Chapter 29: Reunion
     Max felt like he was in heaven, or he was dreaming, or both. His body seemed very light and his head was spinning around in circles. He tried clenching his fists, but he felt like his arms had been disconnected from his body. He tried to shake off the stupor, trying to shake his head to clear his mind.
     He could hear some sounds coming from the background, mainly shouting, one voice in particular was a female which sounded really familiar to him. The fog was starting to lift and he could hear the voices clearer. The female was saying something about not doing it while the other male voices were just mocking her. It suddenly hit him that the voice belonged to Kimmy.

     At once, the fog around him started to lift. He felt himself regaining control over his body. He vaguely remembered that he was shot with a tranquilizer dart, but that was of no importance now since he was fully awake.

     But apparently he was wrong. As he jumped to his feet, he suddenly felt that he had no control of his balance. Unable to control himself, he toppled to the left, knocking himself hard on the floor. A roar of laughter followed for sometime as he tried his best to get up again.

     He did his best to recover his senses quickly, looking around his surrounding. He was in a hold of what looked like a helicopter. He could hear the sound of the rotors spinning loudly above him. The helicopter was mainly empty, the seats by the side not taken except by him a few seconds ago. 

     There were seven other people along with him in the helicopter. Four were dressed in army uniforms. Max did not need to be told that they were the Navy Seals that had been hunting them for sometime now. Two of them held Kimmy, who looked worse for wear, with their arms around her half-naked body, telling Max what they had intended to do earlier before Max’s intrusion. Two others were seated at the front, the pilots of the bird.

     “ Looks like our package recovered pretty quickly,” someone said.

     “ What the fuck do you think you are doing with her?” Max asked, pointing an unsteady finger at Kimmy.

     “ None of your business kiddo,” one of them said, turning around his attention to Kimmy.

     “ Hell, you keep your hands off her!” Max yelled, stepping forward. However, the Navy Seals blocked his way, and since all four of them looked like they were twice his size, he felt it was prudent not to fight them.
     “ So what? She your girlfriend or something?” another one sneered.

     “ Yeah, sort of,” Max replied.

     All four of them burst out laughing, some of them grabbing their bellies and almost dropping on the floor. Max felt that their situation was a dangerous one, and he needed to gain an upper hand before they started outraging Kimmy’s modesty. She looked at him weakly, her face pale and sweaty and she was too weak to talk. Max figured she probably got an infection from the wound and it was giving her a fever. The problem was this rowdy bunch of assholes did not look like they gave a damn.

     Max started to think why was he here. Why would a group of them wanted him dead and another deciding to carry them on-board? It did not make any sense to him, but things did not need to make any sense right now. 

     “ Release her or else…” Max threatened.
     “ Or else what?” All of them started to advance on him, the two holding Kimmy placing her aside. The pilot looked at the commotion for a while before looking back in front of him. One of the Navy Seal’s hand went towards the side of his vest. Max though that he would go for his pistol holster, but instead, they guy drew out his knife. All for the better then…
     “ Kimmy, I think you better not see this,” Max replied, trying to keep a serious expression the best he could. The Navy Seals watched in apprehension and disgust as Max started to unbuckle his pants. His zipper was stuck a little bit, and he had difficulty pulling it down. He had to jump a little to break it loose and when it did, Kimmy’s eyes widened in fascination as he dropped his pants to the floor and stood stark naked in the hold.

     “ Fuck, you some kind of a faggot?” one of them asked, a look of utter disgust apparent on his face.

     Max knew confidently he had beaten them. He reached down to his pants and retrieved the .357 Magnum Prof. Mason had issued him for his job as a security guard. He had almost forgotten that he had stuffed the gun in his pants. It had apparently slipped down his pats down to his rear end and the Navy Seals did not confiscate it from him, probably because they don’t want to search his ass.
     “ Yup, I’m a faggot, alright, and this is my cock you son of a bitches. .357 Magnum, made from solid steel, all primed and ready. Guess what, it is fully loaded, enough for all of you bastards,” Max grinned, aiming the revolver at them. He heard something that vaguely sounded like a chuckle coming from Kimmy, but he could not be sure of that when he was busy with the Navy Seals
     One of the Navy Seals immediately reached for his gun. Max saw him move and did not hesitate. There was a loud bang as he fired his gun at the man, blowing his brains apart. The second figured he could beat Max to the draw, but he was wrong and for that he had his brains blown out.

     “ Sorry, kids, I forgot to tell you that I have an excellent aim,” Max proudly declared. In fact, he was not really good at aiming and both his headshots were just very lucky, but the Navy Seals did not need to know that.
     Having gotten his intentions through, the other two backed-up away from him with their hands raised. Max glared at one of them as he moved too close to Kimmy, willing him to move away. One of the pilots made a grab for the radio, hoping Max would not notice somehow. He found out later that Max did with a bullet through his head. The second pilot screamed in terror as he watched his comrade’s brains open up. 

     The killing had numbed him somewhat, but he told himself its killed or be killed. He might regret his actions in due time, but morality did not bother him right now. 

     “ Alright, I’ve got a couple of options for you: Jump off the helicopter or I’ll kill you,” Max said coldly.

     “ We are in the middle of the ocean,” one objected.

     Max immediately aimed for his head and pulled the trigger, killing him in an instant. “ That’s it not my fucking problem. So, what’s your choice?” Max asked, aiming his revolver at the last one standing. He did not hesitate: he immediately launched himself through the helicopter’s open door and down towards the deep blue sea.

     “ What about me?” the remaining pilot asked, obviously terrified. 
     “ You fly, and I’ll spare your life,” Max said, pressing the steel barrel onto his temple. The pilot winced in pain as he felt the hot barrel make contact with his skin.

     “ If you kill me, this helicopter will drop, and you’ll die as well,” the pilot threatened, although it was a very weak threat.

     Max pulled the dead body of the pilot out of his seat. He strapped himself on, always keeping his aim onto the pilot’s head. “ I know that, but although I haven’t driven one in some time, I don’t believe my skills are that rusty,” Max snarled. The pilot whimpered, realizing he could not threaten him further. Max turned to Kimmy and winked at her, in which she replied with a weak smile.

     “ Where…Where are we heading?” the pilot asked.

     “ Just fly for a while and don’t ask questions will you,” Max demanded, pressing the gun harder onto the man’s temple. “ I’ll be doing the questioning here. First of all, who ordered you people to come?”

     “ I don’t rightly know…” the pilot replied. Max cocked the revolver.

     “ Please, seriously, I don’t know. Order’s came from the higher echelons, I don’t know who ordered it. Anybody with enough political or military leverage could have called us up. The only thing I know is that there was a presidential approval for this mission,” the pilot replied.

     Presidential approval? That would mean the big guy in the White House in involved in this mess!
     “ What were your orders?” Max asked.

     “ We were ordered to come here and try to retrieve the TS virus from its host if possible. Our second objective was to ensure nobody leaves the island until the issued order had been stopped,” came the answer.
     Max thought for a while, then asked “ Why did you all pick both of us up?” 

     “ We had observed you destroy a helicopter by yourself. Apparently, after we relayed the information, some of us figured that the reason why you could have taken the helicopter down single-handedly was due to the fact that you were infected by the virus and it had somehow altered your body to serve as a B.O.W. The girl there was just an extra the rest of them decided to pick up,” the pilot replied.
     “ How far are we from the island?” Max asked.

     “ A few miles off,” the pilot replied.

     He looked at the controls for a second, contemplating upon something. “ Switch on your radar,” Max ordered.

     “ Why?”

     He was answered by Max pressing the barrel harder onto his temple.

***

     Jason looked into the sky as the helicopter approached him. It landed upon the flat, grassy area near the airport. Mindful to keep his head low, he slowly ran towards the chopper, ready to take him away from this nightmare.

     “ About time  you got here,” Jason told the pilot.

     “ I would not need to fetch you if you did not screw up releasing the virus, Jason. So, don’t blame me, because it is your entire fault,” the female pilot replied.

     “ Whatever, you say, Marie,” Jason sighed, dropping down onto the hold as his sister lifted the helicopter off, leaving the island forever.

***

     “ Hell, a helicopter is approaching us!” Rick yelled.

     Mercury looked behind him and his heart fell. Indeed, a helicopter was approaching them at top speed. Reflexively, he and Dalton dove for their guns, although they were not sure that rifle bullets could dent the helicopter’s armour. Just as they were about to fire, a voice called out to them from the exterior speakers of the helicopter:

     “ What the hell is your problem? The first thing you want to do when you see me again is to shoot me?”

     Mercury and Dalton lowered their rifles, wondering if the pilot was playing a joke with them. Apparently Rick understood the joke, as he jumped up and cried “ Max, it is you.” as loud as he could. 

     “He’s alive…” Mercury said. He could have sworn that Max was lying over the phone, and so had Rachael.

     “ Where to next fellas? Know where you all are heading? Oh, and just to let you know, Kimmy is safe with me, but she had developed a fever from an infection from the shot, but she’s fine,” Max said.

     All of them nodded their heads.

     “ Great, I’ll follow all of you,” Max said. The helicopter then slowed down to the speed of the speedboat and continued along the way.

***

     “ Are you sure they will come?” a female asked Dr. Pickton.

     “ I am sure of that,” Dr. Pickton replied. The female merely shrugged, not wanting to argue with her employer. She walked back to the helicopter they had brought along and started to check the engine to waste her time. Dr. Pickton stood a few feet away, looking out into the open sea where he stood at the beach.

     He had informed Iris that he would be waiting at one of the islands that were scattered around the area. He looked at his watch, then gazed back to the open ocean. 

     “ It looks like they have arrived,” Dr. Pickton replied. The other female looked up, and spotted it at once. Far away, a speedboat was arriving, and tailing it was a helicopter. Dr. Pickton wanted to raise his arms and signal to the boat, but found that he was held back by his pilot. Moreover, she had taken out her gun and cocked it.

     “ What is that for?” Dr. Pickton asked, alarmed.

     “ Safety precautions,” the pilot replied.

     “ What safety precautions do we need? It is my daughter that’s coming here!” Dr. Pickton raised his voice.

     “ I understand that, but I’m sure Iris did not mention a helicopter, not to mention it is a military helicopter,” she replied. Dr. Pickton felt that she was right in a way. He decided to wait.

     The speedboat soon landed upon the beach, and before it had fully stopped, Iris had already jumped out of the vehicle and was running along the sandy beach to her father. Within seconds, both the father and daughter were together again, hugging each other gratefully and in each others’ tears.
     The helicopter landed some place not far away and as the engine died down, Max emerged from the helicopter cradling Kimmy in his arms. He had his trousers back on to avoid any problems. The rest of them had gotten out of the boat, and Mercury was the first one to greet him.

     “ I see you made it safely out of the island, on a helicopter no doubt,” Mercury grinned.

     “ Well, a person with my expertise would not have any problem,” Max bragged. He was met with a slap coming from Kimmy. 

     “ She’s not feeling too well, that’s why she is acting like this . Do they have any medicine or antibiotics on board?’ Max asked, placing Kimmy gingerly down on the floor. At this point, Rick had already come up to Max and was now hugging him like some long lost brother.
     “ Go ask then,” Mercury said, patting Dalton on the shoulder.

     “ Why me?” he argued.

     “ Just go you lazy bum,” Mercury said. Dalton gave a resigned sigh and walked towards Iris and her father. Max got up when he saw his sister coming up to him, but instead of a hug, she gave him another tight slap as well. He jerked to the right after feeling the hit, reeling back at the hit.

     “ Kinda reminds me of you, you know,” Max grinned at Kimmy.

     “ You had me worried there, you lousy bastard!” Rachael howled, beating Max several times on his chest before deciding to hug him instead. Max patted her as she started crying on his shoulder. He shrugged sheepishly at Mercury and Rick who looked at the exchange curiously. 

     “ Who is she?” Rachael asked, pointing towards Kimmy.
     “ Oh, well, someone I know…her name is Kimmy,” Max introduced.

     Rachael was already down on her knees next to Kimmy, shaking her weak hands. “ Hi, I’m Rachael, and I’d like to apologise on behalf of this half-wit brother of mine to whatever nonsense he had put you through the last few days,” she said. Kimmy took her hand graciously and mouth something like thank you.

     “ Argh!” Max groaned “ Don’t embarrass me in front of her!”

     “ I hear that there is someone who is injured here. Allow me to check. I’m a medical doctor,” Dr. Pickton said, coming up to them carrying a first aid kit, although as he opened it Max noticed it did not contain the normal items in a conventional first aid kit. He untied Kimmy’s bandages and analyzed her wounds. “ Thankfully the wound is just shallow enough to miss her vital organs, if not we would need to send her to a hospital immediately. You did quite well in removing the bullet, kid,” he continued, administering some medicine and proceeding to bandage her wounds with clean bandages this time. Max hated being called a kid, but he liked his praise so he was not about to complain.

     “ I thought you were a researcher,” Dalton noted.

     “ I am a researcher also, but I also have a degree in medicine. Something like a bit of both,” Dr. Pickton said. He started filling up a syringe with some liquid from a bottle.

     “ Should we be leaving?” the female who was with Dr. Pickton asked.

     “ Not yet. These people have been injured. I’ll tend to their injuries as best as I can before we leave. You may get the helicopter ready,” Dr. Pickton replied. The female nodded and turned around to head for their helicopter they had left inland.

     “ Yeah, and no shit, this revolver saved my life!”
     Max was done telling the rest of his companions the events that happened, from the skirmish with the helicopter till his departure from the island. Most of them were inclined not to believe Max’s story, thinking that the part where he blew up a helicopter single-handedly was just too far-fetched. But Kimmy supported his story, and they decided not to argue with him. 

     “ You were damn lucky to get off that island. I thought you were a goner,” Dalton said.
     “ Well, you could say that,” Max replied.

     Almost all of them were now sitting on the beach, just waiting for Dr. Pickton to finish up his work so that they could leave. Rick and Vanessa were now playing in the beach, rather oblivious to getting their shoes wet in the ocean water. They could not understand how Rick’s mind worked. He had just gotten out of a zombie infested island and the first thing he does is have fun.

     “ Well, I’m done here,” Dr. Pickton replied, getting up after he was done bandaging Mercury’s wounds with fresh bandages. “ We’ll need to get you all to a medical center as fast as possible. Let’s go.”

     “ Can we stay a bit longer?” Max asked.

     “ What the hell do you want to stay here for?” Dalton exclaimed, wondering if Max had knocked his head heard somewhere.

     “ I just need to watch that,” he said, pointing his finger into the air. All of them looked at see what Max wanted to look at so much. The missiles were now dropping down from the sky and headed straight for the island.
     “ The last of Specter Island…I just need to see this…” Max said. The rest of them obliged, staying around, watching the missiles fall to the ground.
Writer's note: No idea on where I got the inspiration of Max getting a weapon out of his pants, but that part was pretty funny for me. I started to ponder on how to get him out of the mess and this idea came up. 
I must also note that I'm unfamiliar with bullet wounds. I'm not sure whether a rifle bullet to the stomach can kill a person or how deep it has to be to cause severe damage. So, on Kimmy's part, I'm not too sure on the extent of the damage she received and whether this is possible or not. But this is a fanfic, so don't sue me if I'm wrong...
I know tranquilizers work longer than that then the one on Max, but...explanations will come later.
