Chapter 11: The Survivors
     Rachael groaned as she heard her hand phone ring. The sound of the ring was irritating to her ears, moreover since it was the middle of the night. She silently cursed the ringer as she got out of bed to see who it was.

     “ Your boss or something?” someone asked next to her. Rachael turned to look at Jack Breton, her boyfriend, who had also woke up from all the commotion.

     “ My boss doesn’t call me in using my cell phone. Must be my idiot brother,” she groaned. Shaking off her sleepiness, she took up her hand phone and answered it.

     “ Max, damn it, what now?” she groaned, holding her head.

     “ Rachael, we are in trouble! I need your help now!” he yelled loudly.

     “ Max, I’m not in the mood for jokes. This is twice you have woken me in the middle of the night in a week,” Rachael replied, ready to put down the phone.

     However, sleepy as she was, she could hear a lot of noise on the other side. There were wheels screeching and gunfire going of in the background. She heard a faint sound of an explosion at the background. However, the most perceptible sound was that there was a lot of screaming in the background.

     “ Max, what the heck is going on there?” Rachael asked, feeling a chill in her bones. Jack had sat up in bed, wondering what her brother had gotten her worried about. 
     “ There is a big…shit, fuck off!” Max suddenly yelled. Rachael recoiled in shock as she heard a couple of loud gunshots echoing from the phone.

     “ Max, what is going on there?” Rachael demanded.

     “ You know what happened to Raccoon city right?” Max asked. Rachael did not need to be told. She knew it very well.

     “ Well, it’s happening again, here at all places,” Max replied. He sounded like he was driving a car while speaking to her.

     “ What do you want…”

     “ I need you to help me get off this island. Airplanes are not allowed to enter or leave now and there seems to be no boat off this bloody island, and they call this and island. So, I have two options: get someone to fly here and pick us up against government orders, or we swim off this island. My choice is obvious…Call me when you are ready, okay?” he said, cutting off the line.

***

     Phoenix swung the sickle hard the zombie’s hand. There was a sickening cracking sound of metal striking bone, breaking it from the joints. The hand came neatly off its joint, the arteries bursting with blood. Phoenix punched the zombie on the face, forcing it backwards as he closed the lifts doors.

     Iris pulled the severed limb that was still grasping her hair and threw it aside. The fingers still twitched slightly, as if there was still life in it.

     Phoenix pressed the button for the lower floor. After that, he collapsed on the floor to catch his breath. The day’s events were fast unfolding and getting quickly out of hand. He wondered how long he could even last.

     “ Bad day, huh?” Iris said. 

     “ You can say that again,” Phoenix groaned.

     He felt an item in his pocket vibrate. Reaching into his pocket, he retrieved a hand phone that he had carried along with him. He recognized the number listed on the phone immediately.

     “ Phoenix,” came the worried voice of Dr. Pickton.

     “ Speaking,” Phoenix replied.

     “ I cannot say how glad I am to hear your voice. Is my daughter there?” he asked.

     “ Yes, she’s fine,” Phoenix replied.

     “ Phoenix, what is going on there?”

     “ What do you mean?”

     “ The U.S. government has barred anyone, or anything from entering or exiting the island. Something is definitely wrong there, we have not been told what it is,” Dr. Pickton replied worriedly.
     “ Sir, one of Umbrella’s viruses had been spread on the island. I don’t know who did it or why, but this island is crawling with zombies,” Phoenix said. Iris watched passively as both men talked through the phone.

     There was silence on the other end. After what seemed like an eternity, Dr. Pickton replied “ What would your next course of action be?”

     “ We will head towards the 1st island. If possible, we will board a plane or a chopper there, or a boat, although it is unlikely. If we don’t find any means of transportation there, then we are as good as dead,” Phoenix answered with deadly calm.

     “ Very well, I’ll be counting on you,” Dr. Pickton said. Phoenix could feel that he was trying very hard to suppress his anxiety. “ May I speak to my daughter?”

     “ I’m sorry, we are very hard pressed for time now. You can speak to her later when we get the chance, alright,” Phoenix said, switching off the line. The doors of the lift opened and Phoenix reflectively raised his sickle. 

     Dashing down the stairwell, Phoenix launched a hard kick towards a female zombie, making her fly a few feet back and land in a heap on the floor several feet away. Both Phoenix and Iris then made their way to the stationary train that seemed to be waiting for them at the station.

     Phoenix immediately dashed inside and looked around. The train was empty, but several hordes of zombies were closing in on them fast on the outside. Leaving Iris to wait at the passenger compartment, Phoenix ran up to the driver’s compartment.
     The driver of the train had already turned into a zombie, but it had somehow locked itself inside the driver’s compartment, probably when it was still human, and was now stuck inside. It started pounding on the glass door as Phoenix went up to it and aimed his Desert Eagle at it. The singular shot shattered the glass door to pieces and the zombie’s head to bits.

     Pulling the twitching corpse aside, Phoenix gave one quick glance at the controls. The switchboard controlling the train was all controlled by electronic switches. Phoenix flicked a switch and the doors of the train started to close, sealing off the zombies outside. Another switch started the train and it started to move out of the research island.

     “ What a day,” Phoenix sighed, dropping on a passenger seat. Iris took one opposite him.

     “ You can say that again,” she replied. “How are we even going to get off?” 

     “ Being very negative, are we?”

     “ Tell me about it,” Iris pouted. Phoenix looked at her avidly, wondering what to say. He stood up and walked up to her, surprising her slightly by tapping her on her shoulder.

     “ I promised your father and myself I’ll get you off this island, whether it was crawling with zombies or not. And frankly, I hate to break that promise,” Phoenix said softly.

     “ My father…and yourself?”

     “ You remind me of my wife, Iris, not in person but mainly in character. I’d hate to see my wife die twice, especially in a place like this,” Phoenix said, walking off to check the other train compartments to make sure there were no zombies.

     Iris stared at him as Phoenix walked off. 

***

     Max tore down the bridge at top speed, knocking several zombies aside. The car jolted slightly as it tossed a hapless zombie aside each time he hit one. Kimmy was more worried about Max’s driving than getting eaten by a bunch of flesh hungry zombies.
     “ Why do you have to knock them aside?” Kimmy demanded.

     “ What? Do you want me to stop for them? I almost got bitten before because of that!” Max exclaimed. Kimmy thought he had a point.

     “ Hey! Watch out Maxie!” Rick exclaimed loudly, pointing in front of the car.

     Max yelled loudly as he knocked down a large, fat zombie right in front of the car. It went sailing up and its head came smashing down hard on the windscreen, its head splattering like an egg on a rock. A bright red glob stained itself on the windscreen as the body fell off. Max tried to wipe off the mess using the windshield wipers, but it didn’t help much.

     “ Damn, I wonder if he did that on purpose to block my view!” Max spat.

     Max drove the car off the bridge and onto the road again. Kimmy noticed he seemed unsure of where to go, looking around frantically left and right.

     “ Max, do you know where you are going?” Kimmy asked, feeling panicky.

     “ Hell yes, I’m just finding a safe spot to place the car because we have to ditch it soon,” Max replied, turning around a sharp corner.

     “ Why is that?” Rick piped up.

     “ We are out of gas.”

     As if on cue, the engine sputtered and car lost power, starting to slow down. Max cursed, jamming his foot on the brake to bring the car to a full stop. Jumping out of the car, he ordered the rest of them out.

     The zombies surrounding them, seeing new arrivals, started to lumber towards them. Max took them to the left, but the road was cut off by a bunch of zombies. Frantically, he spun right, only at see a zombie reaching out to him. He raised his revolver and fired, blowing its brains apart.

     As he moved them to the corner of the wall, he realized the situation was hopeless. More than a dozen zombies were surrounding them, and more were coming quickly. Max knew that they did not have enough ammunition to take out all of them. He had ten more shots in his revolver and Kimmy had less than half a clip of bullets left in the gun she pilfered. He gave them a fleeting glance, wondering if the bullets were better of used to spare them from an even worse fate.

     Something happened a split second later that changed his mind.

     A large ice-cream truck came roaring down the road, knocking a few zombies aside. Max pushed Kimmy and the kids back as the truck made a 180 degree spin and stopped right in front of them. The rear end of the truck opened, and they saw what looked like a ruffled looking teenager armed with a shotgun.

     “ Come on, get in you idiots!” he yelled. 

     Max would have hesitated for a long time if the situation was not so dire. All four of them clambered on board the truck. As soon as they were on, the truck sped off, tearing down the road.
     “ Thank goodness, I thought I was going to die!” Max said, propped head down on the trucks hold.

     “ Well, that was a close call for all of you then,” the driver of the truck said.

     Kimmy got up to get a look at the driver. He was a young man, about in his late twenties. Dressed in a teal cotton jacket and long nylon pants with matching colour, he looked like an out-of-place punk with his spiky hair. Kimmy had no idea why he had to wear dark goggles which made him look like some futuristic sci-fi alien of some sort.

     “ You don’t own this truck, do you?” she asked.

     “ Nope, but I am not in the position to complain about it,” he replied. 

     “ You got any ammo on you?” the teenager asked.

     “ What?”

     “ Ammo…like in bullets, girl,” the teenager asked again, rather rudely.
     “ Hey, watch your mouth, kid!” Max cried, feeling rather irritated by the teenager.

     “ What’s you problem?” the teenager asked.

     “ Dalton, this isn’t a place for you to start fighting! Now, mind your manners!” the driver yelled. Dalton kept quiet, walking towards a corner of the truck to sulk.

     “ Anyway, do you have any ammo with you?” the driver continued.

     Max quickly checked his stock. “ I have 10 shots left on my revolver and Kimmy here have about half a clip left. The kids aren’t carrying anything,” max said, sighing loudly.

     “ Is that a .357?”

     “ Yeah, why?”

     “ We pilfered some ammo from some dead cops. Dalton, hand some of them over. It’s not much, but we will have to make do with what we have,” the driver said, making a sharp turn. Everyone felt the truck go over a bump on the right side of the vehicle.
     “ Here,” Dalton said, dropping a bag in front of them. Max immediately bent down to take a look. There was a spare 12 gauge shotgun, two Berretta pistols of the 92 series and a .357 revolver plus ammunition for all the guns. Kimmy and Max started taking some of the small supply of ammo.

     “ Hey, don’t take too much,” Dalton scowled.

     “ What’s your problem, kid? You have been harping up our asses since we got here,” Max replied, checking the Berretta pistol.

     “ I’m not a kid!” Dalton yelled.

     “ You look like one,” Max retorted.

     “ Hey, people, there is someone out there!” Rick suddenly exclaimed, looking out the window of the truck.

     Everyone dashed towards the window to see who Rick had spotted. Max immediately recognized the person. “ Hey, stop the truck, driver! Hit the reverse gear!” Max yelled. 

***

     The electric train came to a halt and the doors of the train opened. A zombie bared its teeth at Phoenix. He gave one swing of the sickle he had at its head and the head came off. A generous amount of blood came spurting out from its severed end. Phoenix took a step backwards to avoid getting his clothes messy.

     Phoenix and Iris ran through the relatively empty train station and reached the exit. The scene was about as bad as the research island. Several buildings were on fire. The street was filled with corpses, both human and zombies. There was a pungent smell of burning flesh in the air. Most of the buildings he saw in the area were on fire.

     “ Oh my God,” Iris gasped.

     Raccoon city all over again…Phoenix thought.

     Several seconds later, he heard a low, rumbling sound. A second later, a large ice-cream came thundering by, swooping pass them and kicking up a lot of dust. It rolled over a dead man, crushing his head. A loud yell came from the inside and the truck magically came to a stop. The truck’s rear door opened and Max popped out, waving frantically at Phoenix.

     “ Hey, come on, hitch a ride!” he yelled.

     I’m not dreaming am I?
     Phoenix and Iris wasted not time in scrambling up the truck. A girl inside, whom Phoenix recognized as Kimmy, closed the door immediately as the truck continued on its journey to who knows where.

     “ Hey, buddy, nice to see you again,” Max said, patting Phoenix on his shoulder.

     “ I’m not sure I can say the same thing about you,” Phoenix said, getting up. “ Where are we going in this truck?”

     “ You have any suggestions?” the driver asked.

     “ The airport on Island 1,” Phoenix said.

     “ Why?”

     “ It is the best place to leave this island. Most of the airplanes and helicopters plus boats are located there. It we can get on one of them, we can leave this damned place,” Phoenix said. He noted two young kids in the truck looking at him avidly waving his sickle about.
     “ Wait, what if we can’t find any transport off this island?” Dalton voiced out his opinion.

     “ Then, we are totally screwed,” Phoenix answered curtly.

     “ Who’s you new girlfriend, Phoenix? Aren’t you married already?” Max mused. Iris started to blush at the suggestion 

     “ It’s not what you think it is, Max,” Phoenix replied. Max retorted with a giggle.
     “ A friend of yours?” the driver asked.
     “ Yeah, real old friend,” Max replied.

     “ The situation is a bit rough, so I guess we don’t need introductions that are too formal. My name’s Mercury Cross. What are yours?” Mercury said.

     “ Max Hunter.”

     “ Kimmy Brass.”

     “ I’m Rick Mason, and this is my sister Vanessa.”

     “ Dalton Mynx.”

     “ Phoenix Grant.”

     “ I’m…Iris...Iris Pickton.”

     “ Where we heading now?” Phoenix asked, leaning next to Mercury.

     “ The 1st island, as you said, though it looks like our road is blocked,” Mercury said.

     Further up ahead, the entire road was blocked by vehicles that have crashed into each other. Mercury veered the truck dangerously to the left and crashed through a gate.
     “ This vehicle is useless. It looks like it will be on foot from now on,” Mercury said, jumping out of the driver’s seat while grabbing a shotgun by the dashboard. 

     All of them bailed out of the now useless truck. Phoenix saw that they had crashed in front of the police station. The place looked empty with none of the police officers around the place. They had either succumbed to the virus or they had been killed by the zombies crawling all over the place.

     “ We’ve got company!” Dalton yelled. 

     A group of zombies started to march towards the police station, attracted by the commotion the truck had caused. Several dozen zombies hobbled into the police department’s compound toward a fresh supply of meat. 

     Everybody bolted to the door at once. Max pushed the glass doors open, yelling loudly for the rest to enter quickly. As soon as they were safely inside, he closed the doors.

     “ That glass door isn’t going to hold them back very long,” Kimmy noted. 

     Max and Phoenix acted at once. Lunging for the nearest desk they saw, they pushed the large oak wood table and propped it up against the glass door. They them started to pile a whole load of furniture, from chairs to table lamps, to barricade the entrance. As Max set down his third table lamp, the barricade bulged slightly, but otherwise stayed intact.

     “ Well, that’ll hold them,” Max said, wiping his brow after exerting himself.

     “ Not the ones inside though,” Kimmy said.

     Several police officers had indeed turned into zombies. They lumbered slowly towards them. Thankfully, they didn’t have any brains left to use their guns.

     Dalton coolly stepped forward and fired his shotgun. Rick covered Vanessa’s ears as the deafening roar tore the zombie apart. His second shot caught three of them at once, spraying two in the face and severing an arm of another. He kicked the surviving one down and finished it by crushing its skull under his boot.

     Max surveyed their surroundings. The police department was in total disarray, looking worse than Max on his bad days. Desks were over turned and documents were sprawled all over the place. There was not any evidence of any violence of any sort, a sign that showed probably all the police officers were infected with the virus.

     “ There might be more of them,” Phoenix echoed Max’s thoughts. “ I’ll go look around.” Saying that, he walked off into the inner depths of the building, the sickle ready in his hands. Iris Pickton quickly followed him.
     “ Since we are in a police station, we may as well make full use of it,” Mercury declared suddenly.
     “ Excuse me?” Max asked.

     “ Duh, idiot. This is a police station. We should take all the ammunition we can find in this wretched place,” Dalton said, already using his boot to shove furniture around the place. Everyone scattered themselves around the area to look for useful items.

     They spun around to the entrance as they heard loud banging sounds. The zombies, finding it impossible to enter, were now banging their fists upon the barricade. The barricade still stayed in place, but the banging sounds were very ominous.

     “ I’m worried,” Rick moaned.

     The rest of them continued with ransacking the place. None of them noticed the barricade budge several inches. 
