Chapter 1: Enter the Players
     Max dropped his weapon and held on to the hysterical young teenager who was screaming and kicking wildly, wanting Max to let go. Max could not, and will not. Who would want to enter Raccoon city now, a city of the dead?
     “ Let me go! I have to go!” the teenager screamed, violently punching Max in the face. One particular punch slammed hard onto his eye, making him wince in pain.

     “ You can’t go in. The city is lost,” Max replied. The words were not making any sense to the girl, since she continued to resist Max. He found it difficult to hold down the hysterical 16 year old as he was barely a year older than her.

     “ Some help here, please,” Max pleaded to his comrade, who was looking at where the teenager had come from. She had somehow stolen a car and rammed it through the barricades set up by the police and the army. Since she had not learned how to drive yet, she crashed into a ditch after 100 meters from the barricade. Max and his comrade were just emerging from Raccoon city next to the wrecked car when she emerged.

     “ My brother is there! My brother is there!” she wailed.

     “ Your brother is dead, damn it! And so is the rest of the fucking city!” Max’s comrade yelled, slapping the girl in her face. His actions silenced her to mere whimpering, maybe due to shock or surprise. It definitely was not an approach that Max would have taken, but it was effective, nonetheless.  

     “ Come on, there is nothing you can do there,” Max gently assured, praying that she won’t throw a fit on him. She didn’t, and she obediently walked back to the barricade where all the police were gathered along with Max and his comrade.
     Max got up with and start, his whole body sweating profoundly. He groaned as he rubbed his head. 

     “ Why am I having these dreams again?” he groaned.
     He thought he had seen the last of his nightmares three years ago after he had left U.B.C.S. after Raccoon city was nuked. He had seen the last of Phoenix, his comrade and the only other team member of his group that survived the helicopter crash, and the last of the girl. He had seen the last of any Umbrella officials and their cronies. The last of his problems…
     So, why are they coming back to me now?
     Max’s stomach growled loudly. It was barely 6 o’clock, very early for Max’s standards, but Max’s stomach was telling him otherwise. Groggily getting out of bed, he walked to his small kitchenette to find something to eat.

     Max’s abode was a small, rundown two roomed apartment that was just barely enough for him to fit in. His stuff was all stacked in boxes to save space. His apartment looked more like a warehouse holding up goods than a place to stay. 

     He only got this place because the rent was the cheapest he could find. Max was currently unemployed and his savings were almost nil. He had tried, unsuccessfully, to get a permanent job, but he spent most of his time doing odd-jobs. He grabbed whatever opportunities that came by his way, which was not much.

     Maybe I should have listened to my father and went to medical school, Max thought, grabbing a box of cereal.

     There were not many jobs that require a man of such expertise: a mercenary. Since he was young, he was a hot-blooded youth that was gunning for action. He wanted to join the military, but he was too young at that time. Unable to wait, he took up training offered by Umbrella and became a mercenary. Unfortunately, after he decided to leave, he could not find a job.

     He had not much schooling and he did not finish high school. He did not know how to advertise his services to the public, and he doubted they needed his expertise. He considered once to become a contract killer, but was against it since it was against his principles and his morals. Plus, he felt that he would not last long in the business.

     A few people had suggested that he take up a job as a security guard for a start, but the pay was too low for him and it was too boring. He had asked for a higher pay twice, but he was quickly shown the door. He also had a thing against the police and the army, so he did not even consider them.
     As he poured his cereal into a bowl, his phone rang. He jumped towards it. Only the job agency or his sister would call him, and the chance of his sister calling him was zero percent.

     “ Hello,” he said eagerly, hoping they had found a suitable job for him. 

     “ Yes, is this Maximillion Hunter I am speaking to?” a gruff voice of an old man asked. Max felt disappointed, wondering why this old geezer was calling him early in the morning.

     “ Yeah,” Max replied, trying to hide his disappointment.

     “ Just the man I wanted to talk to. I hear that you are currently looking for a job. The name is Mason Marson. I’m a university professor by profession and I’m calling you here to offer you a job as a security guard at my mansion. I was hoping you will be willing enough to discuss it with me,” the man replied.

     “ Security guard? What are you offering?” Max asked, getting ready to turn the old man down. 

     Two minutes later, he was rushing out of his apartment as fast as he could.  
*** 

     It was raining again that day as Kimmy stood in the middle of the graveyard, staring at her brother’s grave. It was the time of the month when she visited her brother again. She was not sure why she had always wanted to come here, as if she could exorcise a ghost that clung to the past.
     It had been already 3 years since his passing, and even though she knew she had been mourning enough, she still could not let it be put to rest. 
     Umbrella is still out there, still continuing their research that let to the death of my brother, and they are going unpunished for their actions. How can I put the ghosts of my past to rest like this? She asked herself.

     She was thinking about the incident that had happened years ago. Her brother was a new officer working for the Raccoon Police Department, recently promoted. He was a dedicated and hardworking officer, plus being very well respected by his colleagues and peers. Kimmy had always wanted to join him in the force, even though he strongly insisted she take up something else.

     It was just such a waste to have lost him like that.
     Kimmy could not understand what was going on with the government. Umbrella had practically wiped out an entire city with all the experiments they were doing on bio-weapons, and the government had been, in her opinion, very slow to respond.

     Umbrella should have been dissolved by the government immediately after the incident. It was already common knowledge that Umbrella was responsible. Yet, they are still running their tests and their corporation still existing, no doubt with a smaller budget after many governments from all over the world started to freeze their assets.

     Why aren’t they being punished? It is as if the government is interested in their projects.
     She did not buy the fact that Umbrella had just recently charged a small number of their staff for being responsible for the disaster in Raccoon city. Kimmy felt sorry for these people. Some of them were probably innocent people merely being used as scapegoats to buy Umbrella some time and leverage. But the public was happy to have something to prosecute.

     “ You don’t have to wait here Scott. I’ll take quite some time,” Kimmy said, turning to a guy standing a few meters away, carrying a yellow umbrella.

     “ I can wait. I’ve got the whole bloody day,” Scott replied, sniffing slightly. “ Sure you don’t need the umbrella?”

     Kimmy turned away from the grave and walked towards Scott. She would have usually stayed for hours, but she could not let Scott wait under the rain for her. She had come here alone, but she had bumped into his accidentally on the way and he insisted on keeping him company. Scott was being too nice. Kimmy knew he had a tight schedule, always busy with his projects and work, even when he was having a holiday. Scott was a pure workaholic, but he had a principle to put everything aside for a friend, even if it was visiting a graveyard for hours on end.

     “ Are you sure? I can wait,” Scott insisted, looking at his watch.

     “ It’s alright,” Kimmy said softly. Scott walked her to the exit.

     “ Don’t worry about it. The place is great, I’m sure you’ll like it there. It takes some time to get used to it, but you’ll like it. Kayla can’t wait to see you. She had been begging to get you here ever since she knew you were coming,” Scott said.
     Kimmy replied by giving him a warm smile. She glanced behind to look at her brother’s gravesite again. She used to feel very heavy hearted if she left earlier. Somehow, her heart felt lighter than it had ever been visiting his grave.

     Maybe I’m healing already…faster than I could imagine.
***

     Phoenix opened the drawer where he kept his Berretta 92 and took it out. It was not one of his favourite guns, but he kept it as it was a special present to him, given by his wife after they got married. The magazine was empty, but he was sure that he kept a functioning bullet in the barrel.

     Won’t be needing it to remind me anymore…I may as well use it…
     Phoenix sat down on his bed and took out a picture from his breast pocket. He stared at it avidly for a while, looking at the person inside. Tears started to trickle down his eyes, moistening his lips. Raising his gun, he pressed to cold steel barrel hard on his temple. 

     He dropped the picture on the floor, not wanting to see it any further. It only brought back painful memories to him, and it was pain he wanted erased from his system. When he pulled the trigger, he will released from his blessed pain, and he would see her again if God permit.

     However, when he did, all he heard was to hammer hitting an empty barrel, making a resounding click. The barrel was empty.

     Phoenix then remembered why. Two days ago, his wife decided to clean his gun collection. She was pretty tolerant with his having his weapons all over their apartment, but she had a thing about keeping live ammunition about their place. She probably took out the bullet and placed it somewhere else.

     “ What if our kids get hold of them?” she always complained.

     “ That is if we get kids,” Phoenix replied. He already regretted saying that.
     He dropped the gun on the floor and sighed. He wasn’t too sure whether he would like to take the effort to find a bullet. Was this some divine intervention? Phoenix took a good look at his wife’s picture, asking her for an answer.

     He sat bolt upright as he heard a faint knock on the door. Instinctively, he picked up his gun and kept it back in its respective drawer. Even if he was suicidal, Phoenix hated to let other people know that he was.

     “ Who is it?” Phoenix asked as he neared the door, placing his hand on the doorknob yet just keeping it there.

     “ This is Dr. Billy Pickton. I work for the Strycorp Industries. I was hoping I could talk to you for a while,” a friendly voice replied.
     “ I don’t know you. What is your reason for wanting to talk to me?” Phoenix asked. The last thing he needed was a door-to-door salesman. 

     “ Prof. Marson recommended you. I think you’d understand,” came the reply.

     Phoenix froze, as if hearing the voice of a ghost. How could he…?
     Wanting to know more, Phoenix immediately opened the door.

     He was greeted by a middle-aged man around 35. He had pale blonde hair and sharp, blue eyes that were surrounded by dark circles. One glance told Phoenix this was a man of science. He had an anxious face, but he hid it quickly with a smile as Phoenix opened the door.

     “ Prof. Marson…” Phoenix started.

     “ Isn’t dead, I’m sure,” Dr. Pickton answered. Phoenix stared blankly at the man, wondering what to do next.

     “ May I come in?” Dr Pickton suggested.
     “ Yeah, sure,” Phoenix replied, stepping aside to let the person enter. Taking off his shoes quickly, he made his way swiftly into Phoenix’s living room.

     “ Prof. Marson has told me everything…well, everything that he knows, about you,” Dr. Pickton said. Phoenix took a seat and motion Dr. Pickton to take one in front of him as well.
     “ I’m here to hire you for your expertise,” Dr. Pickton said. 

     “ Sorry, Doctor. Whatever Prof. Marson had said about me, I think he left out the fact I have retired from my previous job,” Phoenix said.

     “ Please, I need your help. This is regarding my daughter,” Dr. Pickton said, handing Phoenix a picture. Instinct told him that he should not accept it, but his curiosity got to the better of him. He took the picture and took a look.
     Once again, it was as if a ghost has come back to haunt him. In the picture was his wife staring at him.

***

     A couple of people watched as a large armoured truck drove down the road, flanked by a couple of police cars and 4 other police motorbikes. All police vehicles drove towards the direction of the airport. 

     Upon reaching its gates, security personal started making way for the armoured truck. A line of policemen were stationed outside the grounds to keep noisy and bustling reporters from getting into the compound, let alone take a look at the prisoner kept in the truck.

     “ Well, we are almost there, Professor,” an armoured policeman armed with a loaded sub-machine gun, his voice dripping with malice. His other companion snickered. Both of them wanted to have a go at their prisoner for the crimes he had done, but they were under strict orders to not ruffle him in any manner.

     A lone young man sat at the corner of the metal truck, his hands clasped together by a pair of handcuffs. He was dressed in a teal turtleneck with a very high collar and thick cotton pants, also teal. His hair was spiky, looking like a punk, which was rather unsightly for a professor. He was also wearing goggles which were tinted black like sunglasses, insisting they were corrective lenses for his eyesight and he disliked using glasses.

     Mercury Cross was emotionless, staring right in front of the steel walls of the armoured truck, contemplating his fate. 
     Ever since the incident in Raccoon city, Umbrella had been under fire for their experiments on bio-weapons. There was a large outcry from NGOs and several countries, mainly from Asia and Africa, which did not have much power over the matter. The US government had promised that it will solve the matter quickly but the incident had happened 3 years ago. The people were impatient and demanded justice.
     Umbrella wanted to buy time, so they decided to use scapegoats to bear the blunt of their mistakes. Several workers in Umbrella were picked for this. The public was not too happy about it, but it still gave them something to be angry about. Umbrella was rather pleased with this tactic. Moreover, most of their scapegoats, like Mercury, had nothing to do with the Raccoon city incident. However, denying it made them sound guiltier.

     Mercury had been against Umbrella ever since he stumbled upon the fact that they were creating these viruses for bio-weapons. Instead of leaving, Mercury decided to stay to gather more information and evidence against Umbrella. He was unfazed by the fact that he was going against Umbrella alone, but it did not defer him a bit. However, Umbrella soon picked up traces of Mercury’s actions and decided on an appropriate ‘punishment’.

     He sighed sadly to himself. Here he was, stuck in an armoured truck while the real culprits were still left untouched. He was not too bothered on what would happen to him now. After all, he felt that he, too, had sinned. In some way, he felt that this punishment was justified.

     The truck came to a halt, and from the outside, he could hear bolts being unlocked. A flood of light entered the car, making him reflectively flinch. The two armed policemen grabbed him roughly by his shoulders and lifted him up. Mercury did not resist in any way, just drifting along where they decide to drag him to.

     There was a loud, clamorous cry as he exited the truck. He was being led to a private jet which will transport him to his next destination where he would wait his excecution. A trial was not necessary, in this case. 
     Far away, held back by a group of policemen, were a horde of reporters. Their cameras were clicking away, flashes of light still visible under the hot, afternoon sun. Mercury doubted that they could get a good picture from this distance, scoffing them for their persistence. The government had issued strict orders that Mercury’s identity would be kept a secret, and Mercury was glad it will be kept that way.

     The plane was a small, two engine plane. It was an old version of a transport plane, but it had been nicely furnished and touched up. Mercury was not sure whether to be proud of the fact that he would be the only prisoner to be boarding the plane. One plane for a person who didn’t do anything…
     Mercury was practically dragged up the plane. He was placed in a seat and chained to his seat. Fortunately, his seat was placed next to the window, so he could observe the outside view one last time before it all ended. 

     He stared outside the window. There was nothing much to see. The airport was rather barren, only large areas of grass as far as the eye can see. The plane was parked at a desolate area of the airport, so there were no other planes around the area. The reporters were still persistent in trying to get a glimpse of Mercury, the police feverishly trying to hold the mad line back. 

     He was about to lean back into his seat, when he spotted something out of the ordinary. There was a lone person standing about several meters away from the reporters, his hands against the fence that surrounded the airport, staring straight at the plane. Mercury started wondering who he was. He was dress in a thick overcoat with long jeans. He was neither a police officer nor a reporter. He looked like an average civilian dropping by to look at what had attracted the vultures.
     Mercury frowned. He felt that he recognized the person before. His attire, they way he stood and his physique. The roar of the engine told him that they were ready to go. As the plane started turning away, Mercury realized who this visitor is.

     Why is he here?!
***
     A teenager stared avidly at the plane as it turned around. The plane was slowly moving towards the runway. Soon, it will leave to head to its destination. He wondered if Mercury had seen him here.

     He could not believe that they had charged Mercury in such a way. His fingers gripped the metal fence in anger. What had he done to deserve this?
     Dalton owed Mercury his life. For the last two years, Mercury had taken care of him and cared for him, even though he was a delinquent and a drug addict. Dalton could not remember the last time that he felt for someone as important as Mercury.

     Dalton had been orphaned as a child. He was left uncared for in an orphanage and had been an outcast. Predictably, he got into bad company, getting involved in crime and vice ranging from stealing to drug dealing and to a further extent, murder. He had been drifting from city to city, having no aim in life.
     One day, after being starved of food for days, he decided to steal again. Picking his victim, a man about to board his vehicle with his hands full of groceries, Dalton made his move. With a small pen-knife in his hand as his weapon, he strode purposefully towards his target. Bracing his body, he bent his knees slightly and drove his body into the man. Surprisingly, all he felt was a jolt on his chest and he was on the ground before he knew it.

     “ Hey, kiddo, you’ve picked the wrong guy to rob,” Mercury replied, looking down on Dalton with his dark goggles. Dalton scrambled to his feet, ready to escape from Mercury before he called the authorities or apprehended Dalton himself, but Mercury merely tossed a bun at Dalton.

     “ Gee, I can see why you wanted to rob me,” Mercury said, observing Dalton’s scrawny body. He entered his car and revved up the engine.

     “ You need that more than I do,” Mercury replied, driving off.

     One week later, Mercury returned to the same grocery store to buy more groceries. As he got out of the car, he saw Dalton standing next to the stores entrance, as if he was waiting for Mercury. One thing led to another, and before he knew it, Dalton had booked a room in Mercury’s apartment that day.
     From that day onward, Mercury had sort of adopted Dalton, although Mercury insisted that their relationship was more of a friendship than that of a father and son. Dalton was fine with that. He would accept Mercury as a friend or a father.

     And now, that person is being taken away from him.  

Writer's note: I totally forgotten to mention in the synopsis or the prologue that I will be using all new characters for my story. I might join up this story with another RE arc along with the heroes from the game, but that is another story. I wanted to make a new outbreak story and felt that newer characters were easier to write about...
