 Chapter 3: 3 Years Ago: Raccoon City Revisited
     Max unceremoniously dumped his bags in the compartment provided for him. Slamming the compartment door shut, he returned to his seat next to Kimmy. She had swapped seats with an old man who was supposed to be sitting next to Max, who gratefully moved away for her.

     The plane’s engines started to roar as it moved along the tarmac. Kimmy wanted Max to explain immediately but Max insisted they wait till the plane had lifted off.
     A few minutes later, the engines roared again, but this time, pushing plane off the ground and into the air. It was until the seatbelt’s sign went off did Max start the conversation.

     “ One thing before we start, what’s your name?” Max asked. 

     “ I though you already know that,” Kimmy said.

     “ Your full name,” Max replied.

     “ Kimmy Brass. You can call me Kimmy or Kim, whatever suits your fancy,” Kimmy replied.

     “ I’m Maximillion Hunter. You can call me Max or Captain America, whatever suits your fancy,” Max replied, trying to sound serious.

     “ Max then,” Kimmy replied.

     “ What? Captain America not good enough for me?” Max asked.

     “ I’m not here to discuss about Captain America,” Kimmy said, her voice slightly serious.
     “ Hmm, alright…well, I just don’t know where to start,” Max mused.

     “ How about the time when you started to head there?” Kimmy suggested.

***

Max checked his M4A1 assault rifle, making sure it was fully loaded before they landed. Their helicopter was one of the last to leave the helipad, but he was not complaining. This was his first mission, but he was not very eager about it.

     There were seven other guys in the mercenaries uniform with the Umbrella logo stuck to their backs, minus the pilot. Phoenix was among one of them. He was the leader of the team, looking grim and resolute under such a tense situation.

     The supervisors were very vague when they issued their orders. ‘ Go in, rescue as many people, especially Umbrella affiliates’. They vaguely mumbled something about a virus, an outbreak and something to do with contamination. 

     And what am I doing with an assault rifle? Shoot the virus to death?
Max squinted his eyes to get a good look outside. He could already see the outline of Raccoon city at the distant horizon. It would only take some time to get there. He tried to settle back into his seat, but he found himself unable to calm himself. He fingered the trigger of his gun nervously, hoping nobody took notice of his nervousness.
     Suddenly, there was a faint hiss in the air. The other mercenaries heard it too, as they spun their heads around, trying to look for the source of the noise. Phoenix was about to ask the pilot what was wrong when, the helicopter banked sharply, hurtling downwards, picking up speed as gravity took over the helicopter’s controls.

     “ I don’t know what is happening. I’ve lost the controls,” the young helicopter pilot moaned before Phoenix could ask him what was wrong. 

     The helicopter spiraled downwards in a sharp arc. Max could see through a window that they were heading towards the forest below. 

     Phoenix was the first to act. He yanked open the door of the helicopter. Strong winds buffeted against his face as he tried to pry the door open. Grabbing the first person he saw, which incidentally was Max, he yelled “ Bail out now!”
     They did not get the chance to do so. The helicopter smashed into one of the tall trees, its rotors violently ripping branches and leaves apart. The concussion threw Phoenix and Max out of the door. As Max sailed through the air, he heard a cry of horror, a loud explosion and a bright flash of orange light before his head hit something hard.

     He then saw darkness.

     “ Argh!”

     Max started waving his hands wildly, trying to fend of whatever that threw the cold water on his face. He sat bolt upright before he registered pain at the back of his forehead. His vision was in a blur. All he could see was a hazy outline of a fire at his right.

     “ Hey, you okay?” he heard Phoenix’s voice, before feeling a slap on his right cheek.

     “ Hey, stop that, I’m still alive,” Max shouted.

     He tried to gather his bearings. The only source of light was from the fire, which he suspected was the burning wreckage of the helicopter. He was sitting on a wet, muddy surface. The air was cool and crisp. He could see Phoenix squatting next to him, a bottle of water in his hands. Upon closer inspection, Phoenix was holding his bottle.

     “ What the heck happened to us?” Max asked.

     “ Seems like the helicopter suffered some technical problems and crashed,” Phoenix said. “ I went to the wreckage and tried to salvage anything I could find. I only got a couple of ammo clips, nothing more.”

     “ What about the others?” Max asked, rubbing his head.

     “ Only both of us made it,” Phoenix replied in a casual sort of way, as if his team members were used up bullets. Max was not sure what to feel. 

     “ Alright, first we need to get out of here,” Phoenix said, getting up and looking around. Even though the glow of the flames was bright, everywhere around them were only trees and bushes. They were stuck in the middle of the forest.

     As Max tried to stand up, using his gun as a support, Phoenix looked at the sky. After a while, he turned left and walked off.

     “ Where are you going?” Max asked.

     “ Finding the direction of the helicopter’s path. I saw a highway on the way here,” Phoenix replied, walking even faster now. Gathering himself, Max hobbled off after him.

     Both the mercenaries emerged from the forest and onto the gravel pathway of a highway. Max was not sure why, but he felt more secure with the gravel under his feet. It might be due to the fact that he could chose where to go now.

     Towards their right was Raccoon city. It looked like a ghost town, most of the lights not on, giving the city a creepy, sepulchral feel. Helicopters were hovering above the city, most likely sending down the mercenaries into the middle of the city.

     “ Where should we head?” Max asked.

     “ Is that a trick question?” Phoenix asked, sounding irritated.

     “ What?”

     “ It is obvious. We will go complete what we came here to do,” Phoenix said. Slinging his assault rifle on his back, he started marching towards the doomed city. Max was about to argue that they should head back to base, but thought the better of it. He knew he would not be able to convince Phoenix to go back and he would rather stick together than split up.

     The walk was a rather short one. They had crashed about the outskirts of the city. Soon enough, they reached the highway’s entrance into Raccoon city.

     “ I didn’t know that we were in a war zone,” Max said.

     The city was in a mess. Tons of vehicles were left all over the place, most of it broken or destroyed. There was rubble strewn all over the street and pieces of glass all over the floor.  There were small fires burning here and there. Bullet holes could be seen lodged in the walls of buildings nearby, stained with blood and gore. 

     The cars were packed together like a barricade, sealing off the entrance. Phoenix got on top of one of the car and cross the subsequent ones to enter the city. Max followed him closely. 

     “ Let’s go look around. Stay close,” Phoenix said, raising his rifle.

     The two of them cautiously entered the city. Max could now see that there were dead bodies strewn all over the place. Most were bloodied and battered up, staining the floor with blood. Their faces were etched in agony, as if trying to tell what had really happened to them. A bus containing school children was totally brunt black, silhouettes of the victims still visible at where they sat.

     “ What the heck happened here?” Max asked. He was feeling sicker and sicker by the moment. Sure, he had seen blood and guts in his training, but nothing he saw could compare with the carnage presented before his eyes.

     “ That guy looks like he was bitten than shot at,” Phoenix said, not really listening to Max.

     Max looked ahead. In the middle of the road lay a man. As he stepped closer to the corpse, he could see what Phoenix meant. The corpse’s mouth was wide open, his body scarred by what looked like bite marks. He was long dead from the loss of blood and all the wounds he had been inflicted with.
     As Max bent down for a closer inspection of the body, Phoenix walked on to look around. Max searched his body to find a device to examine the body with. His hand found the hilt of his knife and he took it out.
     Using his knife, he tilted the face to the side. He winced as he saw that the poor man’s skull had been cracked open from the back, exposing his brains slightly. What sickened him was that the colour of the brain was slightly greenish blue. Probably infected.
     Max cut open the man’s shirt, checking his body. The man had been bitten in many places. Max leaned closer to the man. There were not many distinctive marks as most of the places where he had been bitten had chunks of meat taken off, but Max spotted an intriguing spot. On his left hand, right below the man’s small finger, were bite marks of what looked like…

     “ Human teeth…?” Max mused to himself, wondering if he was seeing things properly. Another human bit this person to death! Is it the cause of death of all the other dead people here? Then, who is biting these people?
     Before he could examine the corpse any further, the corpse groaned and its head rose. Max had the shock of his life. His heart practically jumped as the dead man came back to life. 

     “ Argh! Fuck off!” Max yelled.

     Max stumbled backwards, swinging his knife back and forth, trying to keep the bloodied, dirty hand away from him. He kicked his legs frantically, trying his best to place as much distance as he could between him and the abomination. The corpse got to its feet and started lumbering towards Max, who was still half paralyzed on the ground.

     Weird thoughts started entering Max’s mind. What the heck is this thing? The walking corpse lumbered closer to him. This can’t be happening. Max turned on his back and tried to crawl away. This has to be a dream. He felt a jolt of adrenaline rush through his body as the corpse lunged at his feet, grabbing his boots. I don’t want to die.
     With a swift kick, Max launched his feet towards the zombie’s head. It knocked him back, disorienting him and making him release his feet. Scrambling to his feet, Max tossed his knife away and cocked his rifle, setting it to automatic mode as the zombie rose again. 

     “ You’re dead, so stay dead!” Max yelled, firing three busts at the zombie. It all hit the zombie squarely in the chest, sending out splatters of blood where the bullet hit. To Max’s horror, it only stalled him for a while before it came at him again. A normal being would have died from three shots to the chest.

     What am I thinking!? This is no normal human!
     The zombie swung its arms around, trying to make a grab for Max. Instinct took over. Max buckled his knees slightly and dove to the right, making a roll before landing on his knees. Before the zombie was able to turn, Max took aim quickly and fired at its head. Two shots drove into its skull, blowing it apart. It hobbled slightly before dropping down on the floor.
     Even with the zombie dead, Max could not calm himself. His heart was pumping faster than he had ever experienced. He had come face to face with a real ‘walking dead’.

     As soon as the zombie dropped to the ground, Max heard other moans that chilled his blood. Looking around, he saw other zombies rising to their feet, hobbling and stumbling towards the only living thing around, him.

     Max stared in horror at the scene around him. Zombies came to him, all groaning in pain or agony, their mouths hanging open, baring their teeth at him. They were all soaked in blood and their flesh was decayed, having turned into brownish grey with shades of purple.

     He only took a second to look. After that, he took off down the road, screaming “ Phoenix!”

     Phoenix clicked his radio again. Nothing. All that came back was static. 
     Phoenix was getting worried. At this range, the other mercenaries would be able to get his radio signal. They were getting his signal, alright. The problem was they were not responding to him.

     Placing the radio back on his pocket, he looked around. The whole place was deserted. The commercial shops were all broken up, with corpses lying around and blood splattered everywhere. It looked like a war-zone, but the strange thing was that there was no army.

     As Phoenix was about to turn back, he saw something that made him stop. Ahead of him, down the road, people were starting to converge. Phoenix wanted to call out to them, but hesitated. These people were not behaving normally. They hobbled and lumbered around, their hands out-stretched in front of them. Phoenix did not like the look of it.

     As he was contemplating on what to do next, he heard the loud steps of boots coming from behind him. He whirled around, his rifle raised, but he only saw Max running towards him frantically, his face full of fear.

     “ Let’s get the hell out of here!” Max yelled, pulling Phoenix by his collar. 

     “ What the hell is wrong with you?” Phoenix yelled.

     “ This city is dead. People are becoming zombies. Let’s go!” Max said.

     “ Zombies!?” Phoenix cried. So the reports were true.
     Only the supervisors sent on the mission were given the real reason why they were being sent here. The other mercenaries were just given orders to evacuate the people and to stem the flow of the people moving erratically from the city. However, Phoenix had been snooping around the offices and stumbled upon the supervisor’s orders.
     “ We need to leave!” Max yelled frantically.

     “ I know,” Phoenix said at last, turning around. Max was surprised at Phoenix’s reaction. He expected him to resist a little longer, saying that Max was crazy until he had to slap some sense in him, but he was in no hurry to question him.
     “ So, you want to leave now?” Max asked, sounding hopeful.

     “ We have to. The odds are against us,” Phoenix replied.

     “ Odds?”

     Phoenix realized that they were being sent on a suicide mission here. If what he speculated was true, then the outbreak of the disease was humans turning into zombies. If so, then it was 500 mercenaries against 100000 undead people. That is, if they are lucky.

     Both Phoenix and Max returned to the previous road they had entered from, which was now blocked by a horde of zombies. Phoenix roughly counted fifty of them, give or take. They were the only things standing between them and the exit to the highway, besides the earlier vehicles blocking the way. Phoenix was confident that Max and himself were capable of killing off the zombies.

     “ Ready?” Phoenix asked, raising his rifles.

     “ Fire at their heads. They are dead, so blowing their hearts out won’t do any good,” Max replied. Phoenix nodded.

     Both of them walked closer to the zombie and fired singular burst at their heads. It sometimes took two shots, but it was effective. In their already decayed bodies, their heads were very fragile and weak. A well-placed shot would blow a zombies head off, allowing it to crumble on the floor in a messy heap.
     Both of them were efficient in their sweep. The zombies blocking their way were clearing up in no time. Max tossed aside his empty rifle cartridge and inserted a fresh one when he heard a loud guttural cry.

     Max and Phoenix spun around and looked up. Right on top of a bike shop stood a monster. It was humanoid, covered in what looked like black leather from its neck to its shoes. It had a hideous looking face, all brownish and gnarled up with only one visible eye. There were purple tentacles that seem to protrude from its back. On its left hand, it carried what looked like a…
     “ Is that a rocket launcher?” Max cried.

     The monster took aim and fired at Phoenix first. Phoenix dodged the shot just in time, reflexively, side-rolling to a side as the rocket exploded at where he stood a second a go. Max reflectively raised his arm to shield his face from the blast. It left a smoldering crater in the middle of the road, along with several limbs of the zombies it had taken with along with the blast.
     Leaping down with utmost ease, the monster landed squarely on its two feet and slowly walked towards Phoenix, who was still on his knees, shaking his head, groggy from the explosion. Alarmed, Max raised his rifle and fired, keeping his finger trained on the trigger. 

     Bullets pierced the monster’s body, but it barely flinched. Bits and pieces of flesh and blood came bursting out of its body, but it merely glanced at Max. There was a click and the magazine was empty. Max was paralyzed at seeing the monster still standing. 

     The monster raised its rocket launcher again and fired. Max did a quick side-step just in time. He felt the heat of the rocket fire sear his face. The rocket flew pass him, hitting a car some distance away, making it erupt in a large, fiery fireball. 

     As soon as the explosion occurred, Max felt someone pull his arm. It was Phoenix. He had risen from his stupor and was now getting Max to run away. Max did not need to be told. Against such a monster which could withstand a hail of bullets, he doubted that using all their bullets would suffice.
     The monster tore after them, effortlessly slamming its rocket launcher into any zombies blocking its way. Phoenix and Max spun left and entered an alleyway. Max ran as fast as his legs could carry him. As his feet pounded along the cement floor, he heard a loud clicking sound that made his heart drop.

     He gave a small fleeting glance behind as he ran. The monster’s weapon flared briefly at its tip as a rocket shot forward. Both he and Phoenix hit the floor. The rocket exploded with a deafening roar, blasting out the concrete of the walls surrounding them. They covered their heads as rumble started to collapse all around them.

Writer's note: I know in the game Nemesis's rocket launcher doesn't explode with that much power, but I thought the firepower was pathetic for a rocket launcher, so I sort of increased its firepower in my fanfic. I initially planned to give Max and Phoenix some background story by letting them stay in Specter Island for a while and let their character's develope, but it sounded kinda boring, so I opted for a flashback with some action in it.
