Epilogue: Finishing Touches
Three months later
     Max sat quietly on the chair browsing through the papers for anything interesting to read. There was only more news on the recent assassination of the President of the United States and all the conspiracy theories that have been circulating the press, but nothing conclusive has been reported yet. Vice-President Graham, who had taken the reins of the Presidency after the President’s assassination, refused to comment. 

     Max felt that the President’s assassination was rather timely as this allowed Specter Island to be avoided in the news. Specter Island was now a forgotten entity, a mere piece of land that used to exist. Of course, there are still articles going on about what really happen and that everybody was guessing Umbrella’s work in this, but the assassination has taken the heat and attention off the destruction of the island. Max sighed and flipped the page.

     “ I see nothing new,” a voice said.

     “ Yeah, and my life is such a bore right now…not that I’m really complaining,” Max replied.

     Mercury took a seat opposite his. A waitress came up to him to ask if he wanted anything to drink. He ordered some coffee and she left. Max tossed the papers aside and looks at Mercury.

     “ Not worried they might spot you here?” Max asked.

     “ As far as they are concerned, Mercury Cross is as good as dead, so they would not be bothered about me. Besides, this is a very good disguise,” Mercury said.

     Max was not sure he could agree. Mercury was wearing a large hat that was so big it was practically covering his nose. He had a habit of wearing trench coats with very large collars that cover his face. He still retained his habit of wearing tinted goggles, although it was more inconspicuous now with his extra attire. Max could spot him easily: just look for a suspicious looking individual with a trench coat. That was not too hard to find.
     “ You look like some criminal,” Max laughed.

     “ I am,” Mercury replied. He dug into one of his trench coat’s deep pockets and drew out a small bottle of purplish liquid. He placed it on the table and shoved the bottle to Max. Max eyed the bottle quizzically, then quickly grabbed it and stuffed it into his jacket as the waitress returned with Mercury’s coffee.

     “ That’s the vaccine,” Mercury said, sipping his coffee.

     “ I can see that, although I must admit it looks poisonous. How do I take it?” Max asked.

     “ You drink it,” Mercury coolly replied. Max face turned a shade of green.

     He unscrewed the cap, and taking a deep breath, drank the entire bottle in one large gulp. Thankfully, it tasted bland, unlike whatever bitter taste Max had envisioned. 

     “ There, that’s it. There is no need to continue to take the serum to keep your body alive. The virus has been neutralized and you are practically saved,” Mercury said.

     “ Thanks a bunch,” Max replied. “ Anyway, I needed to ask this.”
     “ What is it?” Mercury asked.

     “ How does your ‘serum’ function?”

     “ I don’t get your question,” Mercury asked.

     Max looked around, observing the surrounding area to make sure nobody was looking, then said “ Look, strange thing is, even though you suppressed the virus, the thing is that I was already seriously injured at the time when you administered the serum. However, I was able to get up, shoot off zombies and gun down a helicopter. Somehow, that serum did more than suppress the virus, in my opinion.”

     “ Well,” Mercury said, sighing “ You aren’t wrong in a way.”

     Max raised his eyebrows.

     “ The serum did not only suppress the virus, it combines the virus temporarily with specific cells in your body to create a B.O.W.,” Mercury replied.

     Max stared at him, wondering if he heard it right. “ You turned me into a B.O.W.?”

     “ In a way, yes. It has been noted that B.O.W.s attain more endurance and stamina when infected with the virus. We couldn’t possibly carry you around the place in your state. I had no choice…”

     “ Don’t say, I know that,” Max said. Even though he said that, he still felt a bit grossed out at what Mercury had done to him, although he had no right to complain. 

     “ How’s Kimmy?” Mercury asked.

     “ Recovering. Dr. Pickton says she will be discharged today. I’m picking her up after I fetch Rick and Vanessa from school,” Max replied. He glanced at his watch, then suddenly got to his feet. “ God, I’m late. Why do I never watch the time? See you around,” he said, storming out of the café. Mercury eyed him as he made his way across the car-park to his car, before taking the newspaper Max had left behind and started to browse through it.
***

     “ Is Kimmy coming to stay with us?” Rick asked, leaning in front of Max’s seat from behind.

     “ Why do you ask? And sit back, you numbskull, and wear your seatbelt!” Max exclaimed.

     Since Rick and Vanessa had no close relatives to take care of them now, Max decided to take them in. Sure, his small, apartment block was still in a damn mess, but Rick and Vanessa were not complaining about it. Rachael had allowed them to stay at her place for a while he got things in order. 

     Prof. Mason had left them his entire fortune, which was close to several million dollars, including some estates he had, even in Europe. According to his will, they were allowed to draw a small sum, which was up to several thousand a month, to cover their expanses that their guardian had to spend on them. Rick insisted that it was alright with Max taking care of them, so monetary problems were solved. He did not have to work and he got a few thousand dollars to keep. Of course, he realized that this would only last until Vanessa reached the age of eighteen.

     Max was still unable to figure out why Prof. Mason decided to hire him prior to the outbreak. Max was summoned before the outbreak and Max could speculate as much, that much he knew from what he saw at Prof. Mason’s study. It was the unknown reason that puzzled him.

     Max gave some thought about the fact that Prof. Mason was once, or still is until his untimely death, an employee of Umbrella and the theory Rick gave about Max being there to shuttle them to safety, but there were still loopholes in the theory and plot. If Prof. Mason knew the virus was about to be spread there, why wait? Couldn’t he have sent Rick and Vanessa to safety before then? What compelled him to allow them to stay behind?

     Max had once even figured out another idea: maybe he did not really know yet. Maybe information about the spread of the virus was not known. Unlike Raccoon city, Specter Island was immediately infected within the day. Maybe he really wanted to hire Max for some time now, and the outbreak was just a mere ‘coincidence’. Whatever the reason, Max guessed Prof. Mason took it to his grave.

     Max glanced behind to look at the two kids behind sitting in the backseat. With nowhere to go, Max decided to be their guardian. He was not too sure why he even bothered with a hyperactive boy and a silent girl, but he never questioned his motives before.

     “ Is Kimmy coming to stay with us?” Rick asked excitedly again. There was no stopping him now.

     “ Why do you ask?” Max asked, turning around the corner.

     “ Well, I’ve heard both of you discussing it for some time now. So, tell me!” Rick exclaimed.

     “ Yes, she is,” Max replied warily, hoping Rick would keep his noise level down.

     “ Whoopee!” he exclaimed.

     Max parked his car near the entrance of a small clinic. All three of them got out and headed towards the entrance. Dr. Pickton spotted them immediately and came walking up to them.
     “ Ah, Maximillion Hunter…” he started, bringing up his hand.

     “ Call me Max,” Max replied.

     “ Max, it’s good to see you again. Kimmy will be ready in a short while, so why don’t you wait out here for a minute?” Dr. Pickton replied.

     Kimmy needed to be hospitalized for her wounds she received from the excursion at the island, but they felt it was prudent that they keep it quiet, since the medical officers at the normal general hospitals would ask questions on where she got her gunshot wound. Dr. Pickton ran a small clinic and he had agreed to keep her here till she got better so nobody would ask any questions. It was his way to say thank you, in a way.

     “ I realized I have not really thanked you for taking my daughter off that island yet,” he said.

     “ Please, it was nothing. Besides, I did not do much. You should say thank you to Phoenix,” Max replied.

     The name Phoenix brought back memories, of his past with him and their short and tense friendship. Even though, Max still felt a sense of loss, and he wondered if he could turn back time, would he be able to change anything. No doubt, Phoenix was always cold towards him in a way, but he was the next closest thing he had to a parent, besides his sister. In fact, Max envisioned him to be more of a father figure for him.

     He still did not make any contact with his parents, even after the disaster. Since they probably did not know about him going there, they probably would not be bothered anyway. Rachael had insisted that he speak to them, but he was stubborn. If he considered Phoenix to be something of a father to him, then Dr. Hunter was as good as dead.

     “ Unfortunately, he is not here, and I feel sorry for your loss. Anyway, even if you did not do much, you still did something. I’m grateful for that,” Dr. Pickton replied. Max was not about to argue with that.

     “ And how have you been?” a female voice asked.

     Max turned around to get a good look at Kimmy. She looked considerably thinner after three months mainly in bed, but other than that she looked perfectly normal. Rick and Vanessa went up to her to greet her and she hugged them both warmly.
     “ No hug for me?” Max asked, after she disentangled herself from the two kids.

     Kimmy went up to him and planted a kiss on his cheek. “ Yeah, no hugs for you,” she replied cheekily.

     He merely shrugged in reply. “ I can live with that,” Max said.

***

     “ Thought I’d find you here,” Dalton said to a lone figure dressed in a trench coat sitting at the bus stop.

     “ Yeah, I knew you would,” Mercury replied, looking at his watch.

     “ What the hell are you doing here?” Dalton asked.

     “ My job with Umbrella is not finished, and it looks like it never will. I feel that it is my responsibility to finish it, no matter the cost,” Mercury replied.

     “ Alone?” Iris asked incredulously.

     Mercury spun around to see another familiar face. “ I’m sorry, Iris. I was not aware that you were here. Forgive me,” Mercury said.

     “ Relax, you don’t need to apologizes,” Iris said.

     “ Look, why can’t I come with you?” Dalton asked.

     “ Because I don’t want you in this,” Mercury replied.

     “ That’s rather harsh,” Dalton scoffed.

     “ That’s because I am!” Mercury replied, jumping to his feet. Even with his goggles on, Dalton could feel Mercury’s eyes probing him. “ You are just a kid, Dalton, no matter how hard you have been through life, you are just a kid. Not just a kid, alright, someone important to me! I’m not going to waste you in some foolish pursuit of mine!”

     “ Foolish pursuit? Then why do you bother?” Dalton asked.

     “ Cause it is my pursuit!” Mercury replied. He seemed to calm a little after the outburst, backing off. Catching his breath, he replied, “ It’s because it want it so. There are many things left unsettled and I need to finish them.”

     “ Why not ask Max and Kimmy…”

     “ There is no need to bother other people in this matter, Dalton, and I swear you will keep this to yourself or so help me…” Mercury said. The late night had arrived and Iris flagged it down to stop. There was a loud hiss as the bus came to a full stop next to the station and the doors swung open.

     Mercury picked up his bags and went up the bus, not bothering to look back at Dalton. Both Dalton and Iris stared at the bus for a while, watching it disappear into the darkness of the night.

     “ Hmm, that guy never changes,” Dalton said, patting Iris’s shoulder, signaling that they should leave.

***

     “ What are you thinking about?” Kimmy asked.

     “ What?” Max said.

     “ You have been staring at the ceiling for some time now. What are you thinking about now?” Kimmy asked, nudging herself closer to Max. Rick and Vanessa had already fallen asleep in their own beds. Both of them were snugly snuggled up on his couch.

     Max wrapped his arms around her shoulders and said, “ I don’t know really. I don’t really think much. It’s just that after what we’ve been through in Specter Island made me more critical of Umbrella, I guess.”
     “ Are we against them?” Kimmy asked.

     “ You want to fight some rebellion against them?” Max asked.

     “ I’m been doing that all my life since I lost my brother years ago. It would not matter much now. And in fact, we should. And I insist upon it. Why shouldn’t you?” Kimmy asked. Max was not sure what to answer.

     All of a sudden, his cell phone rang. Max squirmed as he tried to get the vibrating object out of his back pocket as it was tickling him. He pulled out the contraption and pressed the receiver button. “ Hello?” he spoke.

     Kimmy watched as he listened to the phone for a while, his expression going from mild concern, to confusion, then to amusement. After a while, he said, “ Fine, we’ll be there.”

     “ Who was that?” Kimmy asked as Max got off the couch and started dressing up.

     “ Iris. She has informed me that Mercury is up to his usual tricks and he has already headed to the airport to God knows where. But, of course, we know what he is up to. Dalton’s already heading there, and he has asked us to join him,’ Max said.

     Kimmy grinned. “ Sounds like fun,” she said “ Who’s taking care of Rick and Vanessa?”

     “ Iris said she can take care of them for the meanwhile. Coming or not?” Max asked, slipping on the holster for his .357 Magnum, the same one Prof. Mason gave him, on his belt.

     “ I’m coming, of course,” Kimmy said. She looked at his gun quizzically. “ Are you sure you can smuggle guns through airport security?”

     “ If Mercury can do it, I think I can too,” Max said. Both of them were heading from the front door when a voice stopped them in their tracks.
     “ Can I come?” Rick asked eagerly, poking his head out of his bedroom door.

Writer’s note: I’m not sure how the vaccine is administrated, but in RE3 Carlos seemed to have given Jill’s antidote through her mouth, so I’m guessing you have to drink it, so that’s why Max drunk his. For the assassination of the President, that’s for you to guess who. The part where Max mentions Mercury smuggling guns through the airport show that he has been up to something within the three months lapse. And yes, Phoenix is really dead.
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