Chapter 28: Taking Away Everything
     Apparently the speedboat that Rachael had been using was actually stolen from a shop loaning boats for recreational uses from Hawaii. This would actually cause some problems, since the authorities will be looking for it. It was hardly a problem to by worrying about after surviving through a zombie infested island, but Mercury was eager to avoid the authorities. After all, his name had not yet been cleared.

     He looked back at the island, which was slowly becoming smaller and smaller, shrinking into the horizon at the distance. It was almost a forgotten memory already, split apart by a body of water.

     “ How long did you take to get here in this boat?” Mercury asked.

     “ Almost a day. I had to spend the night sleeping under the stars. Thankfully, there was not rain or choppy waters,” Rachael replied.

     “ Max mentioned that you are a Coast Guard helicopter pilot, so I was actually expecting you to come in helicopter,” Mercury confided.

     “ That was my initial plan actually, but unfortunately, no aerial vehicles are allowed to lift off Hawaii, except planes carrying passengers from Hawaii to the mainland. Helicopters were strictly forbidden to take off, and throwing my tantrums in the offices did not help one bit. So, in the end, Jack and I decided to steal a boat to come here. Desperate, really, but what was I to do?” Rachael replied, not missing a beat.
     “ Who’s Jack?”

     “ My boyfriend…well, actually, more like my fiancée, since he lives in my apartment, plans to marry some time soon and we are not virgins already, but there is not official recognition that we are engaged. Something in between I guess,” Rachael said, blushing slightly.

     “ I’ve never heard of engagements needed to be recognized,” Mercury responded.

     “ I meant between us.”

     “ …Oh.”

     “ Anyway, he pretended to play sick to cause a distraction so that I could steal a boat. Worked out well, I guess,” Rachael said, smiling.

     “ They haven’t arrested him, I hope,” Mercury said.

     “ Well, so far not yet, but I have not heard from him since I left,” Rachael said.

     “ Hawaii is pretty far from here. This speedboat can’t contain that much fuel to run this far.”

     “ I know that, that’s why I also stole a nice amount of fuel and packed it behind the boat, along with other essential stuff. But you have just addressed one major problems I have: I have about a quarter tank of fuel left in the engine, and I have some spare enough to fill up one full tank, so if we continue along to Hawaii, we’ll be stuck somewhere along the way in the middle of the ocean,” Rachael said.
     “ I think I can solve the problem,” Iris piped up.

     “ You can?” Dalton and Rick asked. Mercury found it surprising that all of them were actually listening to their conversation.

     “ My father was supposed to pick me up in one of the uncharted islands around this area. If I can contact him, I suppose I can arrange for him to pick us up,” Iris said.

     “ Don’t you know the coordinates?” Dalton asked.

     “ Unfortunately, no, since I’m bad with navigating and geography, so there will be no point in me knowing the coordinates. Besides, Phoenix and I were going to get off Specter Island via a helicopter before the outbreak broke out and there was an aerial lockdown over the area,” Iris explained.
     “ Why were you about to leave before the outbreak? And who’s Phoenix?” Rachael asked quizzically.

     “ Long story. May I?” Mercury asked, handling out his palm to show that he wanted Rachael’s hand phone. She quickly gave it to him and he passed it on to Iris, who dialed quickly.

     “ Talking about an aerial lockdown, you did not receive any resistance coming here?” Mercury asked.

     “ Strangely, no. I did not see any ships or planes or choppers. I guess the government mainly enforced it at the nearest areas where they think people might take off on air or by sea. I don’t think they’d expect a small piece of junk like this to travel too far. Well, we can’t travel too far. We don’t have enough fuel to finish the return journey,” Rachael replied.

     Rachael spun around when she felt someone tap her lightly on her shoulder. “ Here, speak through this. The female will tell you the coordinates where my father can pick us up,” Iris said. Rachael took the phone immediately. However, before she could even speak or listen to a word, everyone’s attention was captured by Rick’s loud cry.

     “ Holy shit! Look at that!”

     Everyone turned to look at what Rick was pointing at. It came from the direction of the island. It took some time for everyone to comprehend what they saw, but Mercury was the first to realize what it was and gasped “ Oh God…”

***

     Max skidded to a halt next to Kimmy’s limp body. He gingerly placed his hands on her as he started to check on her status. She groaned and winced in pain, twitching her limbs slightly, but her eyes stayed shut. 

     There was an entry wound in the middle of her abdomen, probably a rifle shot. The red stain where the bullet entered had gotten larger now, but she was not bleeding seriously. Max hoped that it had not hit any of her vital organs. Her breathing was shallow but steady. He knew he had to act fast in order to save her, although he realized his act was ironic: he had ordered his sister to leave once she had picked the rest of the survivors up and he guessed it was an impossible task to get off this island with all the danger that was roaming around.

     But he was not the one who will  just let her be. He opened the bag he had and took out whatever medical supplies he had. He cursed as he could not find any bandages. He had some on, but those were for his wounds. His long pants were made out of a sturdy, tough material that would be useless as a bandage and was too difficult to rip apart. He was considering the idea of taking off his own bandages when a thought occurred to him that he did not necessarily needed to use his own articles.

     He ripped off Kimmy’s shirt and took it off her body. He then shredded it so that the bloodied area was separated from the clean side. Tossing his makeshift bandage aside, he started observing her wound.
     The little round wound was visible near her belly-button, a small but constant supply of blood seeped from it. He unsheathed a trench knife and heated it with fire from a lighter he had, hoping it would sanitize it to reduce the chance of infection. He did not heat it too long in fear of hurting Kimmy further. 

     He felt her twitch as he drove the tip of the knife into her wound. The wound was quite shallow and he could already feel the knife touching the bullet that was lodged inside her. He slowly dug it out, hoping that he did not do too much damage since he was not a qualified doctor. As the metallic object came out of her, he wondered if he should have just cleansed her wound and bandaged her instead of doing this.

     There was a bottle of wine inside the bag had he hoped it would work sufficiently as a disinfectant. He poured and cleaned her wound with the alcohol before tying her wound tightly with her clothing. All the while as he did his work, he tried his best not to ogle at her exposed breasts which were only covered with a bra.
     With that, he slowly picked her up and went to the closest shadiest spot, which was a tree nearby. He sat down on the stump of the tree, resting her head on his legs as he was just too tired to adjust her body. He sort of like zoned out for a while, the days events taking a toll on him plus the events the night before. He knew he was out for some time, but he was immediately awake as he felt something stir.

     The first thing Kimmy saw was Max’s face looking down rather contentedly at her. It took several seconds for her to register the coldness around her body, which was caused by the lack of her shirt, which was used as a bandage, on her body. She felt woozy, probably from the lack of blood in her body. She knew that she had passed out for some time, but all she could manage to say was: “ Where the hell is my clothes, you pervert?”
     “ Look, it was not like I could find any bandages,” Max defended himself.

     Both of them looked at each other for a while, then laughed and giggled at the hilarity of their position despite their situation. 

     “ What the hell happened?” Kimmy asked at last when she felt it was too painful to laugh any further.

     “ You got shot at by some fucker in a helicopter,” Max said, his face suddenly showing concern. “ Don’t worry, I nailed that son of a bitch real good. I decided to stay behind and look after you. I couldn’t just let you waste here all alone.”
     “ Stay behind? Where are the others?” Kimmy asked, surprised.

     “ I had asked,…okay, lied to them, to leave. This place isn’t safe any more. There are helicopters roaming about the area and I was worried that they might get shot at if they stayed on this island too long. The sooner they get away from this island, the better. But, I guess that means that we are stuck here,” Max explained.

     “ Aren’t we going to find another escape route?” Kimmy asked.

     “ To be frank, no. You’re badly injured, and there is no way in hell that you can move in this condition. I’ve just finish a fight with a helicopter and now I’m too tired to move any further. We are left with a handgun and several clips, some useless stuff, edible material and a bag. I can carry you for about a hundred meters, but that’s as far as I can possibly go today. If anything comes, and we are out of bullets, that’s going to be the end of us,” Max explained. 

     Kimmy looked at him forlornly, but then accepted it as fate. Max somehow thought that she would feel depressed, but in fact it was the opposite. She raised her hand to his cheek, smiling at him.

     “ Fine by me. Looks like we have the whole island to ourselves,” she said. “ Besides, looks like we are in a very romantic situation here,” she continued, pointing out the fact that Max had allowed her to lie on his laps.

     “ Look, it’s not what you think it is,” Max responded, but Kimmy beat him to the draw. He pulled his face gently forward to hers and locked her lips with his. Max was taken aback, but he somehow needed the sensation of them together he just had to keep it there. 
     He heard a lot about kissing that was supposedly very important in relationships and couples. He heard all about how there are many nerve endings upon one’s lips, and how kissing was a great stimulus to both partners, something passionate and romantic and powerful at the same time. Max was not sure what Kimmy felt right now, but he felt nothing in his nerves that said that kissing was very stimulating.

     So why do I feel so great?
     Kimmy broke the kiss after a while. She gave him an appraising look before saying “ Your kiss sucked.”

     “ Sue me, I’m still a virgin,” Max said, grinning.

     “ That’s no excuse,” Kimmy replied.

     “ Then how about this?” Max asked, going down to her and kissing her once more. This time, he was more passionate and he placed more effort to it. He was not sure how to really kiss a girl, so he merely rubbed his lips against hers, holding on for sometime longer before breaking off. “ How’s that?”

     “ You still suck, but I guess I’ll give you an A for effort,” Kimmy replied.

     Max wanted to say something else, but a loud sonic boom interrupted him. He was slightly alarmed at the sound of the noise, his head sprung up looking at where the noise came from. He spotted it immediately. 

     Exactly south of where they were, according to the direction of the sun, about seven flares shot up into the sky, bright incandescence shining brightly at the end of the flares. Unfortunately, they were too far away and rising at an insane speed into the clouds in the sky to be flares. Looking closer, Max noticed a metallic lining around the flares.

***

     “ Missiles…” Mercury gasped.

     “ Missiles?” Dalton exclaimed. 

     “ Yes, no doubt, missiles. It looks like Specter Island is its target,” Mercury said.

     “ Why would they want to blow up the island?” Rick asked. All of them were now looking at the seven smoke trails moving heavenwards towards the sky, almost disappearing into the sky.

     “ Well, it is obvious: Eradication. To wipe out everything that has been infected by the virus. This is what they did to Raccoon City, where they blew it into a large smoking crater with a several bombs. It is almost impossible to destroy all the zombies with conventional weapons,” Mercury explained.

     Rick thought for a while, then asked “ You know, you said that the government ordered a lockdown in such a way that they might be aiding Umbrella in retrieving what was left of the virus. So, wouldn’t blowing it up destroy everything?”

     “ Yes, I know…I don’t really understand…” Mercury mused.

***

     “ Nuclear missiles…” Max gasped, looking at the whole load of explosives being discharged into the sky.
     “ I don’t really think that they would use radioactive bombs to blow up Specter Island. It will make it inhabitable for sometime…Hmm, didn’t they blow up Raccoon city using conventional missiles?” Kimmy asked, looking at the spectacle in the sky.

     “ Well, here’s a thought: would they actually want to build another city on an island like this?” Max questioned.

     “ Point well taken…” Kimmy replied.

     Both of them stared at the missiles as they disappear into the clouds high above. They did not speak for while. Kimmy later broke the silence by asking “ You know, the government issued a lockdown over this place in order for Umbrella to carry out its research on the virus, why would they want to destroy it now?”
     “ Maybe they decided not to help, or someone else decided to intervene. Either way, it is good in a way. Specter Island will be nothing more than a memory after this,” Max replied. 

     “ You know, it’s strange that both of us are not alarmed that we are about to become dust particles in maybe a few minutes,” Max said, staring at Kimmy.

     “ Not like we can help it,” Kimmy said.

     Max felt that she was right. It was all over for them. He could somehow feel the end of them coming already. He had no strength to continue. The missiles would come, and once they did, they would be nothing more than particles of dust after this. A welcoming relief after what he had been through. He turned his attention to Kimmy, who was looking at the sky serenely without a care in the world. He somehow felt that he should do something more than just give up.

     A sudden soft pop was heard and Max looked around for the source of the noise. “ Did you hear that?” he asked, his eyes warily looking around for any signs of danger, which were mainly in the forms of zombies and hunters. So far, he could spot none.

     “ I heard that, alright. I can also see it,” Kimmy replied apprehensively. Max spotted her staring at his chest and he moved his eyes in that direction as well.

     There was a dart about 4 inches in length with its pointed needle already embedded into his body, piercing his bandages. He wrapped his hands around it and pulled it out, wincing slightly as it stung. He did not need to be told that it was a tranquilizer dart, because he had already started to feel the effects.
     His eyes started spinning as he felt back onto the tree. He could just about hear Kimmy’s voice calling out his name. He felt a strong wind buffet against his body and soon enough, a helicopter landed down just right in front of them. The last thing he felt was somebody pulling him up and dragging his body along.
