Chapter 8: The Last Night
     Max stretched himself after a good short nap. He got up from his bed and started to dress himself in his security guard uniform. It was just a simple blue, cotton uniform that went along with his long, black pants. Fitting on his belt, he hooked up his baton and tried to find his holster for his .357 Magnum. The thought of his magnum, given by Prof. Mason, made him start thinking again.

     Prof. Mason never had security guards. Max could not help but question why was he needed now. It was not as if the professor had just recently arrived. According to Rick, he was here for al least 5 years.

     So, what now?

     Max found his holster, but without the gun in it. It was out of habit. He would just leave his things all sprawled all over the place. The neat room had already been over taken by all his clothes and belongings, which were not much, strewn all over the place. He found his revolver lying at the corner next to his bed. If he was lucky, he would find the bullets inside missing. Unfortunately, they were completely loaded.

     Tucking the revolver inside his holster, he exited the room and headed towards the guardhouse to start his duties. The duty roster was as follows: Max will take the hours from 12 midnight to 6 in the morning and 12 in the afternoon until 6 in the evening while Julie will take the rest. He could do whatever he wanted with the 12 free hours he had.

     There was a muffled noise of drums banging loudly. Rick was still up hitting his drums. Walking downstairs, he noted there was a faint light being emitted from Prof. Mason’s study. He had not emerged since hours ago when Max saw him enter.

     The mansion had a creepy feeling during the night. Not many lights were on, save a few just to give enough illumination to find your way around the place. It was also rather cold, making Max shiver slightly. He secretly hoped the guardhouse would be warmer.

     “ You are late,” Julie said, yawning loudly as she saw Max approached the guardhouse.

     “ Hey, it’s just a couple of minutes,” Max grunted.

     “ Whatever,” Julie replied. She took up a cup of coffee she had brought along and got up to go back inside the mansion.

     “ Well, thank God you are here. I won’t need to keep awake 24/7 now,” Julie sighed, leaving.

     Max shrugged. He took his seat in the small booth that was the guardhouse. It consisted of a small desk and a steel chair, plus a few pieces of paper and a couple of pencils and a radio. He propped himself on the chair and switched on the radio, making sure it will not wake the neighbourhood.

***

     Kimmy had finished unpacking her suitcase. She threw her empty luggage bag to a corner and jumped unceremoniously on her bed. She stayed the university’s dorm, a single room all to herself.

     Her lessons have not started yet and she had been doing nothing but hanging around in her room all day, unpacking her stuff. 

     “ Hey, Kimmy!” a voice called out. Before Kimmy could turn around to see the person who had called her, she felt herself being knocked off her feet. She went tumbling over her bed along with her friend Kayla.

     “ You know, these childish antics of yours have to stop,” Kimmy sighed, picking herself up and straightening her shirt.

     “ Aw, come on, you still seem so down. Cheer up. I thought coming here would change you already,” Kayla pouted.

     “ Whatever. What’s Scott doing?” Kimmy asked, changing the subject.

     “ You know him, he’s studying. Day and night its him and his books. He should get a life, or a girl at least. When I’m done fixing you up in your new place here, I’ll try to get him to hook up with a girl,” Kayla said.

     “ Don’t you have anything better to do, like studying?” Kimmy asked.

     “ Hell, no! Studying are for geeks.”

     “ Then, why are you here for?” 

     “ Dunno, have fun I guess. I better go back to check on Scott to make sure he eats something other than pieces of paper,” Kayla said, jumping off Kimmy’s bed and heading for the door. Kimmy winced slightly as the door slammed shut.
     She looked out of her dorm window, staring emptily into the night. There was a calm, cool breeze that was blowing from the north. It was one of a few good things about staying on an island. It was a full moon tonight, its beams shining down brightly on the dark night surroundings.

     She heard some faint sounds beneath her. Looking below, she spotted a couple under a tree, kissing each other passionately. She stared at them avidly, watching in fascination as they kissed in the dark. She turned around and went inside when she started to see the guy taking off the girl’s shirt.

     It not comfortable to watch the midnight sky with someone making out beneath you…
     She switched off her lights and went to bed. She did not bother to wash herself or get into a clean set of clothes. All she wanted to do now was sleep. The transaction was over. She left her hometown and now she was in an island in the middle of nowhere. As she felt drowsiness overtake her senses, her mind suddenly focused on the young man she sat with in the aeroplane earlier. 
***
     “ Don’t you people have anything organic in here?” Phoenix complained.

     He opened the fridge in Dr. Pickton’s room. It was jam packed with cans of food, pies covered in aluminium foil and bottles of drinks. Phoenix shook his head is disappointment. He had nothing against processed foods, but he preferred to eat something fresh, not after being processed by a machine.
     “ Sorry,” Iris apologised. “ Here, what juice do you want?”

     “ Never mind, I’d rather drink plain water,” Phoenix said, helping himself to a glass. Iris shrugged and took for herself a can of coke.

     “ My father said you were a former mercenary working for Umbrella. Is that true?” Iris asked. Phoenix gave a curt nod.

     “ Why did you leave?”

     “ Because I had no reason to stay,” Phoenix replied. 

     “ You aren’t very talkative, are you?” Iris joked.

     “ It kept me alive for 24 years, and I don’t see any reason to change,” Phoenix replied, walking out of the kitchen. Phoenix walked towards his makeshift bedroom, the living room’s sofa, and took out a small metallic box.
     Opening it, he took out the gleaming Desert Eagle and checked it. It was brand new, light glittering of its polished surface. The grip felt perfect in his hand. Phoenix felt slightly ashamed as he started to caress the gun. The Desert Eagle was one of the guns he did not have in his collection, and in all places he had to get one here.

     “ Why is there a need for weapons?” Iris asked, frowning at the gun.

     “ Your father wouldn’t give me this if he thought otherwise,” Phoenix replied. He drew out another metallic case. He drew out a magazine, loaded with .50 AE rounds, and slotted it into the gun. It felt slightly heavier than he thought it would be, but it was not something he could not handle.

     As Phoenix continued to examine his weapon, the phone rang. Iris went over to the phone and answered it.

     “ Hello?”

     “ Hey, Iris. Ashton here.”

     Iris remembered who he was. He was one of the researchers in the research centre. Tall and gangly, he was usually stuck in the lab, poking and probing plants for reasons only God knows why. 

     “ What is it?”

     “ Um, just needed to inform you that we believe that there might be a leak of one of the chemical tanks in the underground storage room. A lot of people are sneezing and coughing all of a sudden, so measures have been taken to solve the matter. Management says that you better stick in your room until we give the all clear signal. Don’t worry, it be over in a couple of hours…” And the line went dead.
     “ What was that all about?” Phoenix asked.

     “ Some chemical leak. Nothing to be bothered about,” Iris assured him.

     “ Did this happen before?”

     “ No, why?”

     “ Just curious…” Phoenix mused, fiddling with his gun. He noticed that Iris was staring at him rather intensely.

     “ What? Don’t you have anything better to do than look at me?” Phoenix ask.

     “ Why did you agree on helping us?” Iris asked.

     “ Why do you want to know?”

     “ Answer this question and I won’t bother you further,” Iris promised. 

     Phoenix sighed. Iris was getting on his nerves slightly. He contemplated for a while. Was it even worth telling?

     After a while, he asked “ Your mother’s maiden name is Corrine, am I correct?” 

     Iris’s eyes suddenly bulge wide open at those words. She struggled to reply but all she was able to was stammer incomprehensible words. Phoenix gave a shrug and continued “ I’ll take that as a yes. You are a Siamese twin, aren’t you?”

     Iris could only stare blankly at Phoenix, words lost in her throat. “ Wait, you can’t be serious…”

     Phoenix drew out a picture from his pocket and handed it to Iris. Iris took it gingerly and looked at it. She was not sure what to say. All she saw was a picture of her standing at a beach, except she did not recall owning any sunglasses.
     “ I married your twin sister,” Phoenix answered.

     Iris looked up at him and said “ I thought she passed away…”

     “ Well, that was what you all thought. After the surgery to separate both of you, her vitals started dropping and you all gave her up for dead. Fortunately, doctors were able to resuscitate her later, but they couldn’t contact your family,” Phoenix said.

     Iris continued to stare at him as he continued “ She was later placed in an orphanage after they were unable to trace her back to you. She studied in school, did well, and later worked as a lecturer Harvard. She passed away recently in a car accident.”

     Tears started to well-up in her eyes. Phoenix kept his gun, allowing her to digest all the information that she had just received. As he shoved the case of his gun under the sofa, she started to say “ So, the reason you are here is…”
     “ I don’t need to explain further, do I? It’s very obvious,” Phoenix replied.
***

     Specter Island jail was located in a rather empty area in Island 4. It was a small, rectangular building with only three floors, including the ground floor. There was a tall metallic fence, charged with electricity, surrounding the entire parameter of the jail, and another fence located on the outside to keep outsiders out from electrifying themselves.

     Mercury sat in the middle of his cell, staring blankly at the wall. He was locked in a singular cell, guarded by three police personal outside. They paced the cell once in a while, having stopped sneering at Mercury after it seemed to have no effect trying to taunt him.

     Spending time in prison was good in a way: It allowed him to slowly think of all the things he had done and accomplished in life, along with the unfinished business. Mercury could not find the time to ever stop his work and dwell on the past. Now, he was able to do so.

     He heard an officer cough outside his cell. Turning his head, he saw two of them playing cards on the desk while the other was pacing the area. Mercury turned away as one of them looked quizzically at him.

     He wondered if his effort in bringing down Umbrella was of any use. He had wasted the last few years of his life trying to bring up enough evidence to go against them. There was a lot of advances in bio-weaponry, but Umbrella had taken a step too far, in his opinion. The tests they performed were beyond human thinking. He still remembered the nightmares he had when he first saw a hunter smash itself out of its cage in which it was held in, decapitating all the scientists inside.

     He still could remember the event. The hunter smashed against the metal doors, hitting it wide open. Giving out a horrible guttural growl, he leaped forward, its sharp claws slicing off the head of a female scientist. Blood spurted out of her severed arteries, staining the ceiling in red as her head rolled to the side, her eyes and mouth open in utter horror.

     The scientist scrambled for the exit, but it was a futile attempt. In order to avoid any contamination, rooms were fitted with electrical devices that will completely seal the room whenever one of their creatures break loose. There are only two ways to unlock the doors: to exterminate whatever that broke loose, or until the superiors override the security system.

     The scientists ran to the door, banging their fist furiously on the glass door. Most of Umbrella’s research facilities were fitted with the best equipment. The glass door would even withstand bullet shots.

     Mercury watched from the other side with utter horror as the hunter continued its orgy of discriminate killing. It swung its claws madly about, tearing limbs apart and spilling the floor with bright crimson blood. The fortunate ones were killed swiftly with quick swipe to their head. 

     Security came in within seconds. Armed people entered the room after they had been given the green light to go in. They opened fire quickly, blowing the hunter away, its sinews bursting all over the place. The hunter was dead within a second. The problem was all the scientists were already dead.

     Mercury did not know why, but he entered the gory room as the people started to clean up the mess. His experience with dead bodies allowed him not to reflexively gag at the sight and smell of all the bloodied corpses that lay before him. He took a good look at the creature created using Umbrella’s technology. It was riddled with so many bullets it looked like a slab of meat that had gone through a blender.
     Mercury had came a long way since the incident. He was rather frankly surprised that he could make it this far. Perhaps it will all end in a few days time. Mercury started to drift to sleep until he heard a sneeze.

     Sneezing was nothing. Many people sneeze due to a lot of reasons, like allergy reactions and bacterial infections. But Mercury could feel his heart drop. The officer had coughed a minute ago, and now he had emitted a sneeze. If it was followed by a headache…

     “ Man, I don’t feel too well,” an officer said, rubbing his temples.

     “ No surprise there. Why don’t you lay off your wife once in a while?” the other suggested. The officer snarled at his partner as the third one laughed out loud.
     Mercury stared at the man in horror, unable to believe his eyes. The symptoms match perfectly! This place has been infected, of all places!
     I’m trapped in a nightmare!
     A motorbike came roaring down the highway. The rider was dressed it black, similar to the colour of the bike. It suddenly slowed to a halt as it neared the jail. Switching off the engine, the rider got off and took off his helmet. 

     Dalton took out his binoculars and looked through it. It was fitted with night vision, so his vision was in an eerie green glow. The area was devoid of life, save for a cat that was wandering around the area. 
     Dalton pushed his bike to the side of the road and kept it hidden between large drain by the roadside. The side of the bike scratched against the gravel, leaving a long, ugly scar on the bike. He was not too bothered about it as the bike was not his. 

     He had a daring plan. He learned that the police will be transporting Mercury at one o’clock in the afternoon. He would ride his bike and follow him closely. When he found the opportunity, he would interfere with the convoy escorting Mercury to God knows where and get him out. Whatever the opportunity was, he was not sure.

     He ran his hand over the sawed shotgun that he kept inside his jacket. He knew he would be needing this to create opportunities.

***

     Prof. Mason sat alone in his study, reading several sheets of paper. He had the radio on, with on of Beethoven’s symphonies being played. 
     He slowly got up and went towards a shelf. It was lined with books of all sorts, from English literature to comic books Rick had brought for him during his birthday. However, he was not here to take a book. 

     He reached up and extracted a small, wooden brown box from the top shelf. Slowly, he brought it to his desk and opened it. In it contained several pieces of white paper, lined up neatly along a small bottle of bluish looking liquid.

     Taking a small penknife in his drawer, he cut his index finger.  He placed a small drop of his blood and dripped it on one of the pieces of paper. He waited until the blood was soaked up completely by the paper before dropping a drop of the blue liquid on the spot of blood.
     It turned green.

     Prof. Mason suspected as much. He realized that the existence of the island will come to an end. He had received information about the mercenary Jason Lands. He had hoped that he would not go so far. Unfortunately, Umbrella was wrong, and now Specter Island would be eradicated, just like Raccoon city.

     He found the fact ironic. Rick and Vanessa’s parents were researchers in the Spencer estate. A contamination broke out and everyone was lost inside. They were greatly involved in the research for the T virus, one that would change the foundations of the world. They lost their lives for it, and they made Rick and Vanessa orphans. He stared at the piece of paper that was stained green.
     They are going to be orphans again.
     He knew he could leave the island, but he had too much at risk here to leave so soon. He did not expect Jason to act so rashly in such a manner. He suddenly realized he had brought upon them an unimaginable danger. He could now only rely on Max for help.

     He sat down on his chair and picked up the paper he had been reading the whole day. We started to wonder if it would be of any use later on. He shook his head, arguing that he should not see it that way.

     He was reading his will.

***

     Rick covered the blanket over his Vanessa. She had a habit of kicking off her blanket in the middle of the night. Rick would patiently place it back on her, if he was still awake at that time. 

     He was not able to sleep as his mind was filled with too many thoughts. He knew his grandpa was planning something, something that involved a former mercenary, Max. 

     He felt his grandpa change all of a sudden a few weeks ago. He had ran up to him and screamed to welcome his beloved family member back home. His grandpa returned the usual greeting: he would lift him up, swing him around in a spin and say how much he had missed hi grandkids.

     Only, when he said it a few weeks ago, there was sadness in his eyes.

     Rick then started to notice that his grandpa did unusual things. He locked himself in the study room for hours. He would sometimes only come home late at night, which was very unusual. He seemed to age ten years within a week. Grandpa was planning something, but he was not telling.

     Rick wondered where Max fit in. Rick stole into his grandpa’s study room once, a forbidden area for him. He had sternly warned Rick never to enter the study room, and five days ago, Rick found out why.
     He had never heard of Umbrella, or that a city called Raccoon city even existed. He stared in horror as he read all the reports that were locked inside his grandpa’s study room, all the details about a biological weapon, business dealings and people. There was so much information stored in it. He had heard the news about something like this, but he never realized how what an immense collection of data his grandpa had.

     It was also there that he learned of his parent’s deaths.

     Max was unaware of what grandpa was planning, this Rick was sure. Rick liked Max a lot. He seemed understanding and caring enough. He somehow felt guilty that his grandpa was using him in some way.

     Rick heard Vanessa give a sigh. He gave a sigh too, unsure of the things to come.

Writer's note: I think I'm making Phoenix's reason for coming here sounding very corny...or maybe it is just me. Yeap, problems are going to crop up later.
