 Chapter 9: The Outbreak
Max yawned and stretched himself on the seat of the guard house as the first rays of light pierced his eyes. It irritated his eyes, but it felt weirdly pleasing. His shift was almost done and he could not wait to get replaced.

“ Hey, tired already?” Julie asked, walking up to him from the mansion.

“ Nah, I was just getting up,” Max replied.

“ Whatever, joker. Why don’t you get in? The kids are preparing breakfast,” Julie said, thumbing the mansion.

---

Max looked apprehensively at his plate on what was supposed to be his breakfast. There were several globs of yellowish, gooey pieces that seemed to be coated in what looked like half-boiled eggs. Stripes of bacon were fired beyond recognition and there was a half-stick of a carrot that lay on his plate. The only thing that seemed edible was his orange juice that thankfully came from a carton box.

“ Hey, may I know what the heck I am having here?” Max asked loudly.

Rick skidded out of the kitchen, dressed in an apron with words that read: “ Chef”. He was in a mess, with pieces of eggshells pasted all over him by some kind of a sticky sauce. He was holding a frying pan in his hand that contained a very ugly looking material that was probably not even worthy of fertilizer.

“ Haven’t you eaten French toast before?” Rick demanded, putting his free hand on his hip.

“ You call this French toast?” Max asked, rather appalled.

“ Yeah, if not what then?” Rick asked. His sister, Vanessa poked out her head behind the kitchen wall to look at the talk between them.

“ I’ve seen better French toasts than this, and they were made by people who can’t even cook, namely me,” Max retorted, poking the squishy looking ‘toast’.

“ Look, I know it looks like crap, but trust me, it tastes pretty good,” Rick replied, walking back to the kitchen to continue his cooking. Max wondered why his grandfather allowed him to take over the reins in the kitchen.

Max picked up a slimy piece and took a tentative bite. He hated to admit it, but Rick’s French toast actually tasted pretty good, although the taste was nowhere near being a French toast. He tasted a lot of seasoning in the toast, especially pepper. He dropped the piece as he later realized that his hand was now covered in sticky goo that looked like egg white.

“ Oh, hey, you free at 12?” Rick asked, popping back up.

“ I’ve got to start my duty by then,” Max replied, looking around for a serviette.

“ Great, you can then drop us by the cinema!” he cried.

“ What for?”

“ Duh? We are going to watch a movie, obviously,” Rick said, making a face.

“ Hey, I’m a security guard, not your driver,” Max replied.

“ And I’m your boss, and the other bigger boss asked you to anyway, so you can’t complain,” Rick said, folding his arms. He then sniffed the air, then cried “ Oh, shit, my breakfast is burning!” and ran back into the kitchen. Max could smell the smell of burnt meat coming from the direction of the kitchen.

---

Mercury felt himself being lifted of his seat in the cell in which he spent the night in. Two burly looking policemen were escorting him somewhere to be transported to an unknown destination.

Mercury felt like he was trapped in a nightmare. He had spent the entire night observing the policemen that were guarding his cell. They had showed symptoms of infection, infection of the newer prototype virus that had been created in the labs of Umbrella.

Umbrella had been in the business of experimenting with biological weapons for a long time, especially using viruses to turn human and other beings alike into the walking dead. Aggravatingly, since the U.S. government had not stopped them from fully dissolving, they had made a groundbreaking new improvement in the original T virus they used.

They made the new virus airborne.

The older viruses could only spread mainly through water or from direct contamination from a host that was already infected. The new virus, named the TS virus, could spread through air, creating a whole newer game in biological warfare.

The original T virus was inserted with samples of human DNA from an unknown source. This somehow allowed the virus mutate and being able to spread through air.

However, the virus had a flaw: the virus self-destructs after it infects its host. Since the human DNA has made it volatile and virulent, the virus quickly infects the host and mutates rapidly, in after which, it destroys itself, leaving the remnants of the old T virus inside to do the work, leaving the host’s body in a wreck. Thus, the only way to reproduce extra samples of the virus was to regenerate it using the original sample. To Mercury’s knowledge, there was only one sample under Umbrella’s care.

It did not make sense to him. Umbrella would not waste their only precious sample and spread it in a place like this. Wasting their sample here means an outbreak of the virus was imminent, but to Umbrella, it means that they have lost a potential goldmine.

Chris would not have let the virus loose here. He had contacted Chris to ask his help in retrieving the virus from Umbrella. If he did get hold of it, the last thing he would do would be to let it loose.

So, it left Mercury with only one conclusion: Someone else other than Umbrella or Chris had set the virus loose here. Mercury could not speculate who it was.

He was brought to the jail’s car park. Inside, a large armoured truck was waiting to transport him to an unknown destination. Several police cars were also geared up to escort the armoured truck. Several police personal were donning armoured jackets and loading their weapons as they got into their vehicles.

Mercury looked around as he was unceremoniously pushed inside the armoured truck. This sucks, most of them have already been infected!
-
Dalton shook of his stupor as he saw a number of vehicles drove out of the jail. An armoured truck was being escorted by four police cars. All the vehicles headed south.

Dalton kicked the starter to his bike. The vehicle roared to life as the engine revved up loudly. Seating himself properly, he rode off, following the armoured truck closely.

---

Iris chewed on her toast quietly as Phoenix packed their stuff into small bags. He wore a brown leather jacket to keep his weapon hidden within him. He loaded all his ammo clips into his jacket and slung a bag over his shoulders.

“ When you are done, take that bag and head to the door. We’ll be leaving soon,” Phoenix said.

“ Hey…” Iris started. Phoenix stopped walking and looked at her.

“ Sorry about what happened to your wife,” Iris said timidly.

Phoenix gazed at her for a while, then replied “ Thank you.”

“ What was she like?” Iris asked, venturing deeper.

“ Why are we going into this?” Phoenix asked.

“ I just want to know,” Iris replied.

“ She is just very much like you in everyway, the way you talk, the way you act and the way you behave, except that you don’t wear sunglasses like her,” Phoenix replied. Iris started giggling, but stopped when Phoenix gave her a look that said that he was not joking.

Phoenix picked up a phone and dialled a number Dr. Pickton had given him. Iris went back to her toast, before asking “ What else…?”

Phoenix raised his finger at her, signalling that he wanted to end the conversation. Dejected, Iris went back to her breakfast as Phoenix waited for the receiver to pick up the phone.

“ Hey!” the receiver said.

“ This is Phoenix…”

“ Wait a sec!” the female on the opposite end replied, cutting Phoenix off abruptly before he could finish his sentence. “ There is a problem, major one!”

“ What is it?” Phoenix asked, not liking the sound of it.

“ I can’t land at the specified helipad. The U.S. Internal Security has ordered a lockdown on all aerial vehicles on Specter Island and they have forbidden any other vehicles to enter. I can’t get in Specter Island without getting shot at for boarding a helicopter!” The female frantically replied.

“ What do you mean by that?” Phoenix demanded. Iris looked up from her plate, sensing something amiss.

“ I mean what I said. You can’t even board a plane in or out of Specter Island right now. They claim that they were putting up security just for the meantime and it will be over soon, but it’s a load of bullshit. I think something wrong is going on there. I just don’t know what. I’ll return a call if I can do anything about it. Other than that, you’ll need to do something else about it,” the caller answered, hanging up.

Phoenix stared at the phone in disbelief. Is this even happening?
“ Eat that. We are leaving now. Something wrong is going on here!” Phoenix said, jumping up.

---

“ Yay!” Rick exclaimed as he skipped around the cinema’s entrance. The afternoon sun was now bearing down on Max and he was starting to sweat. Not wanting to loose Rick and Vanessa in the crowd of people at the cinema, he ran up to the entrance, nearly missing a speeding car.

“ Hey, can’t you stay close for a while?” Max scolded.

“ Ah, what’s wrong? Can I go buy my tickets now?” Rick asked, practically bouncing.

“ Yes, yes, go ahead,” Max sighed. Rick skipped off towards the ticket counter to buy tickets for his movie.

Max sighed. He felt reluctant to act as a driver and babysitter. Certainly, it was much more interesting to watch Rick’s antics, but this was not written in the job description.

“ You seem bored already after one day,” a voice called out to him.

Max spun around and exclaimed loudly “ Kimmy!”

“ Hey, pipe it down a little. You sound like some kid who never got a birthday present or something,” Kimmy scoffed.

“ Yeah, never had many. What brings you here?” Max asked.

“ Catching a movie. And what brings you here?” Kimmy asked back.

It was at this precise moment that Rick came running up to him, waving a couple of tickets in his hands while his sister followed behind with a cup of popcorn and cried “ Yay, got tickets! Hey, is she your girlfriend?”

“ Babysitting kids? I thought you were a security guard,” Kimmy replied, arching her eyebrows.

“ Yeah, one of the perks,” Max sighed.

“ Hey, Maxie, a lot of people here look sick,” Rick retorted, pointing to the general vicinity. Max took a good look around. He could see a lot of people coughing and sneezing, as well as rubbing their heads. These people also had bloodshot eyes, though some were more visible than the others. It reminded Max that Prof. Mason was also coughing and sneezing quite a lot this morning.

“ I wonder if there is an epidemic going on. A lot of people are getting sick all of a sudden,” Kimmy said.

“ Where? In your university?” Max asked.

“ Yeah, my friends seem to have caught it too,” Kimmy said.

“ Oh, crap, we can’t talk here! I’m late for work. Julie will pick you up later, kid!” Max said, jogging off.

“ Hey, you haven’t answered my question! Are you his girlfriend?” Rick asked, turning to Kimmy now that Max was gone.

---

Max drove the car into the garage of the mansion and switched off the engine. He practically jumped out of the car, looking frantically at his watch. As expected, Julie was already not at the guard station. He ran towards the mansion and entered, ready to get into his uniform and go to work. As soon as he opened the door, he stopped in his tracks.

The mansion's butler lay dead on the floor.

Max did not know the man well, except that he was the one in charge of maintaining the house. He had only seen him once yesterday when he entered Max’s room to check if everything was alright. Now, he lay flat on the floor, his mouth wide open and his eyes rolled to his head.

“ What the hell?” Max cried. “ Prof. Mason!”

“ He’s also dead,” Julie’s voice floated from what looked like Prof. Mason’s study room.

Max ran towards the study room. As he burst into the room, he saw Julie standing by Prof. Mason. He was propped on his chair, his mouth agape and his eyes rolled up, just like his butler. Max did not need to check that he was dead.

“ What…what happened here?” Max asked, still reeling from what had happened.

“ I don’t know, Max. When my time was up, I came in. I found them just like they way they were…” Julie stammered.

Taking a deep breath, Max took a bold step in. The study was relatively untouched. Books and boxes were piled nicely by the mahogany shelves. There were several ivory boxes that lay by his side. Cabinets filled with unknown treasures from around the world were proudly exhibited only for him to see.

Max spotted a wooden box on the Professor’s table. There were several pieces of papers inside, along with a bottle of bluish liquid. One piece was stained green.

“ You think he poisoned himself?” Julie suggested, feeling scared.

“ I don’t think so…” Max replied. He noted a cut on the Professor’s fingers. Feeling bold, he took a piece of paper and dripped some of the bluish liquid on a piece of paper. He then gingerly took the Professor’s stiff fingers and squeezed out a little blood. As soon as the blood touched the paper, it turned green.

“ I think this was for testing his blood for something. Don’t ask me for what,” Max said, stepping back to look at the Professor.

“ I think this looks like his will or something…” Julie said, spotting a piece of document on the dead man’s desk. She went closer to get a look at it.

Max stared at the Prof. for a while. It did not make any sense on how the Professor could suddenly die like this. They way he was placed, it looked like he had the life sucked right out of him. Max suddenly felt that the dead body’s position and features were somewhat familiar to him.

“ My God, it is his will, but I don’t get this. He…he seems to have left…”

Max did not hear what the heck the Professor had left. He suddenly felt the life being sucked out of him as he spotted the Professor’s dead fingers twitch. He thought he had imagined it, but it twitched for the second time.

Now wonder this looks familiar!
“ Julie, get away from him, now!” Max roared.

His warning came a little too late. His eyes widened in horror as the dead man rose from his seat and lunged towards Julie. She did not realize what had happened until she felt a powerful set of jaws clamped down hard on her neck. Max’s mouth fell open as he saw the dead man’s teeth puncture an artery in Julie’s neck, spraying blood all over the desk.

“ …Max…” she gargled as blood started spilling into her mouth. The dead man rose and pushed her back, as it continued to bite at her neck savagely, spurting blood all over the place. She collapsed down on a shelf as the dead man continued to feast on her.

Prof. Mason has turned into a zombie!
The zombie stopped and rose to its feet, turning its attention now to Max. Max yelled in horror, turning around and making a lunge towards the door as the zombie hobbled after him.

This can’t be happening!
Unfortunately, it was.

Max was not sure, but the zombie seemed to be running pretty quickly. “ Damn pieces of shit, you didn’t used to run that fast!” Max yelled.

He heard another moan, and he skidded to a halt just in time. The butler had now arisen from the dead and was now hobbling towards Max. He made a sharp twist to the right, the zombie’s fingers missing him by a fraction as he dashed towards the staircase.

Survival instinct overtook his sense of fear. He needed a weapon, and fast. He knew he kept his S&W .357 Magnum revolver in his room. Tearing up the stairs, he made his way to his room.

At once, he regretted for never picking the initiative to clean his room. His room was in a mess, and the gun was nowhere to be seen. He instantly dived into the mess and felt around for his gun, throwing pieces of paper away. All the while, he could hear the footsteps of something coming close to him.

His hand gripped on something metallic. He felt jubilated as he drew out his revolver from a bunch of clothing. Cocking it, he turned around and raised it up as the butler entered his room. Taking aim at its head, he pulled the trigger a little harder than he needed. He heard a faint click as the trigger hit the empty barrel.

He could have sworn the zombie smiled.

He leaped aside as the zombie lunged at him, cursing the fact that he emptied his gun last night. He tripped on a piece of cloth, sending him crashing on the floor. As he tried to recover from the blow, he spotted a bullet underneath his bed.

He frantically crawled towards the bullet as the zombie came upon him. Grabbing the bullet, he frantically tried to stuff it inside the cartridge. The zombie dropped on him, its mouth wide open, ready to take a bite. The bullet slid into the chamber, and Max pointed it at the first opening he saw.

The blast was deafening, maybe due to the close quarters or due to the fact he had not used a gun in a long time. He winced as bright red blood came splattering all over him as he blew the zombies brains to bits, blowing a large gaping hole in its head. The zombie shifted slightly, then dropped down on Max, really dead this time.

“ Move over!” he grimaced, pushing the body over. He went over to a drawer and opened it. He took out all the spare ammunition he had for the gun, which consisted of only a dozen shots. Loading his revolver, he took a peek at the streets below.

He could not believe his eyes. People were frantically running around as dozens of zombies walked all over the place, each vying for a bite of warm human flesh. Max had to tell himself this was another outbreak, just like the one that happened in Raccoon city. He felt he was trapped in a never-ending nightmare.

He stormed down the stairs, spotting the zombie that was formerly Prof. Mason looking up at him suddenly. He discharged a bullet at its face, blowing it to kingdom come. He walked in the study room, which was bloodied all over.

Julie lay slumped on a shelf, her eyes half open and her mouth seeping out blood. She was drenched in her blood, making her looked like a very horrible, mangled corpse. Max hated doing it, but he started searching through her pockets. He drew out the revolver she had and spare bullets, knowing he would need it more than she did.

As he kept the newfound ammo, he suddenly realized that she was still alive, but barely. She was breathing faintly, but she was not responding.

Max was not sure how long she would last, but he did not like the idea of her lasting like this any longer. It might have been from training as a mercenary, but Max thought it was just the logical thing to do. Besides, it would just lessen the zombie count.

He picked up a letter opener by the desk. Bracing himself, he rammed it deep into her throat. She gargled for a bit, and then she stopped breathing. He checked her pulse just to make sure. He was trained to relieve his team members when he was in Umbrella whenever they were beyond help. This was his first time though, and he strangely did not feel too bad about it.

Deciding not to dwell too much about it, he got up and ran out of the mansion, not too sure where he would be taking himself.

Writer's note: The outbreak seems to be happening at a pretty fast rate, but I wanted the story to run quickly. 
I was also told that I made the U.S. President sound like a British. Since I'm not American, I would like to apologise in advance if my characters suddenly don't sound like Americans.
