than full.”

            “That should do you just fine,” the air traffic controller replied. “Any other persons on board?”

            “Two others,” Ark replied.

            “Thank you very much, pilot. See you in two hours. Over and out.”

            “Copy that. Thanks again,” Ark ended, taking the headset off. He leaned back in his seat once again, feeling even better now that he was going to be back in familiar territory. Priorities began to rack up in his mind. He’d have to touch base with Leon once again, and then determine what would become of Lily and Lott, who were now without parents, and whether they had any other living relatives Ark didn’t know. For now, though, he attempted to place his mind at ease. He had survived the survival horror, miraculously, and now he just wanted to get back home, back to the bustling city of New York, where he had quite a story to tell the waiting Leon Kennedy. As his mind and body began to slowly unwind from the hair-raising experience he recently had, he turned the metal helicopter to his right, heading for Exeter, and as he did, he could feel the warm sensation of sunlight across the left side of his face, putting his mind and soul to a degree of relative ease.

                                                *                      *                      *         

           

            Almost one month had passed since the incident at Sheena Island. By now, Umbrella was in a state of uproar. Its headquarters in Paris were trying their hardest to stifle activity, as so to not arouse the public interest. It did generate waves of disturbance through some, however, as some of its multitude of employees caught snippets of gossip and rumor. In just these last few months, five of its major labs—the two labs in the Raccoon Forest, Marcus and Spencer; the two labs in Raccoon City; and the one on Sheena Island—fell to their ruin at the hands of a combined effort between what was left of the rogue Raccoon City Special Tactics and Rescue Squad, also known as S.T.A.R.S., and by Umbrella’s own recklessness at trying to quell the probing officers. Not everyone could be left in the dark, and naturally, rumors were bound to happen. Such was the case of the Sheena Island incident, as Ark would later come to find. In the month between his escape with the only other survivors, two children named Lott Klein and his younger sister Lily, Ark had done a lot. After his landing in Exeter, Maine, he managed to establish communication with Leon, arranging for him to be picked up and taken back to New York. In the meantime, however, the three were taken to a nearby hospital to administer any aid necessary. As expected, Ark looked pretty beat up—with his bruised left side and his left arm taking damage from the Tyrant class B.O.W. Mr. X and the stinging acid from the aberration known as Ivy. In a couple of days, all were given a clean bill of health and they left. As it turned out, Lott and Lily had grandparents in Quebec, Canada. Soon after they were contacted, it was decided that their grandparents would take them, and they were saddened by the fact that both of the children’s parents died in a “tragic accident.” Leon and Ark didn’t divulge the exact reasons for their death for the sake of security and believability--for two senior citizens having the notion that creatures created by a mutagenic virus running amuck on an island causing the complete, total, and utter destruction of an island just wouldn’t sit well, let alone be believed. Umbrella is a pharmaceutical corporation, they would think, they make legal medicinal drugs, not destructive viruses capable of reducing innocent civilians to a zombie state, capable of making monsters that would totally defy all logic. It was because of this possible train of thought that Leon and Ark held back on the details surrounding the children’s parent’s deaths.

Ark went back to New York with Leon, and here he was, sitting in front of a desk, and just by the look the desk, he saw that his partner had kept busy this last month. Papers and folders were littered everywhere on the desk, showing the owner’s lack of organization. The only clear spot on the desk was near his computer. This was Leon for you, and in the month of time, he had tried to procure any other documents surrounding the Sheena Island incident, but came up with nothing. Anything Umbrella released regarding the incident was sealed up, highly classified. Not even Ark could do it. He leaned his head on his hand, feelings of boredom sweeping through his body. Leon had called him earlier in the day, requesting his appearance in his office at 1 PM. It was just after one now, and according to Ark’s watch, Leon was so far fifteen minutes late. In the brief phone conversation between the two this morning, Leon had made mention of another assignment.      

He let out a yawn, his state of boredom increasing. Soon, he’d leave—he’d been waiting for Leon for almost twenty minutes. Leon was not the type of person who was usually late. A minute later, a panting Leon stepped into the doorway behind Ark, red-faced.

“Better late than never,” Ark said upon seeing the jacketed figure in the doorway.

“It’s called traffic, Ark,” Leon breathed heavily, walking toward his desk.

“That’s every New Yorker’s excuse,” Ark said, amused from his own joke.

“There was an accident on the way here,” Leon continued. “Traffic was backed up for miles.”

“Which is what the average New Yorker says after they say ‘traffic’ and get shot down,” Ark chuckled.

            “Shut up,” Leon shot back quickly.

            “Just pulling your leg, lighten up,” Ark said, chuckling.

            Leon hung up his jacket, and quickly took a seat at his messy desk. “I called you here because I have another assignment for you.”

            “Is it anything like the last doozy you sent me on? The one that made me temporarily lose my memory and almost killed me?” Ark asked, his expression turning serious.

            Leon stared straight into Ark’s eyes. “No, not quite like that. Although it does involve Umbrella, indirectly.”

            “You have my attention,” Ark said, returning the direct look.

            “One of the survivors of the Raccoon City incident, a friend of mine, needs my help,” Leon began. “Claire Redfield, one of the few civilian survivors from the former Raccoon City is searching for her brother, Chris Redfield—one of the last surviving Raccoon City S.T.A.R.S. She has reasonable suspicion that her brother has gone to Paris, to Umbrella H.Q. She needs our help to get there. She intends on infiltrating the facility if necessary.”

            “But that’s suicide!” Ark exclaimed. “Going into the world headquarters of a mega-conglomerate in a search for anyone is asking surely for a death wish. She can’t go it alone!”

            “I understand your concerns, Ark—I had the same ones,” Leon began. “When she spoke to me a couple days ago, I offered to accompany her to Europe. However, she politely declined, her reasoning being that she did not want to put anyone else in any other unnecessary danger. So I offered to help her in any other way possible. Fortunately, she accepted my offer. She does need some weaponry, and she will need a method of transport over to the Umbrella facility, for she can’t carry weaponry to any of the national airports. What will probably seem the most likely plan is for you to safely get her to their heliport or launch pad of some sort, without drawing their attention. You may need some Chaff grenades so you can jam their signals. All I require you to do is to guide her safely there. After she has made it inside the facility, you can go as per her request.”

            “That doesn’t seem like a problem,” Ark replied. “It does pose a risk, though. She might not be capable of bypassing some of Umbrella’s security measures. Do they have their own creations running amuck through their facility?”

            “I doubt it,” Leon answered. “It is the world headquarters of a massive conglomerate. Remember, their research into mutagenic pathogens is top secret. To the rest of the world, they make pharmaceuticals. They don’t have a side that experiments on live humans turning them into undead killing creations, warped, twisted aberrations that don’t conform to any type of logic or common sense. To have their B.O.W.’s running around free in their facility would be a giant error on their part. As for security guards, I think the place will be riddled in them. I think if Claire managed to survive the debacle and nightmare that was Raccoon City, I think she should be able to manage.”

            “But,” Ark began, “The city wasn’t equipped with security devices, laser trip wires, and the myriad of fail-safe devices she’s about to go up against.”

            “Very true,” Leon acknowledged, “which is why I hope to hook her up with several chaff grenades in hopes that they jam the signals. You will have some when you land at their heliport so they will not be alerted.”

            “That’s certainly a help. One other question: is her brother in Paris?” Ark asked.

            “From last known contact, he was.” Leon took a deep breath. “Granted, the last contact was over a month ago, and he may have left for all we know. According to his diary that was found in the S.T.A.R.S. office in the former Raccoon City Police Department, he went to Umbrella HQ in Europe. She’s going on a hunch, a possibility. That would really suck if she was captured, and it turned out that he wasn’t there, not even close.”

            “Well, nothing ventured, nothing gained,” Ark replied, yawning. “When do I go?”

            “In a few days, December 15th. The aim is to arrive at the heliport of Umbrella H.Q. when it is nighttime in Paris.” Leon placed heavy emphasis on the last two words.  “The time difference between New York and Paris is six hours. So you’re not confused, if it is 12 PM in New York, it will be 6 PM in Paris. Timing is important.” After he said that, he reached into one of his desk drawers and pulled out a manila folder. He cleared off a spot on his desk and opened it to Ark, and from Ark’s observation, it looked like maps, floor plans of the Umbrella facility. “I took the liberty of getting these floor plans of Umbrella HQ, in hopes that they’d be of use to us, in regards to locations and things of that nature. These should be useful to Claire on the way there.”

            “Ooh, excellent!” Ark exclaimed. “These will prove very handy in the meantime. For now, though, anything else you need me to do?”

            “I want you to find out everything you can about the facility—crew/employee rosters, any biological info on any top ranking officials, times when the guard shifts change, anything, with that last one—shift change times—taking top priority,” Leon said. “I shall keep in touch with her accordingly as the day draws nearer. What is probably going to happen is that she will come here before she embarks on her mission. We can have a full discussion of the recommended plan of action. In the meantime, do everything necessary to find out what you can about the facility. Keep me posted. With that, I’ll see you later.” Leon rose to his feet.

            “You got it, friend.”

            Almost three months had past since September 30, the day that Claire had escaped with Leon and the orphaned Sherry Birkin out of Raccoon City. Two days later, on October 2, it was destroyed. Now it was December 10, and Claire was wrapping up the fall semester at the university.

            Finals week had ended. As a result, the semester had ended. Intercession, a period where there is a month between the fall semester and the spring semester, was upon Claire. Finally, with free time, she could head to Paris to search for her brother, Chris. She was, to put it mildly, worried. She hadn’t heard from him since last August, and after that, in October when she found out that he escaped Raccoon City and was on his way to Europe. Chris was all she had left, with her parents dead, Chris had to take on the parental role. Their father had died on his construction job, a machinery accident, when they were kids and their mother died in a horrible car accident a few years ago. He had done his best to do what he could to provide for his younger sister, a few years younger than he was.

            Now that she knew he was in Paris, she had made plans to fly there and search for him. The Raccoon City S.T.A.R.S. was an underground group now, trying to dig up more dirt on them. It would be a massive undertaking—infiltrating the headquarters of a multi-billion dollar corporation so they can stop them from destroying the goddamn planet. A suicide mission, so it seemed. Yet, if anyone could stop the mega-conglomerate, it would be that small group of S.T.A.R.S. that Umbrella could not, no matter how hard they tried, dispose of. And now here she was, ready to fly into a possible danger situation in search for her brother. She had made certain all of the necessary things she needed when to get there were in place—thanks to the help of two people. In a couple days’ time, she would be ready to go.

            She decided that she would need a bit of help—after all, trying to infiltrate the headquarters of a massive pharmaceutical corporation was not something people did every day on a regular basis. She would need assistance in various items, such as acquiring weapons and a way of getting over there. As a result, she managed to find her friend, one of the few survivors from the Raccoon City incident, Leon S. Kennedy. Claire gave him a ring, and he offered his services, even offering to accompany her into the facility. Because she didn’t want to put anyone else in any unnecessary danger, she politely refused his services, but she did ask if she could supply him with weaponry and a chopper, and he readily accepted her request, even going so far as to make her hotel arrangements while in New York City. From her conversations with Leon, she knew that she would be taken to Europe with a man named Ark Thompson, who, according to Leon, was a friend of his. Now she was ready to make the long bus trip from university to New York, an eight-hour non-stop (except for travel plazas and the like) venture. One thought still nagged at her, though.

            What…if he isn’t in Paris? If I’m doing this and it turns out he isn’t there…then this will have been all for naught. Still…I have to try. If he’s there, then it was all worth it, RaccoonCity and everything. Just as long as I know he’s alive and safe. 
            Back inside her small suite style dorm, she pulled out a small black duffel bag and began to pack. She’d pack lightly, taking mostly clothes for the most part. Like her brother, she was not a very organized person. Her clothes were jammed into each drawer of her tiny bureau, and opening them proved to be a comical struggle. After some strain and a loud groan, the top drawer finally gave, almost sending Claire onto the cold floor. Regaining her footing, she quickly glanced at the contents—nothing but bras, assorted panties and a few thongs.

            “Vanity, thy name is underwire,” she said to herself. Stuffing what she’d need in her duffel bag in no particular order, not even folding her clothes neatly in the bag, she found herself ready to go. Suddenly she remembered one more key essential she would need (sorry, nothing of the sexual persuasion here). Beneath her lower bunk bed, she had a small safe, where she would keep her most precious possessions. Pulling it out, she quickly aligned the tumblers and opened it. Inside were pictures of all the members of her family—her mother and father, her brother Chris, their Golden Retriever Belle, her diary, and her most recent acquirement, the first thing given to her in Raccoon City, a Beretta, the S.T.A.R.S standard issue handgun, still loaded with a few bullets—given to her by Leon at the outset of what would become their romp through the ravaged city.

            Good thing I was never caught with this with their health and safety inspections. I can imagine them now, interrogating me where, why, and how I got this gun. This little thing has saved my life on countless occasions. Now it may see action again. 
            Stuffing that into her duffel bag, she closed and locked up the safe, and slid it back under the bed. Claire wouldn’t be back in this dorm until late January, when the spring semester begins. Now that she was free to go, she was ready to go. She was packed, and her next destination was the bus depot in town, which would take her to the Port Authority in New York City. From there, she would meet Leon, they would go over the intended course of action, and then she would fly to Europe with the pilot Ark Thompson in five days. Of course, there was a risk of capture or death associated with this entire plan, but those were to be expected. Any person that was dealing with Umbrella Pharmaceuticals had that risk of death, especially one who intends on infiltrating such a place. 

            Now having everything, she put on her denim jacket and walked out her door, then she stopped, and ran a checklist through her mind, making sure she forgot nothing. Claire glanced down at her watch, checking the time. It was late in the morning, so she deduced that she would arrive somewhere around nine or ten in the evening. Now certain she had all she needed, she walked out into the hall, down a flight of stairs, and out the double doors of her residence hall, heading for the bus depot, not stopping to look back. As she walked on, feelings of hope and determination echoed throughout her mind and body, her mind hoping that this would end in total success, and that she would find her brother, who she hadn’t seen in months.

           

            Her sore ass reminded her of the time just a few months ago, when she was entering Raccoon City driving a Harley. Instead of a six and a half hour ride on a loud “vibrator,” she had been sitting on a bus for a little over nine hours. When the bus arrived in New York, she had seen the familiar buildings that marked the acclaimed New York City skyline—the prominent twin buildings of the World Trade Center, the landmark Statue of Liberty, and the tall lit spire that was the top of the Empire State building. The whole city seemed to be alive with cars, people, and lights—lights everywhere, it was like daytime here. It was no wonder that the city is called, “the city that never sleeps.” Before entering the hustle, bustle, and assorted commotion that was New York, the bus had rolled through open highway—not really the scenic route, but it had its purpose. Nevertheless, Claire had one song stuck in her head, a wonderful traveling song—“America,” by Paul Simon. Claire had played the lyrics over and over in her head to pass the time, trying to lull herself to sleep.

Let us be lovers, 
Go marry our fortunes together.
I’ve got some real estate here in my bag.
So we bought a pack of cigarettes,
And Mrs. Wagner pies,
And walked off to look for America.
“Kathy,” I said as we boarded the Greyhound in Pittsburgh,
“Michigan seems like a dream to me now.”
It took me four days to hitchhike from Saginaw,
And I’ve come to look for America.
Laughing on the bus,
Playing game with the faces.
She said, “The man in the gabardine suit is a spy.”
I said, “Be careful, his bow tie is really a camera.”
Toss me a cigarette, I think there’s one in my raincoat.
We smoked the last one an hour ago.
So I looked at the scenery, she read her magazine,
And the moon rose over an open field.
“Kathy, I’m lost,” I said, though I knew she was sleeping,
“I’m empty and aching and I don’t know why.”
Counting the cars on the New Jersey Turnpike,
They’ve all come to look for America.
All come to look for America,
All come to look for America.
Finally, the soft and gentle lyrics of the song began to make her doze off, making her forget about her aching butt. Her slight nap lasted about an hour, until some over-hyper child screaming about how pretty the New York skyline was awakened her suddenly. Her eyes shot open, and she let out a startled gasp. For a split second, she forgot where she was—until she saw the ticket she was holding in her hand, accompanied by the black duffel bag lying next to her. A sharp feeling of annoyance flew through her as she was gripped with a sudden urge to strangle the child, but the feeling soon quelled, and she looked out the window. Sure enough, the child was right—they were entering the grandiose sight that was New York City, the Big Apple. She took a look at her watch, and sure enough, the hour was approaching ten. Leon would be waiting for her when the bus pulled into the Port Authority in a little while. Claire had only been to the city a couple of times before as a child, when both of their parents were still alive. Even so, she vaguely remembered anything about the city. It was a place where one could very, very easily get lost. Despite that fact, she was awake now, probably for the best. Soon the bus would arrive at its intended destination.

Man, was she ever so relieved when she stood up as the bus pulled into its final stop. Those hours of traveling made her butt quite numb, and she felt a surge of life (not to mention a normal blood flow to those tender area) go through her as she stretched those temporarily atrophied limbs. Slowly, in obnoxious single file, the passengers disembarked, and as Claire walked down the set of three stairs, her head darted back and forth, looking for the familiar figure of Leon. Slowly walking forward on the cement platform, she tried to find him amidst the small crowd of passengers.

“Over here!” yelled a young male voice. Claire looked in the direction of the sound and she had seen him, a young man sporting a dark leather jacket. It was unzipped, revealing a white t-shirt, with the N.Y.P.D. logo in blue emblazoned on his chest. He wore a pair of dark blue loose-fitting jeans, and was waving at her, staring in her direction. This was a smiling Leon, as opposed to the stern, serious, and sometimes-brash Leon Claire had met as they both made their way into the scrum of Raccoon City. Claire’s face lit up with joy and she sifted her way through the crowd, knocking into people with that duffel bag of hers, which got angry and dirty looks from the people, even after apologizing.

Such is New York, she reasoned. Home of the meanest and cruelest assholes on the planet. But I could be wrong.
She embraced him warmly, and the two laughed upon seeing each other once again for the first time in a couple of months, since she left the home of David Trapp, captain of the Exeter, Maine branch of S.T.A.R.S. His warm gaze met hers, and he finally began conversation.

“How the hell are ya?”

“Oh, just great,” Claire replied. “My ass isn’t feeling so hot, however. Hours upon hours of travel can do that to anyone, you know?”

Leon chuckled. “Tell me more as we get to my car. I hope you’re hungry. What are you in the mood for?”

Claire smiled. “You know what? I would love to try a New York pizza. I’ve heard they’re some of the best.”

Leon looked at Claire. “So college food has really become gruel to you, huh?” They both laughed.

“Oh, yeah. I can only eat cafeteria food for so long before I go nuts. I need real food once in a while. Rations can only go so far,” Claire added. “Hopefully there’s a place open.”

Leon gave her a mock look of confusion. “This is New York, you know. That whole ‘city that never sleeps’ thing—it’s mostly true. Besides—it’s almost eleven. The night is young.”

Claire came back with a child-like look. “I’ve never been to New York before—well, a couple of times as a child, but do I remember it? No.”

“Fine. Be like that,” Leon said.

“I will,” Claire giggled. Leon took her to an almost deserted parking lot, just a few cars scattered about the space. They walked over to a small black car, and from Claire’s observation, it was very recently washed judging by the way the streetlamps reflected their cool white florescent lights off the sheet metal. Leon walked over to the passenger side, and like a chauffer, opened the door for Claire in a mock act of genteelism.

“For you, my fair lady,” Leon said in a mock British accent.

“Thank you, good sir,” she replied in the same mock accent, sitting herself down—even though her ass complained by sending a quick jolt of pain up her backside. Leon closed the door next to her, and he walked around to the driver’s side, opened the door, and hopped in, closing the door next to him. He shot a quick glance at her and smiled, eliciting a return smile from the younger Redfield.

“I’m extremely glad to see you, Claire,” he said, placing the key into the ignition and turning the engine over. Almost instantly, the powerful engine purred to life, sending a warm vibrating feeling through Claire’s body, giving her a sensation similar to her riding a Harley.

“Nice car,” Claire said. “I like it.”

“Glad you do,” Leon replied. “Shall we dine?”

“Hell, yeah! I’m starving,” Claire answered, laughing.

“Let’s go.”

