RESIDENT EVIL
ZERO HOUR

Resident Evil - 00
S.D. PERRY

Prologue

Thetrain swayed and rocked asit traveled through the Raccoon woods, the thunder of itswhedls
echoed by athundering twilight sky.

Bill Nyberg rifled through the Hardy file, his briefcase on the floor at hisfest. It had been along
day, and the gentle rocking of the train soothed him. It was | ate, after eight, but the Ecliptic Expresswas
mostly full, asit often wasfor the dinner hour. It was acompany train, and since the
renovation—Umbrellahad gone to great expense to makeit classicdly retro, everything from velvet seets
to chanddliersin the dining ca—alot of employees brought family or friends aong to experience the
atmosphere. There were usualy anumber of out-of-towners on board aswell, having caught the
connection out of Latham, but Nyberg would have bet that nine out of ten of them worked for Umbrella,
too. Without the pharmaceuticd giant's support, Raccoon City wouldn't even be awide spot in the road.

One of the car attendants walked past, nodding at Nyberg when he saw the Umbrélapin on his
lapd. The smdl pin marked him asaregular commuter. Nyberg nodded back. A flicker of lightning
outside was quickly followed by another rumble of thunder; it seemed there was a summer storm
brewing. Even in the cool comfort of thetrain, the air seemed charged, thick with the tenson of

impending rain.
And my coat is. . . in the trunk? Wonderful. His car was at the far end of the station lot, too.
He'd be drenched before he got halfway across.

Sighing, hereturned his attention to thefile, settling back into his seat. Hed dready reviewed the
material anumber of times, but he wanted to be on top of every detall. A ten-year-old girl named Teresa
Hardy had been involved in aclinicd trid for anew pediatric heart medication, Vdifin. Asit turned out,
the drug did exactly what it was supposed to do—buit it also caused rend failure, and in TeresaHardy's
case, the damage had been severe. Sheld survive, but would likely spend the rest of her life on dialysis,
and the family's lawyer was seeking hefty damages. The case had to be settled quickly, the Hardy family
kept quiet before they could drag their ailing, cherub-cheeked moppet in front of a media-packed
courtroom . . . which was where Nyberg and histeam camein. Thetrick wasto offer just enough to
make the family happy, but not so much asto encourage their lawyer—one of those strip-mal, “we don't



get paid unlessyou get paid” outfits—to get greedy. Nyberg had aknack for handling ambulance
chasers; hed haveit settled before little Teresa got back from her firgt treetment. It waswhat Umbrella
pad himfor.

Rain splattered loudly against the window, as though someone had thrown a bucket of water
againg the pane. Startled, Nyberg turned to look out, just as several dull thumps sounded on thetrain's
roof. Terrific. Had to be a hailstorm or something ...

A crackle of lightning flickered across the thickening darkness, illuminating the small but steep hill
that marked the deepest part of the forest. Nyberg looked up, and saw atall figure silhouetted against the
trees a the crest of the hill, someonein along coat or robe, the dark fabric rippling in thewind. The
figureraised long armsto the raging sky—

—and the stutter of lightning was gone, plunging the strange, dramatic scene back into darkness.

“What the—" Nyberg began, and more water splashed across the glass—except it wasn't water,
because water didn't stick in great, dark clumps; water didn't coze and break apart, reveding dozens of
shining needle teeth. Nyberg blinked, not sure what he was seeing as someone started to scream at the
other end of the car, along, rising wail, as more of the dark, duglike creatures, each the size of aman's
fist, smashed against the window. The sound of hail on the roof went from a patter to a storm, the
thunder of it drowning out the screamer, the screams of many now.

Not hail, that's not hail!

Hot panic shot through Nyberg's body, sending him to hisfeet. He made it to the aide before the
glass behind him shattered, before glass al through the train was shattering, the high, jagged sound of it
melding with the screams of terror, dl of it nearly lost benesth the ongoing thunder of attack. Asthelights
went out, something cold and wet and very much aive landed on the back of his neck and began to feed.

One

The helicopter spun through the darkness over Raccoon forest.

Rebecca Chambers sat up straight, willing hersdlf to look as calm as the men around her. The mood
was solemn, as dark and clouded as the skies whipping past, al jokes and jabs | eft behind at the briefing.
Thiswasn't atraining exercise. Three more people, hikers, had gone missng—in aforest aslarge asthe
one surrounding Raccoon, not that unusua—but with the rash of savage murders that had terrorized the
small city over the past severa weeks, “missing” had taken on new meaning. Only afew daysearlier
theréd been aninth victim found, this one as ripped up and savaged asif it had been run through amesat
grinder. People were being killed, savagely attacked by someone or some thing around the outskirts of
the city, and the Raccoon police weren't getting anywhere. The city's chapter of ST.A.R.S. had finaly
been cdled into invedtigate.

Rebeccaraised her chin dightly, apulse of pride edging through her nervousness. Although her
degree wasin biochemistry, she'd been tapped as Bravo team's field medic, joining the team lessthan a
month eaxrlier.



My first mission. Which means I'd better not cock it up. Shetook adeep breath, letting it out
dowly, working to keep her expression casual.

Edward shot her an encouraging smile, and Sully leaned across the crowded cabin to reassuringly
pat her leg. So much for looking cool. As smart as shewas, as ready as shewasto begin her career, she
couldn't help her age, or the fact that she looked even younger. At eighteen, she was the youngest person
to be accepted into the ST.A.R.S. sinceitscreationin 1967 . . . and as the only female on Raccoon's B
team, everyonetreated her like their kid sister.

She sighed, smiling back at Edward, nodding at Sully. It wasn't so bad, having ahandful of hardass
big brothers watching out for her—as|ong as they understood she could take care of hersdlf when the
need arose.

/ think, she silently amended. It was her first assgnment, after al, and though she wasin good
shape physically, her combat experience had been limited to video smulations and weekend missions.
The Specid Tactics and Rescue Service wanted her in their [abs, eventually, but field time was
mandatory and she needed the experience. Anyway, they'd be sweeping the woods as ateam. If they did
run across the people or animals that had been attacking Raccoon's citizens, she'd have backup.

Therewas aflicker of lightning to the north, close, the subsequent thunder |ost to the drone of the
‘copter. Rebecca leaned forward dightly, scanning the dark. It had been clear al day, the cloudsrolling in
just before sunset; they were definitely going to go home wet. At least it would be awarm rain; she
supposed it could be alot—

Boom!

She'd been so focused on the coming storm that for a crazed split second, she thought it was
thunder, even asthe helicopter tipped wildly and dropped, aterrible rising, clattering whinefilling the
cabin, thefloor vibrating benesth her boots. A hot smell of burned metal and ozone singed her nose.

Lightning?
“What happened?’ someone shouted. Enrico, riding shotgun.

“Enginefallure” The pilot, Kevin Dooley, shouted back. “ Emergency landing!” Rebecca grabbed a
strut and held on, looked to the others so she wouldn't have to watch the trees rushing up at them. She
saw the grim, determined set to Sully's jaw, Edward's clenched teeth, the ook of anxiety shot between
Richard and Forest as they grabbed for struts or handholds on the shuddering wall. In the front, Enrico
was shouting something else, something she couldn't make out over the scream of the dying engine.
Rebecca closed her eyesfor abest, thought of her parents—and then the ride was too wild for her to
think, the crack and crash of tree branches battering the helicopter too loud and jarring for her to do
anything but hope. The 'copter soun out of control, whipping around in atilting, Sckening, lurching circle.

It was over asecond later, the silence so sudden and complete that she thought she'd gone desf, all
movement stopped. Then she heard thetick of meta, the strangled last gasp of the engine, and her own
thundering heart, and redlized that they were down. Kevin had done it, and without a single bounce.

“Everyone okay?’ Enrico Marini, their captain, was craned around in his seat.
Rebecca added her own shaky nod to the chorus of affirmations.

“Niceflying, Kev,” Forest said, and there was another chorus. Rebecca couldn't have agreed
more. “Isthe radio down?’ Enrico asked the pilot, who was tapping at controls and flipping switches.



“Lookslike everything dectrical isfried,” Kevin said. “It must have been lightning. We werent
struck directly, but it was close enough. Beacon, too.”

“Canit berepared?’

Enrico addressed it as an open question, looking at Richard, their communications officer. Richard
inturn looked at Edward, who shrugged. Edward was the Bravo team's mechanic.

“I'll takealook,” Edward said, “but if Kev saysthe transmitter'stoadt, it's probably toast.”

The captain nodded dowly, absently brushing at his mustache with one hand as he considered their
options. After afew seconds, he sighed. “1 called in when we were hit, but | don't know if it went
through,” he said. “They'll have our last coordinates, though. If we don't report in pretty soon, they'll
comelooking.”

“They” wasthe ST.A.R.S. Alphateam. Rebecca nodded aong with the others, not sureif she
should be disgppointed or not. Her first mission, over beforeit arted.

Enrico wiped a his mustache again, smoothing it down at the corners of his mouth with the thumb
and forefinger of one hand. “Everybody out. Let's see wherewe are.”

They filed out of the cabin, the reality of the Stuation hitting Rebecca asthey gathered together in
the dark. They wereincredibly lucky to bedive.

Struck by lightning. On our way to search for mad killers, no less, shethought, amazed at the
very idea. Even if the mission was over, this was hands down the most exciting thing that had ever
happened to her.

Theair was warm and heavy with impending rain, the shadows deep. Small animals rustled through
the underbrush. A pair of flashlights clicked on, the beams cutting through the dark as Enrico and Edward
moved around the helicopter, examining the damage. Rebeccafished her own flashlight out of her bag,
relieved that she hadn't forgotten to pack it.

“How you holding up?’

Rebeccaturned, saw Ken “ Sully” Sullivan grinning down at her. He had his wegpon out, the
nine-millimeter's muzzle pointed to the overcast sky, agrim reminder of why they weretherein thefirst
place.

“Y ou guysredlly know how to make an entrance, don't you?” she said, smiling back at him.

Thetal man laughed, histeeth very white againg the darkness of hisskin. “ Actualy, we dways do
thisfor the new recruits. It'sawaste of helicopters, but we have our reputation to maintain.”

She was about to ask how the police chief felt about the expense—she was new to the area, but
sheld heard that Chief Irons was notorioudy stingy—when Enrico joined them, pulling his own wegpon
and raising hisvoice so everyone could hear.

“All right, people. Let'sfan out, investigate the surrounding area. Kev, stay with the 'copter. The
rest of you, keep close, | just want this area secured. Alphacould be herein aslittle asan hour.”

He didn't complete the thought, that it could be ahdll of alot longer, but he didn't need to. For the
moment, at least, they were on their own.



Rebeccadid the nine-millimeter out of its holster, carefully checking the magazine and chamber as
sheld been taught, raising the muzzle to avoid inadvertently aiming at anyone. The others were moving out
to either sde, checking weapons and turning on flashlights. She took a deep breath and started to walk
sraight ahead, swinging the flashlight's beam around in front of her. Enrico was only afew meters away,
moving pardld to her position. A low mist had cropped up, wafting through the underbrush like aghostly
tide. There was a parting in the trees about a dozen meters ahead, a path big enough to be anarrow
road, though it was hard to tell for the mist. It was quiet except for arumble of thunder, the sound closer
than she would have expected; the storm was almost upon them. She swept the beam acrosstrees and
darkness and trees again, then aglint of what looked like—"Captain, look!”

Enrico stepped to her side, and within seconds, five more beams of light had jerked toward the
gleam of metal sheld seen, illuminating what was, in fact, anarrow dirt road—and an overturned jeep.
Rebecca could see mp etched on the side as the team moved closer. Military police. She saw apile of
clothes spilling out from benegath the shattered windshield and frowned, stepping in for a better look—
and then she was hol stering her weapon and fumbling for her medkit, hurrying over to kneel next to the
crashed jeep, knowing even before she sat back on her heels that there was nothing she could do. There
was too much blood.

Two men. One had been thrown clear, was crumpled afew meters away. The other, the fair-haired
man in front of her, was still haf under the jegp. Both wore military fatigues. Their faces and upper bodies
had been badly mutilated. There were massive tears through skin and muscle, deep gashes across their
throats. No way the crash had done dl of it.

Rebecca reflexively reached down and felt for apulse, noting the chill of the flesh. She stood and
moved to the other body, again checking for any sign of life, but he was as cold asthefirdt.

“Y ou think they're from Ragithon?’ someone asked. Richard. Rebecca saw abriefcase near the
pale, outstretched hand of the second corpse and crouch-waked to it, haf listening to Enrico's answer as
sheflipped the case'slid.

“It'sthe closest base, but look at the insignia. They're jarheads. Could be from Donnell,” Enrico
sad.

A clipboard was on top of ahandful of files, an officid |ooking document attached to it. Therewas
asmall headshot in the upper |eft corner, of a handsome, dark-eyed young man in civvies—neither of the
corpses looked like him. Rebeccalifted it out, reading silently—and then her mouth went dry.

“Captain!” she managed, standing.
Enrico looked up from where he was crouched, next to the jeep. “Hmm? What happened?’

She read the pertinent partsaoud. “ 'Court order for transportation . . . prisoner William Coen,
ex-lieutenant, twenty-six years old. Court-martialed and sentenced to death, July 22nd. Prisoner isto be
trandferred to the Ragithon base for execution.” The lieutenant had been convicted of first-degree
murder.

Edward pulled the clipboard from her hands, saying what was aready formulating in Rebecca's
mind, his voice heavy with anger. “ Those poor soldiers. They were just doing their jobs, and that scum
murdered them and escaped.”

Enrico took the clipboard away from him, scanning it quickly. “ All right, everyone. Change of plan.
We may have an escaped killer on our hands. Let's separate and survey the immediate area, seeif we
can't locate Lieutenant Billy. Keep your guard up, and report back in fifteen, regardiess.”



There were nods ail around. Rebeccatook a deep breath as the others started to move out,
checking her watch, determined to be as professiona as anyone €l se on the team. Fifteen minutes alone,
no big deal. What could happen in fifteen minutes? Alone. In the dark, dark woods.

“Got your radio?”

Rebecca jumped and turned at the sound of Edward's voice, the big man standing directly behind
her. The mechanic patted her on the shoulder, smiling.

“Easy, kiddo.”

Rebecca smiled back at him, though she despised being called “kiddo.” Edward was only
twenty-six, for God's sake. She tapped the unit on her belt.

“Check.”

Edward nodded, stepping away. His message was clear, and reassuring. She wasn't really aone,
not as long as she had her radio. She looked around, saw that the several of the others were aready out
of sght. Kevin, dill in the pilot's seat, was going through the briefcase that shed found. He saw her and
snapped her a salute. Rebecca gave him athumbs-up and squared her shoulders, drawing her weapon
once more and heading out into the night. Overhead, thunder rumbled.

Albert Wesker sat in the trestment plant's Con B, the room dark except for the flicker from a bank
of observation monitors, six of them, each changing view on five-second rotations. There were shots
from every leve of thetraining facility, the upper and lower floors of the factory and water treatment
plant, and the tunnel that connected the two. He gazed at the soundless black-and-white screens without
redly looking at them; most of his attention was focused on the incoming transmissions from the cleanup
crew. The three-man team—wel|, two and a pilot— was en route by ‘copter, and mostly silent; they
were professionds, after dl, not given to macho banter or juvenile jokes, which meant Wesker was
hearing alot of static. That wasdl right; the white noise went well with the blank and staring faces he saw
on the monitors, the ravaged bodies dumped in corners, the men who'd been infected shambling
amlesdy through empty corridors. Like the Arklay mansion and labs only afew miles away, White
Umbrellas private training grounds and connected facilities had been hit by the virus.

“ETA thirty minutes, over,” the pilot said, his voice crackling through the dimly lit room.

Wesker leaned in. “ Copy that.” Silence again. There was no need to talk about what would happen
when they reached thetrain . . . and though the channd was scrambled, it was best not to say more than
was necessary, anyway. Umbrella had been built on afoundation of secrecy, acharacteristic of the
pharmaceutica giant that was still honored by everyone in the upper echelons of management. Eveninthe
company's legitimate dealings, the less said the better.

It'sall coming down, Wesker thought idly, watching the screens. Spencer's mansion and the
surrounding labs had gone down in the middle of May. White Umbrellastake on it had been
“accidenta,” thelab locked down until the infected researchers and staff became “ineffective.” Mistakes
happened, after al. But the training facility nightmare that was still playing out in front of him had followed
not amonth later . . . and only afew hours ago, the engineer of Umbrdlas private train, the Ecliptic
Express, had pushed the biohazard panic button.

S0, the lockdown didn't work, the virus leaked and spread. It'sthat simple .. . isn't it?



Therewere ahandful of infected gruntsin the training facility's dining room, one of them wakingin
looping circles around the once-handsome table. He was leaking some viscous fluid out of anasty head
wound as he staggered aong, oblivious to his whereabouits, to pain, to everything. Wesker tapped at the
control panel beneath the monitor, keeping the surveillance from moving to the next picture. He sat back
in hischair, watching the doomed walker as he circled the table yet again.

“Sabotage, maybe,” he said softly. He couldn't be sure. 1t was set up to look naturd—aspill at the
Ark-lay lab, an incomplete lockdown. A few weeks later, a couple of missing hikers, likely caused by an
escaped test subject or two, and afew weeks more, infection at a second White Umbrdlafacility. It was
highly improbable that one of the virus carrierswould just happen to blunder their way to one of
Raccoon's other labs, but it was possible. . . except now there was the train to consider. And it didn't
fed like an accident. It felt... planned.

Hell, I might have done it myself, if I'd thought of it. He'd been looking for away out for some
time now, tired of working for people who were obvioudy hisinferiors. . . and well aware that too much
time on White Umbrdllas payroll wasn't good for the health. Now they wanted him to lead the
ST.AR.S. into the Arklay mansion and labs, to find out just how well Umbrella'swar petsfared against
armed soldiers. Did they give ashit if he died in the process? Not so long as he recorded the datafirgt,
he was sure.

Researchers, doctors, techs—anyone who worked for White Umbrellafor more than a decade or
two had ahabit of winding up missing or dead, eventually. George Trevor and hisfamily, Dr. Marcus,
Dess, Dr. Darius, Alexander Ashford . . . and those were just some of the bigger names. God only knew
how many of the little people had ended up in shalow graves somewhere ... or turned up astest subjects
A,B,and C.

The corner of Wesker's mouth twitched. Cometo think of it, he had afairly good idea of how
many. He'd been working for White Umbrella since the late seventies, most of that in the Raccoon areg,
and had watched the docs run through quite afew test subjects, many he had helped procure himself. It
waswell past histimeto get out... and if he could get the data the big boys wanted, he might just be able
to throw himsdlf alittle bidding war, agoing-away present to fund hisretirement. White Umbrelawasn't
the only group interested in bioweapons research.

But first acleanup for thetrain. And this place, he thought, watching as the soldier with the heed
wound tripped over achair leg and went down hard. The training facility was connected to the “private”’
water treatment plant by an underground tunnel; it would dl have to be cleared.

A few seconds passed, and the soldier onscreen staggered to hisfeet again, continuing on his
mindless quest to nowhere ... and now there appeared to be adinner fork sticking out of his upper right
shoulder, alittle souvenir from hisfal. The soldier didn't notice, of course. A charming little disease. It
had been the same kind of scene at the Arklay labs, Wesker was sure; the last few desperate phone calls
from the quarantined |ab had painted avivid picture of just how effectivethe T-virusredly was. That
would haveto be cleaned up, too . . . but not until after he got the ST.A.R.S. out therefor alittletraining
exercise.

It would be an interesting match. The ST.A.R.S. were good—he'd handpicked haf of them
himself— but they'd never seen anything like the T-virus. The dying soldier on the screen wasaprime
example— hot with the recombinant virus, he went on with his endless tour of the dining room, dow and
mostly brainless. He dso felt no pain—and he would attack anyone or anything that happened across his
path with no hesitation, the virus continually seeking new hogsto infect. Although the origina spill was
alegedly airborne, after thislong, the virus would only be spread by bodily fluids. By blood, or, say, a
bite ... And the soldier wasjust aman, after dl; the T-virusworked on al manners of living tissue, and



there were anumber of other ... animals ... to seein action, from laboratory triumphsto local wildlife.

Enrico should have the Bravos out by now, searching for the latest missing hikers, but it was
doubtful they'd find anything where he was planning to look. Sometime soon, Wesker would see about
organizing an Alpha-Bravo camp-out at the “ deserted” Spencer mansion. Then held wipe out the
evidence and be on hismerry, weathy way, to hell with White Umbrdlla, to hell with hislifeasa
double-agent, playing with the petty lives of men and women he didn't give a shit about.

The dying man on the screen fell down once again, dragged himself to hisfeet, and soldiered on.

“Go for the gold, baby,” Wesker said, and chuckled, the sound echoing out through the empty
dark.

Something moved in the bushes. Something bigger than asquirrd.

Rebecca spun toward the sound, aming the flashlight and nine-millimeter at the shrub. Thelight
caught the last of the movement, theleaves il shaking, the beam from her flashlight trembling along with
them. She took astep closer, swalowing dryly, counting backward from ten. Whatever it was, it was
gone now.

A raccoon, isall. Or maybe somebody's dog got loose.

She looked at her watch, sure that it must be time to head back, and saw that she'd been on her
own for just over five minutes. She hadn't seen or heard anyone e se since sheld waked away from the
helicopter; it was as though everyone el se had falen off the face of the earth.

Or | have, shethought darkly, lowering the handgun dightly, turning to check her position. Sheld
been heading roughly southwest from the landing point; sheld continue on afew more minutes, then—

Rebecca blinked, surprised to see ameta wall beneath the flashlight's beam, not ten meters away.
She played the light across the surface, saw windows, a door—

“A train,” she breathed, frowning dightly. It seemed like she remembered something about atrack
up here. . . Umbrdla, the pharmaceutica corporation, had a private line that ran from Latham to
Raccoon City, didn't they? She wasn't too certain on the history—she wasn't aloca—but she was pretty
sure the company had been founded in Raccoon. Umbrella's headquarters had moved off to Europe
sometime ago, but they till owned practicaly the entire town.

So what's it doing sitting up here, dead in the woods at this time of night? Sheranthelight up
and down thetrain, saw that there werefivetal cars, each two stories high. Ecliptic Expresswas written
just below the roof of the car in front of her. There were afew lights on, but they were faint, barely
casting through the windows. . . severd of which were broken. She thought she saw a person's
Slhouette near one of the unbroken ones, but it wasn't moving. Someone asleep, maybe.

Or hurt, or dead. Maybe this thing is stopped because Billy Coen found his way onto the
track.

God, that was athought. He could be ingde now, with hostages. She should definitely call for
backup. She started to reach for her radio, then paused.

Or maybe the train broke down two weeks ago and it's been here ever since, and all you'll
find inside is a colony of woodchucks. Wouldn't the team have alaugh over that? They'd be nice about



it, but she'd have to endure weeks, maybe months of gentle ribbing, calling for backup over adeserted
train.

She checked her watch again, saw that two minutes had passed sincethelast check . . . and felt a
drop of coal liquid splash on her nose. Then another on her arm. Then the soft, musical patter of a
hundred drops againgt leaves and dirt, then thousands as the sky opened up, the scorm finaly beginning.

Therain decided it for her; aquick look inside before she headed back, just to make sure
everything was the way it was supposed to be. If Billy wasn't around, she'd at least be able to report
back that the train appeared to be clear. And if hewas....

“Youll haveto ded with me,” she murmured, the sound logt to the growing storm as she
approached the slent train.

Two

Billy sat on the floor between two rows of seats, working at the handcuffs with a paper clip heldd
found on the floor. One of the cuffs was off, the right one, bashed open when the jeep had gone over, but
unless he wanted to be wearing ajangly and rather incriminating bracelet, he had to get the other one off.

Get it off and get the hell out of here, hethought, pushing at the lock with the thin piece of metd.
Hedidn't look up, didn't need to remind himself of hiswhereabouts; he didn't haveto. The air was heavy
with the scent of blood, it was splattered al over the place, and dthough the train car held found was
empty of bodies, he had no doubt that the other carswere full of them. The dogs, has to he those
dogs... though who let them on?

The same guy they'd seen in the woods, had to be. The guy who'd stepped in front of the jeep,
sending it crashing out of control. Billy had been thrown clear and except for afew bruises, was pretty
much unscathed. His MP escort, Dickson and Elder, had both been trapped beneath the overturned
vehicle. They'd been dive, though. The human roadstop, whoever he was, was nowhere to be seen.

It had been atough minute or two, standing there in the gathering dark, the hot, oily smell of gasin
hisface, hisbody aching, trying to decide—run for it, or radio for help? He didn't want to die, didn't
deserve to die, unless being trusting and stupid was an offense worthy of death. But he couldn't leave
them, either, two men pinned under aton of twisted metd, injured and barely conscious. Their choice, to
take some unpaved backwoodstrail to the base, meant it could be along time before anyone happened
upon them. Y eah, they were delivering him to his execution, but they were following orders; it wasn't
persond, and they didn't deserve to die any more than he did.

Hed decided to split the difference, radio for help, then run like hell . . . but then the dogs had
come. Big, wet, freaky looking things, three of them, and then he was running for hislife, because there
was something very, very wrong about them; he knew it even before they'd attacked Dickson, ripping his
throat out asthey pulled him from benegath the jeep.

Billy thought he heard a click and tried the handcuff, hissing ar through histeeth when the metd
latch refused to budge. Goddamn thing. The paper clip was alucky find, though there was shit
everywhere—papers, bags, coats, personal belongings— and blood on just about al of it. Maybe he'd



find something more useful, if helooked harder . . . though that would mean staying on the train, and that
didn't sound like much fun at dl. For al he knew, thiswas where those dogs lived, holed up here with
that crazy asshole who liked to step in front of moving cars. Hed only come aboard to avoid the dogs, to
regroup, try and figure out his next move.

And it turns out to be the Saughterhouse Special, he thought, shaking hishead. Talk about out
of the frying pan, into the fire. Whatever the hell was going on out in these woods, he didn't want to be
apart of it. Hed get the cuff off, find himsalf some kind of weapon, maybe grab awallet or two out of al
the blood-splattered luggage—he had no doubt that the owners were long past caring—and hightail it
back to civilization. Then Canada, or Mexico, maybe. Hed never stolen before, never considered leaving
the country, but he had to think like acriminal now, if he wanted to survive. He heard thunder, then gentle
taps of rain against some of the unbroken windows. The taps became a tattoo, the blood-scented air
thinning with agust of wind through a shattered pane. Dandy. Apparently, held be hikingoutina
ransorm.

“Whatever,” he mumbled, and threw the useless paper clip againgt the seat in front of him. The
Stuation was serioudy FUBAR, he doubted it could get much worse—

Billy froze, held his breath. The outside door to the train was opening. He could hear the metal
diding, the rain getting louder, then quieter again. Someone had come aboard.

Shit! What if it was the maniac with the dogs?
Or what if someone found the jeep?

Hefdt asick, heavy knot in his stomach. Could be. Could be that someone el se from the base had
decided to use the back road tonight, maybe had already caled in when they'd seen the crash—and
learned that there should've been athird passenger, a certain dead man walking.

Maybe he was dready being hunted.

He didn't move, straining to hear the movements of whoever had comein from therain. For afew
seconds, nothing—then he heard a soft tread, one step, then another. Moving away from him, toward the
front of the car.

Billy leaned forward, carefully diding his dogtags under his collar so they wouldn't jingle, moving
dowly, until he could just see around the edge of the aide seat. Someone was stepping through the
connecting door, thin, short—agirl, or ayoung man, maybe, dressed in aKevlar vest and army green.
He could just make out afew letters on the back of thevest, an S a T, an A—and then he or shewas

gone.

S.T.A.R.S. Had they sent out ateam looking for him? Couldn't be, not so fast—the jeep had
crashed maybe an hour ago, tops, and the ST.A.R.S. didn't have amilitary affiliation, they wereaPD
offshoot, no one would have called them in. It probably had to do with the dogs he saw, obvioudy some
mutant feral pack; the ST.A.R.S. usualy dedlt with the weird shit that local cops couldn't or wouldn't
handle. Or maybe they'd come in to investigate whatever had gone down on thetrain.

Doesn't matter why, doesit? They'll have guns, and if they figure out who you are, thistaste
of freedomwill be your last. Get out of here. Now.

With man-eating dogs running around in the woods? Not without aweapon, no way. There had to
be some kind of security on board, arented uniform with agun; he just had to look. It would be arisk,
withaS.T.A.R.S. on board—but there was only one of them, after dl. If hehad to ...



Billy shook his head. He'd seen his share of death in Special Forces. If it came down to it, here and
now, heid fight, or ran. He wouldn't kill, not ever again. At least not one of the good guys.

Billy crawled to hisfeet, kegping low, the handcuffs dangling from hiswrist. Hed look through the
suff in thiscar, firdt, then move away from the ST.A.R.S. interloper, seewhat he could find. No point in
having aconfrontation if it could be avoided. HEd just—

Bam! Bam! Bam!
Three shots, from the car ahead. A pause, then three, four more ... then nothing.

Apparently, not dl thetrain cars were empty. The knot in his somach tightened, but he didn't let it
dow him down as he picked up thefirst briefcase he saw and started to dig.

Thefirst train car was empty of life—but something very bad had occurred there, no question.
A crash? No, there's no structural damage . . . but so much blood!

Rebecca closed the door behind her, shutting out the thickening curtain of rain, and stared at the
chaos around her. The cabin had been anice one, al dark wood and expensive carpeting, the light
fixtures antique, the wallpaper flocked. Now there were newspapers, suitcases, coats, bags open and
spilled across the floor—it looked like thereld been a crash, and the drips and smears of blood that
liberaly dappled the cabin'swalls and seats backed up the scenario. Except where were the passengers?

She stepped further into the train car, aming the handgun up and down the aide. Therewere afew
low lights on, enough to see, but the shadows were degp. Nothing moved.

The back of the seat to her left was stained with blood. She reached out and touched the large
gplotch, then wiped her hand on her pants, grimacing. It was wet.

Lights are on, blood's fresh. Whatever happened, it happened recently. Lieutenant Billy,
maybe? He was wanted for murder . . . Unless he had agang with him, though, it didn't seem likely; the
destruction was too widespread, too extreme, more like anatural disaster than some kind of hostage
gtugion.

Or more like the forest murders.

She nodded inwardly, taking adeep breath. The killers must have struck again. The bodies that had
been recovered had been torn apart, mutilated, and the crime scenes had probably looked exactly like
this blood-spattered train car. She should get off now, radio the captain, cal in the rest of the team. She
started to turn back to the door—and hesitated.

| could securethetrain first.

Ridiculous. It would be crazy to stay here by hersdlf, stupid and dangerous. No one would expect
her to check out amurder scene aone—assuming any-one had been murdered. For al she knew,
there'd been a shooting or something, and the train had been evacuated.

No, that's stupid. There'd be cops all over the place, EMTSs, helicopters, reporters. Whatever
happened here, I'm thefirst one on the scene... and securing the scene isthefirst priority.

She couldn't hel p wondering what the guys might say when they saw sheld handled things herself.



They'd stop calling her “kiddo,” for onething. At the very least, her rookie status would be behind her
that much quicker. She could take aquick look around, nothing mgjor, and if things seemed even the
dightest bit dangerous, sheld cdl in the team, pronto.

She nodded to hersdlf. Right. She could handle alook-see, no problem. A deep breath, and she
gtarted for the front of the car, carefully stepping through the scattered luggage. When she reached the
connecting door, she braced herself and quickly stepped through, opening the second door before she
lost her nerve.

Oh, no.

Thefirg car had been bad, but here, there were people. Three, four—five that she could see from
where she stood, and al of them obvioudy dead, faces ravaged by unknown claws, bodies drenched in
dark wetness. A few were dumped in sedts, asif they'd been brutally murdered where they'd been
stting. The smell of death was a pa pable thing, like copper and feces, like rotting fruit on ahot day.

The door automatically closed behind her and she started, her heart beating fagt, faintly aware that
shewasway out of her league, she needed to call for help—and then she heard the whispering, and
redlized that she wasn't one.

She aimed her weapon at the empty aide ahead, not sure where it was coming from, her heartbeat
going double-time.

“Identify yoursdlf!” she said, her voice firmer and more authoritative than she expected. The
whispering continued, choking and distant, strangely muted in the otherwise silent car, like sheimagined a
crazed killer might sound, stting and whispering to himsdlf after amurder soree.

She was about to repeat herself when she saw the source of the whispering, halfway up theaideon
thefloor. It was atiny transistor radio, apparently tuned to an AM news station. She walked toward i,
dazed by a sudden rush of rdlief; shewas aone, after all.

She stopped in front of the radio, lowering her semi-automatic. There was abody in the window
seet to her |€eft, and after aniinitial glance, she avoided looking at it; the man's throat had been dashed,
and his eyes had rolled back into his head. His gray face and tattered clothes were shining with
viscous-looking fluids, making him look like azombie from abad horror movie.

She bent and picked the radio up, smirking at herself in spite of the fear that still coursed through
her. Her “crazed killer” was awoman delivering anews report. The reception was bad, the tiny unit
hissng Static a every other sentence.

Okay, so shewasanidiot. In any case, it wastimeto call Enrico, and Rebeccaturned, thinking
she'd get better reception if she stepped back outside, and the movement that came from the window
seat was S0 dow and subtle that for amoment, she thought it was just the rain she was seeing. Then the
movement groaned, adeep, low sound of misery, and she understood that it wasn't therain at dll.

The corpse had risen from his seat, and was moving toward her. His misshapen head |olled back
and to the 9de, crudly exposing the mauled flesh of histhroat, and the moaning grew deeper, more
yearning, as he stretched hisarmsin front of him, his ruined face dripping blood and dime.

She dropped the radio and took one stumbling step back, horrified. She'd been wrong, he wasn't
dead, but he was obvioudy out of hismind with pain. She had to help him. Not much in the medkit,
there's morphine, though, gotta get him to lay down, oh, God, what happened here—



The man shuffled closer, reaching for her, his eyesockets filled with white, black drool spilling from
his torn mouth—and in spite of what she knew was her duty, to do something to relieve his suffering, she
reflexively took another step back. Duty was one thing, her instincts were telling her to run, to get away,
that he meant to do her harm.

She turned, not sure what to do—and there were two more people standing in the aide behind her,
both as dack-faced and damaged as the white-eyed man, both moving toward her with the steady,
staggering movements of horror movie monsters. The man in front wore a uniform, he was some kind of
train attendant, hisface gaunt, skull-like, and gray. Behind him, a man whose face had been partly torn
away, reveding too many teeth on the right sde of his mouth.

Rebecca shook her head, raising her weapon. Somekind of disease, achemica spill, or something.
They were sick, they had to be sick—except she knew better even as the three men moved closer,
rasing bony gray fingers, moaning with hunger. Maybe they were sick, but they were also about to
attack her. She knew it as surely as she knew her own name.

Shoot! Doit!

“Stop!” she shouted, turning back to the white-eyed man, he was closer, too close, and if hewas
aware that she was pointing ahandgun a him, he gave no sign. “I'll shoot!”

“Aaaahh,” the monster rasped, grasping for her, baring dark teeth, and Rebeccafired.

Two, three shots, the rounds tearing into the discolored flesh, thefirst two hitting his chest, the third
blowing ahole just above hisright eye. With the third shot, the creature let out amindless squedl, a sound
of frugtration rather than pain, and fdll to the floor.

She spun again, praying that the sound of shots had stopped the other two, and saw that they were
amost upon her, their eyes glazed, their moans eager. Her first shot hit the uniformed man in the throat,
and as he reeled back, she amed for the second man'sleg. Maybe | can just wound him, get him
down—

The uniformed man started forward again, histhroat gurgling blood.

“God,” she said, her voice smal with shock, but they were ill coming, she didn't havetimeto
wonder, to think. Sheraised her am and fired two, three more times, dl head shots. Blood and flesh
sprayed, torn. The two men went down.

Sudden silence, stillness, and Rebeccas wide gaze searched the car, her body thrumming with
adrenaline. There were two, three more “corpses,” but none of them moved.

What just happened? | thought they were dead.

They were dead. They were zombies. No, there was no such thing. Rebecca checked to be sure
there was another round in the chamber, doing it automaticaly as she struggled to understand. They
weren't zombies, not likein the movies. If they'd truly been dead, the shots wouldn't have made them
bleed like that; blood didn't pump if the heart wasn't besating.

But they only went down after the head shots. True. But that could still mean some sort of
disease, maybe something that blocked pain receptors...

The forest murders. Rebeccafelt her eyes widen even more, putting the piecestogether. If there
had been somekind of chemica spill or sickness, it might have affected any number of people up herein
the woods, making them attack others. There'd been recent reports of wild, feral dogs, too—wasit



possible that the sickness was trans-species? Some of the victims had been partiadly eaten, bites made by
human and animal jaws on at least two of the bodies.

She heard a soft movement, and stopped breathing. Back by the door she'd come through, a
seated corpse seemed to Sump lower in its seat. She watched it for what seemed an eternity, but it didn't
move again, the only sound that of the rain outside. Corpse, or victim of some tragic circumstance? She
didn't want to find out.

Rebecca backed away, stepping over the man with white eyes, now very much dead, deciding
shed try the door at the front of the car. She had to get off thetrain, tell the otherswhat she'd found. Her
head spun with what needed to happen next—the community would have to be derted, aquarantine set
up, right away. The federal government should get involved, too, the CDC or USAMRID or maybe the
EPA, an agency with the power to close everything down, figure out what had happened. It would be a
huge undertaking, but she could redly contribute, relly make a—

The corpse at the back of the car shifted again, its head settling againgt its chest, and al thoughts of
saving Raccoon fled from her shocked mind. Rebecca turned and ran to the connecting door, sick with
fear. All she wanted was out.

It didn't take too long to find awespon, and as luck would haveiit, Billy wasintimately familiar with
the standard-issue MP handgun he found in aduffel bag stuffed under a seet. 1t was the same kind that
his escort had carried. There was aspare clip and ahaf box of 9x19mm parabellum rounds, too, aswell
asaflip-top lighter, another handy device to have around; one never knew when fire might be necessary.

Heloaded up, stuffing the clip into his belt and the extrarounds into hisfront pockets, wishing he
had hisfatigues on ingtead of civvies. Blue jeans weren't the best for carrying shit around. He started to
look for ajacket, then decided againgt it; even with therain it was awarm night, and dogging around in
wet denim would be bad enough. The small pockets would have to do.

He stood at the door that led back into the woods, weapon in hand, telling himself that he needed
to get gone—and yet not leaving. He hadn't heard anything from the ST.A.R.S. kid Since those seven
shots. Only afew minutes had passed; if the kid wasin trouble, it wasn't too late for him to step in and—

Areyou crazy? hisbrain shouted a him. Go! Run, you idiot!

Right, of course. He had to leave. But he couldn't get the ring of those shots out of his head, and
held spent too long as one of the good guys to turn his back on one of them, if they needed help.
Besdes, if thekid was dead, that would mean an extraweapon.

“Yeah, that'sit,” he mumbled, perfectly aware that he was searching for amore crimina-minded
reason to justify his decision. There was no help for it; he had to go look.

With aninternd groan, Billy turned away from the door, from freedom, moving instead to the front
of the car. He stepped through thefirst door, hesitating a besat in the connecting joint before grasping the
handle to the second, into the next car. The only sound was the rain outside, working itsway into aredl
storm. As quietly as he could, he did the second door open and stepped through.

The unmistakable smell hit him first. Hisjaw tightened as he surveyed the car, counting heads.
Threeinthe aide. Two up ahead on theright, and one directly to hisleft, dumped down in a seet. All of
them dead.



Themanintheroad.. .

Billy frowned, redlizing that any one of the corpses around him could have passed for the dork
who'd stepped in front of the jeep, causing the crash. Hed only caught a glimpse of the guy, but
remembered thinking that he'd looked sick. Maybe one of these people—but no, they'd been dead for

days.
So what was the kid shooting at?

Billy moved closer to the nearest corpse, squatting next to it, taking in the wounds with atrained
eye as he breathed shallowly through his mouth. The guy had been dead for awhile; part of hisright
cheek was missing, making him appear to grin widdy up at Billy, and the edges of the torn tissue were
rotting, black with decay. And yet there were one, two bullet holesin his brow, and apool of very fresh
blood surrounded his head and upper body like ared shadow. Billy touched the pool with the side of his
hand, his frown degpening. It waswarm. The next closest body, atrain attendant, looked pretty much the
same, only one of the woundswasin histhroat. He was no Eingtein, but he wasn't entirely incapable of
logic, either. The fresh blood could only mean that these people just |ooked dead. And the fact that they
were now full of holes suggested that they'd tried to attack the lone ST.A.R.S. member.

Which means I'd better be damned careful, he thought, rising to hisfeet. Helooked back at the
body in the seat now behind him, his gaze narrowing. Had the man moved, or wasit atrick of the light?
Either way, he'd just as soon be somewhere else.

He hurried up the aide, stepping over corpses, trying to watch dl of them at once and cursing his
need to find the ST.A.R.S. kid. If only he didn't have agoddamned conscience, hed be long gone by
NOW.

He dipped through the two doors, weapon ready as he entered the next car. It wasn't a passenger
car, wasn't as nicely decorated; from the entrance, he could only see a short corridor that turned up
ahead, and two closed doorsto hisright, afew windows opposite. He considered checking the rooms,
aware that it would be the smartest move—turning your back to an unsecured areawas a bad call—but
he was starting to think that his conscience could go screw. He didn't want to secure the entire train, he
just wanted to see that the kid was okay and then get the hell out. And if said kid doesn't show up in
the next couple of minutes, I'm deboarding anyhow. This sucks.

“Sucks’ wasn't theword, it didn't begin to describe the low terror he felt in his gut—but held seen
fear cripple the strongest men, and knew better than to dwell on thoughts of monsters and darkness.
Better to laugh it off asabad dream and get on with things.

He edged down the corridor, moving slently, diding dong the wall asthe hall jagged right and then
continued on, past an open door with aspill of cardboard boxes blocking the entrance. Storage room,
probably. There were no bodies, at least, but asmell of rot hung in the air. The few unbroken windows
he passed reflected a pal e shadow of himself, only blackness and rain outside. He noted with dismay that
some of the glass from the shattered paneswas inside the car, scattered across the dark wood floor . . .
Which suggested that someone had been trying to get in, not out. Creepy.

It looked like the corridor jagged | eft again up ahead, just past another closed door labeled
conductor's office. He had to be near the front by now—

—and he saw a second pale shadow up ahead, reflected in awindow, directly past the turn. He
stopped, held very ill, watched as the figure crouched down, his or her back to the corridor, oblivious
to any threat from behind. If it wasthe ST.A.R.S., he or she needed more training.



Billy took the last few steps and raised hiswesgpon, moving in behind the crouched figure. He knew
he should avoid a confrontation—the kid was obvioudy fine and dandy, and he had other placesto
be—but he dso wanted to know what was happening, and this might be his only chance for information.

The ST.A.R.S. member turned, saw Billy, and dowly, dowly stood up, facing him.

“Kid" isn't far off the mark, hethought, staring down into the wide, innocent eyes of ateenager,
agirl. God, werethey hiring out of high schoolsthese days? Shewas small, at least ahaf foot shorter
than he, and pretty—reddish-brown hair, dim, muscular build, even, delicate features. If she weighed
more than a hundred pounds, he would have been surprised.

Sheld been crouching in front of adead man, his savaged body douched in the corner next to the
car'sexit, and if shewas surprised to seehim, she hid it well.

“Billy,” shesaid, her young voice clear and melodic, her words making him grit his teeth.
“Lieutenant Coen.”

Shit. Someone had found the jeep, after all.

He kept the gun raised, aimed directly at her right eye, playing it coal. “So. Y ou seem to know me.
Been fantasizing about me, have you?’

“Y ou were the prisoner being transferred for execution,” she said, her voice taking on ahard edge.
“Y ou were with those soldiers outside.”

Shethinks| did it, that | killed them, hethought. It waswritten al over her pixieface. He
redlized then that she probably didn't know athing about what was going on, if she hadn't connected the
walking-corpse-guys to what had happened to the jeep. And he saw no reason to disillusion her. She
was trying to look tough, but he could see that he intimidated her. He could useit to get out of this.

“Uh-huh, | see” hesaid. “Yourewith ST.A.R.S.... Well, no offense, honey, but your kind doesn't
seem to want me around. So I'm afraid ourr little chat timeisover.”

Helowered his gun, then turned and walked away, his gait easy and unhurried—as though he
wasn't the dightest bit concerned by her presence. He was counting on her obvious inexperience and fear
of him to keep her from acting. It was a calculated risk, but he thought it would pay off.

He tucked hisweapon into his belt at the small of hisback and was halfway back down the
corridor when he heard her jogging to catch up. Shit shit.

“Wait! You'reunder arest!” shesaid firmly.

He turned to face her, and saw that she hadn't even unhol stered her weapon. She was doing her
damnedest to look fierce, but she couldn't pull it off. If the situation had been less serious, any less
bizarre, he would have smiled.

“No thanks, dollface. I've dready worn the handcuffs,” he said, holding up hisleft hand and jangling
the hanging cuff. He turned and Started away again.

“I could shoot, you know!” she called after him, but now there was an edge of desperation to her
voice; he kept walking. She didn't follow, and afew seconds later, he was back through the first
connecting door.

He opened the door to the car of dead passengers wearing a shaky grin, relieved. It was better this



way, every man for himsdlf, and dl that—

—and he saw that the dead man who'd been dumped in his segt at the back was now standing,
swaying, his one remaining eye fixed on Billy's position. With amoan of hunger, the cresture shambled
forward, reaching out with shredded lingers as though to fed hisway to where Billy stood.

Three

Rebecca watched as Billy stalked out of thetrain car, feding impotent and very young. He didn't
even look back, asthough she wasn't worth worrying about.

And apparently I'm not, she thought, her shoulders sagging. She hadn't expected him to be so—
well, scary. Big, muscular, with dark stedly eyesand an intricate tribal tattoo covering hisentireright arm,
both arms bared by a thin cotton undershirt. He looked tough, and after her terrifying run-in with the
walking near-dead, she hadn't been up to the task of taking him into custody.

Not to mention, he got the drop on you. She'd found alone corpse at the front of the car, one of
the train workers, and had seen what looked like akey grasped in one cold hand. Since the only other
door out of the car was locked, she'd had to try for it—it was that, or go back through the passenger
car. Sheld been so involved in trying to retrieve the key without snapping the stiff fingers that she hadn't
heard the convict approach, not until it wastoo late. Now, as she walked back to the front of the car,
she saw that the locked door used a card reader, anyway. Great. So far, she was doing just grest.

She turned and reached for her radio, ready to admit defest. If she could get the team in fast
enough, they'd handle Billy. More important, she wouldn't be alone with the knowledge that some kind of
plague had hit Raccoon. It was funny, that nabbing aconvicted killer was suddenly lower on thelist of
priorities...

Bam! Bam!

Before she'd even touched the transmitter button, she heard two roundsfired in the next car, the
direction Billy had gone. She hesitated, not sure what to do—and in that instant, awindow exploded
behind her.

She soun, shards of glassflying, and saw ahuman figure faling to thefloor.
“Edward”

The mechanic didn't respond. Rebecca rushed to her teammate's Side, quickly ng his
condition.

Besides amassive, open wound on hisright shoulder, hisface was gray with shock, his gaze bleary
and unfocused. Every exposed part of his body was covered with contusions and abrasions.

“Areyou dl right?’ she asked, ripping her med-kit open, grabbing athick gauze patch. Shetore the
package apart, applied it to his shoulder, redizing with asinking sensation that it might not do much good;
from the massive amount of blood drenching his shirt, his subclavian had likely been severed. She was
astounded that he was till dive, let done that held had the strength to jump through awindow. “What



happened?’

Edward rolled his head towards her, blinking dowly. Hisvoice wastaut with pain. “Worsethan ...
We can't..."

She held the bandage firmly, but it was already soaked through. He needed ahospital, ASAP, or
he wasn't going to makeit.

Edward's voice was getting weaker. “ Y ou must be careful, Rebecca,” hedurred. “... forest isfull of
zombies.... and mongters..."

She started to tell him not to talk any more, to conserve his energy—when more glass exploded,
diversof it raining over them, thewindow just to their |eft shattering. One, two giant dark shapes legped
through the broken pane, one disappearing around ajag in the corridor, the other turning in their
direction. Zombies and monsters.

A dog, it was abig dog, but like no dog she'd ever seen before. It might have been a Doberman,
once—hut asit bared dripping teeth at her, flaps of skin and muscle hanging from its haunches, she
realized that it, too, had been infected by whatever disease had struck the train's passengers. It didn't just
look dead, it looked destroyed, its eyesfilmed with red, its body like some mad patchwork quilt of wet
fur and bloody tissue.

Edward wouldn't be able to protect himsalf. Rebeccadowly rose and took a step back from the
dying mechanic, gun in hand, though she couldn't remember drawing it. She could hear the second dog
panting farther dong the corridor, out of sight.

She aimed for the animal's | eft eye, redly understanding the true horror of the disease, whatever it
was, for thefirst time. Her conflict with the near-dead passengers had been terrible, but so shocking
shed hardly had timeto consider what it al meant. Now, looking at the stiff-legged, monstrous beast in
front of her, itsgrowl risng into ahellish whine of hunger, she remembered her childhood pet, ashaggy
black Iab mix named Donner, remembered how much she'd loved him—and understood that this hed
probably been someone's pet, once, too. Just as those people she'd shot had once been human, had
laughed and cried and come from families that would miss them, that would be destroyed by their loss.
Disease, chemica spill, or attack, whatever had caused dl this, it was an abomination.

The understanding flashed through her mind in an ingtant, and was gone. The dog tensed its
shredded flanks, preparing to legp at her, and Rebecca squeezed the trigger, the nine-millimeter rocking
in her hands, the blast of sound deafening in the small space. The dog collgpsed.

Rebecca pivoted, aiming at the bit of corridor she could see, waiting for the second to appear. She
didn't have to wait long.

With asnarl, the animal legped around the corner, its jaws wide. Rebeccafired, the shot hitting its
chest, staggering the dog back with ahigh whine of pain—but it was ill on itsfeet. It shook itsdlf as
though shaking off water, growling, readying to come at her again even as dark, ichorous blood poured
from itswound.

Should have killed it, that should have knocked it flat!

Just like the peoplein the passenger car, it seemed that only ahead shot would take it down. She
raised her am and fired again, thistime hitting the center of its bullet-shaped skull. The dog fell, spasmed
once, and went till.



There could be more of them. She lowered the gun dightly, turning toward the broken windows
and trying to see through the darkness and rain, straining to hear anything besidesthe storm. After afew
begts she gave up, knedling next to Edward again, reaching into her pack for afresh bandage—

—and stopped, staring at her teammate. The steady pump of blood from his shoulder wound was
no more. She quickly felt for apulse below hisleft ear, felt nothing at dl. Edward gazed at the floor with
half open eyes, dead.

“I'm sorry,” she whispered, Sitting back on her hedls. It seemed inconceivable that he was gone,
that he/d died in the short time she'd been shooting at the dog-things, and awash of guilt swept over her.
If sheld been fagter, if sheld packed hiswound better...

... But you didn't, and the longer you sit here feeling bad about it, the more likely it is that
you '11 end up joining him. Get moving.

Rebeccafet new guilt at the insengitive thought, but a glance at the open windows got her on her
feet. Sheld have to assess her culpability later, when it was safe to do so.

Her radio beeped. She grabbed it, backing away from the windows, from poor Edward.

Reception was bad, but she could tell it was Enrico. She held the speaker to her ear, hugely
relieved to hear the captain's strong voice in between bursts of gtatic. “. . . you copy?. . . more
informationon.. . . Coen...”

Rebecca reluctantly stepped closer to the windows, hoping to hear better, but the static barely
lifted.

“...inditutiondized . . . killed at least twenty-three people ... careful...”

What? Rebecca pressed the transmit button. “ Enrico, thisis Rebeccal Do you read me? Over.”
A wave of gtic.

“Captain! ST.A.R.S. Bravo, do you copy?’

Long seconds of more static. Sheld lost the signal. Rebecca put the radio back on her belt. She had
to get to the 'copter, tell the others about Edward, about Billy and the train and the terrible danger they
were dl facing. She changed clipsfor the nine-millimeter, taking amoment to reload the half spent one.
With afina sorrowful ook at her fallen teammate, she stepped over adog body, doing her best to avoid
dipping in the pool of blood surrounding it, and started back toward the passenger car.

Although she knew she should be eager to run across the missing convict, to arrest him, she hoped
shewouldn't see Billy again. Edward's degth, the dogs... She felt unsteady, incapable of taking charge.
And twenty-three people? She shuddered, amazed that he hadn't killed her when he'd had the chance.

In the passenger car, she saw the result of the two shots sheld heard earlier. The disease victim
sheld thought had moved, but hadn't been sure about... It seemed held been dlive, after al. He must have
tried to attack Billy, the way the others had gone after her. She paused at the door back to the car she'dd
origindly come through, looking over the decayed bodies of the people shed killed. If Edward wasright,
if thewoodswerefull of these things, she was going to have to move fast—

—and maybe Billy didn't kill those marines.

Rebecca blinked. It hadn't occurred to her earlier, but the jeep may have been attacked, allowing



Billy to escape—forcing himto run, in fact. It seemed likely. The two dead men had been mauled, not
just shot; the dogs could have doneiit.

She shook her head. It didn't matter. He was a killer, either way, and if she wasn't up to the job of
apprehending him, she'd better go get someone who could. As serious as the unknown sickness was,
they couldn't just let Coen run.

She left the passenger car behind, hurrying through the empty car to the side door, hoping that the
otherswere dl back at the helicopter, safe. She reached for the handle, lifted it. She wasn't sure how to
break the news about Edward, that was going to be rough—

Rebecca frowned, pushing at the diding door, which wasrefusing to dide. Shetried the handle
again, then again . .. and then kicked the door, cursing slently. It was stuck—or Billy had locked it,
maybe to keep her from following him.

“Damn.” She chewed at her lower lip, remembering that key in the dead worker's hand. She hadn't
managed to pull it free, and then had forgotten about it after her run-in with Billy, not to mention Edward
and thedogs. . . But then, who needed keys? She could just as easily crawl out through one of the
broken windows, no big deal—

She heard a sound, adoor closing, and looked to her left, toward the back of the train. Someone
was moving around in the next car over. Another sick passenger, probably. Or perhaps Billy was ill on
board. Either way, she was ready to get off, and she had her choice of windowsto exit.

Unless... it's someone el se back there. Someone who needs help.

It could even be another of the ST.A.R.S., and now that she'd thought of it, she felt duty-bound to
take alook, sensible or not. She waked quickly to the end of the empty car, readying herself for
whatever would come next. It didn't seem possible that anything weirder could happen tonight—1but then,
most of what had aready happened didn't seem possible. She wanted to be prepared for anything.

She opened the door to the next car and took it in with a sweep of the nine-millimeter, vastly
relieved to find it empty and blood-free. There were stairs going up on the | eft, a door straight ahead.
That must have been the door she'd heard closing ...

... And now it opened, and out wa ked Billy Coen.

Billy stopped, stared &t the girl, at the weapon in her hand—and was glad. That shewas Hill dive,
that she had agun and apparently knew how to useit. After what he'd just learned, having a partner
might be his only chanceto survive.

“Thisisbad,” he said, and could see that she knew he wasn't referring to the gun in hisface. She
didn't answer, only watched him steadily, her nine-millimeter unwavering, and he raised his hands,
understanding that game time was over. The dangling handcuff dapped hiswrigt.

“Those people—the ones you had to kill—they were sick,” he said. “One of them tried to bite me.
| shot him, and found a notebook in hisjacket. May 1—?*

He started to lower one of his hands, to reach for his back pocket.

“No! Keep your hands up!” she said, jerking the weapon. She still seemed scared, but was
apparently prepared to arrest him.



“Okay, fing” hesaid. “You get it. It'sin my right back pocket.”
“Yourekidding, right?1'm not coming near you.”

Billy sghed. “It'simportant, somekind of adiary. It doesn't make alot of sense, something about
an investigation into alab that's been abandoned or destroyed—but it a so talks about a bunch of
murders that have happened around here, and the possibility that avirus has been released. Something
cdled T-virus”

He saw aspark of interest, but shewas playing it safe. “I'll read it after you put that handcuff back
on,” shesaid.

He shook his head. “Whatever's happening, it's dangerous. Someone locked al the exits, have you
noticed? Why don't we cooperate, until we can get out of this?’

“Cooperate?’ Her eyebrowsrose. “With you?’

He stepped closer, lowering his hands, ignoring the gunin hisface. “Ligten, little girl—if you haven't
noticed, there's some pretty freaked out shit on thistrain. I, for one, want to get out of here, and we don't
stand achance of doing it done.”

Shedidn't lower the gun. “Y ou expect meto trust you? | don't need your help, | can handlethison
my own. And dont cal melittlegirl.”

Shewas darting to piss him off, but he reined it in. He didn't need her as an enemy. “All right, Miss
Do-It-Yoursdlf,” hesaid. “What should | call you?’

“The name is Rebecca Chambers” shesaid. “That's Officer Chambersto you.”

“Well then, Rebecca, why don't you tell me your plan of action?’ he asked. “Y ou gonna arrest me?
Grest, do it. Cdll thewholeforcein, and tell 'em to bring heavy artillery. We can wait here for them.”

For thefirst time, she seemed to falter. “Radio'sout,” she said.
Hdl. “How'd you get here?’ he asked. “ Air or ground? How closeisyour transport?’

“We camein by 'copter, but. .. there was amalfunction,” she said. “Not that it's any of your
business. Put the cuff back on. My team iswaiting outsde.”

Billy lowered hishands, dowly. “How far? Are you sure they're sill around?’

The girl scowled. “Thisisn't twenty questions, Lieutenant. I'm taking you out of here. Turn around
and facethewadll.”

“No.” Billy crossed hisarms. “ Shoot meif you have to, but theré's no way I'm giving up my
wespon or |etting you cuff me.”

High color flared in her cheeks. “Youll dowhat | tell you, or I'll—"
Crash!

Windows breaking, in the upstairs compartment. Billy and Rebecca both looked up, then at each
other. A few seconds later, they heard what sounded like heavy footsteps overhead, dow and even. . .
Thennothing a dl.



“Dining room,” Billy said. “And it was empty afew minutes ago.”

Rebecca studied him for amoment, then lowered her weapon dightly. She moved to the foot of the
gtairs and looked up, her youthful face set with a determined expression. “Wait here,” shesaid. “I'll
check it out.”

Billy amost smiled. Hed been in Special Forcesfor seven years, had learned how to shoot quite
probably before she was out of grade school—and she was going to protect him?

“I thought you didn't trust me,” he said. “What's to stop me from climbing out one of the windows,
making my escape?’

Thegirl did smile, asmdl and cold affair. “It's dangerous, remember? 'Y ou don't stand a chance of
doing it done”

Before he could come up with something properly snappy, she had turned her back and walked up
the stairs, apparently determined to prove to him that she was a competent authority figure. Dumb kid;
with al that was going on, proving hersalf shouldn't have been her top priority. He knew he should
probably follow her, keep her from getting hersdlf killed, but he wanted aminute to think. He watched as
she reached the top of the stairs and disappeared around a corner, not looking back.

Like the song says, should | stay or should | go? Rebeccawanted to arrest him, but that also
meant sheld have to keep him dive. And she needed his help, no question; she was too inexperienced to
be out here by hersdlf.

So who died and appointed you her personal savior? When are you gonna get it? You're not
one of the good guys anymore, remember?

Running still wasn't out of the question, but he no longer felt so sure of his chances. If held needed
more proof that the woods were hazardous, the notebook he'd found, the pocket journa of the man
who'd attacked him, was more than enough. He pulled it out, flipping to the last few entries, the ones that
had caught hiseye.

July 14th. We heard today about the Arklay lab . . . and we're being sent in to check it out
next week. Some of the others are worried about the conditions, about what might be left, but like
the boss says, someone's got to take the first look. Might as well be us...

Thewriter went on to talk about his girlfriend, who'd be angry that he was|eaving town. Billy
skipped ahead, skimming the pages for what he'd read before.

July 16th . . . There's still so much we don't know about responses to the T-virus. Depending
on the species and environment, only minute doses of T bring about remarkable changesin size,
aggressive behavior, and brain development . . . in animals, anyway. Nothing's immune. But until
the effects can be better controlled, the company's playing with fire.

Billy turned a page.



July 19th. The day isfinally approaching . . . I'm more anxious than | thought I'd be. The
Raccoon City newspapers and TV stations have been reporting bizarre murdersin the suburbs. It
can't bethevirus. Canit? Ifitis. .. No. | can't think of that now. | have to concentrate on the
investigation, make sure it goes smoothly.

Changesin sze, aggressive behavior, brain development. Like, say, inadog? And that bit about “in
animas, anyway.” What did this T-virusto do humans? Billy waswilling to bet hed aready seen the
results.

“Turns'em into zombies,” he muttered. Or as good as zombies, anyway. The one he'd shot had
definitely been looking for lunch. What was it that cannibals called humans? Long pig, that wasit. That
walking mess had wanted some long pig, no question.

Woodsfull of cannibals and mongters. . . held take his chances with the girl. Sheld held her own so
far, had killed at least three of those passengers and had managed to hang on to her sanity. Hed stay
with her until they got out of this—and then held work out an escape before the rest of her team moved
in, assuming there was any of her team left—

A girl, the girl screamed from overhead, a sound of pureterror. Billy grabbed his weapon and
bolted up the sairs, two at atime, hoping he hadn't waited too long to make up hismind.

At the top of the stairswas adight curve, then adoor. Rebecca opened it dowly, carefully, with the
muzzle of the handgun, and stepped inside.

A thin, acrid haze of smoke greeted her, and the low flicker of fire, making shadows dance on the
walls. It wasadining car, like Billy had said, and had once been beauitiful, the tables covered in finelinen,
the windows draped with cream-colored curtains. Now it was trashed, plates and broken glass
everywhere, tables overturned, the linens soaked with spilled wine and blood . .. And near the back, a
lone figure sat hunched over atable, the hem of the tablecloth burning, the flames licking upward.
Rebecca saw asmdl oil lamp smashed in front of the table, the cause of thefire. Thefirewas till small,
but it might not befor long.

The man at the table was very still—and as Rebeccawalked closer, she saw that he wasn't like the
passengers below, wasn't infected by what Billy had suggested was the T-virus. He was an ol der,
distinguished-looking man in abrown suit, hiswhite hair dicked back, his head bent over hischest as
though held nodded off during dinner.

Heart attack? Or had he passed out? It didn't seem likely that he'd broken a second-story window
and climbed ingde, but asfar as she could tell, there was no one else in the room, no one else who could
have made those heavy footsteps they'd heard.

Rebecca cleared her throat as she moved toward him. “Excuse me,” she said, stopping next to the
table, noticing that hisface and hands were wet, gleaming dightly inthefirdight. “Sr?’

No response—but he was breathing; she could see his chest moving. Sheleaned in, put her hand
on hisshoulder. “Sir?’

He gtarted to raise his head, turning his face toward her—and there was a sick, wet sound, like lips



smacking over something dimy, and the man's head did from historso and toppled to thefloor.

The wet sound got louder, the decapitated body starting to shake, to bubble with movement, as
though filled with living things. Rebecca stumbled backward, letting out a scream as the man's body did
gpart like badly stacked blocks, great pieces of it falling to the floor. When the pieces hit, they
disntegrated, the cloth of the suit changing color, turning black, becoming many things, eachthesize of a
fid.

Sugsthey're like dugs—

Sugswith rows of tiny teeth, not dugsat al but leeches, fat and round and somehow able to mimic
aman, even the man'sclothes.. . . Not possible, this can't be happening!

She ssumbled back farther, sick with terror astheindividua creatures came together once more,
melding into one another, the mass of abnormd, bloated things growing into a glistening tower of
darkness. They reformed, took shape and color—and again became the old man shed seen gitting at the
table. She stared in shock, in disbelief. Even knowing that he was made up of hundreds, perhaps
thousands of the disgusting things, she couldn't see the spaces between them, wouldn't have known that it
wasn't aman except that sheld seen it form for hersdlf. The shade of the suit, the shape and color of the
body— the only clue that it wasn't aman was the strangely shining qudity of its skin and clothes.

It cocked its left arm back as though about to pitch abaseball, and then snapped it forward.
Thearm elongated, stretched impossibly. Rebeccawas at least five meters away, but the glistening wet
hand swatted at the air only centimeters from her face. Shetripped over her own feet in her hurry to get
away, faling to the floor as the arm snapped back into place—then cocked backward, ready to strike

agan.
Gun, stupid, shoot!

She jerked the wegpon up and fired, the first two shots going wild, the third and fourth disappearing
into the thing's lurching body. She could see the not-flesh ripple when the bullets hit, the suit and the body
beneath it undulating dightly, asthough she were seeing it through heet waves off of asphat on asummer
day. The creature barely hesitated before whipping its arm toward her once more. She dodged, but the
hand made contact, dapping againgt her left cheek. She screamed again, more from the fedl of the hand
than the strength of the blow—it was cold and dimy and rough, like sharkskin dipped in pond
scum—and beforeit withdrew, it dapped at her again, thistime knocking the nine-millimeter from her
hand. The weapon skittered across the floor, ending up beneath one of the tables. The old man-creature
took another oddly lurching step, was now close enough that its next blow likely wouldn't be so easily
evaded, and Rebecca just had time to think that she was dead—

—andbam-bam-bam, the creature was staggering back, and someone wasfiring again and again,
the unexpected sound making her cringe as she staggered to her feet. Thefirst few shots disappeared into
itsform like before, but the shooter kept &t it, finding the monster's aged and shining face, its shining eyes.
Dark liquid flew from sudden openingsin the collective, leeches blowing to pieces, and on the sixth or
seventh shot, the man-thing began to melt back into its component parts, the smdl, black animals
dithering toward the broken windows as they hit the floor.

Rebeccalooked back at the door and saw Billy Coen standing there in a classic shooter's position,
both hands on hisweapon, his gaze fixed on the mongtrosity in front of them asit finished its Sllent
collapse, becoming many once more. The leeches continued to make for the windows, diding on trails of
dime over the debris-ittered floor and up the stained walls, dipping effortlesdy over the jagged edges of
glass and into the sorming night. They had finished their attack, it seemed.



A drange, high singing drifted in over the sound of therain. Still in shock, Rebeccawalked to the
window, carefully avoiding the remaining leeches as they streamed out of the car, retrieving her wegpon
before looking out to find the source of the Singing. Billy joined her, making no effort to step over the
strange creatures; severa popped wetly beneath his boot heels.

Inaflash of lightning, they saw him. Standing on alow hill west of thetrain, alonefigure—mae,
from hisheight, from the width of the shoulders— raised long arms, agesture of welcome, and sangina
surprisingly sweet soprano, hisvoice young and rich and strong. Latin, like something from church. Asif
that weren't bizarre enough, he seemed to be standing in alow, shalow lake, the ground rippling dightly
al around him. It wastoo dark to see well, only deep shadow and silhouette marking the lonely singer.

“Oh, Chrigt,” Billy said. “Look at that.”

Rebeccafdt the hairs on the back of her neck prickle, her mouth turning down in agrimace of
disgust. There was no lake. The ground was covered with leeches, thousands of them, al moving toward
the singing young man. She could see the hem of hislong coat or robe flgpping as the crestures flowed
upward, disappearing benegthiit.

“Who isthat guy?’ Billy asked, and Rebecca shook her head. Maybe like the old man, made from
the crestures—

Thetrain lurched suddenly. A rising, heavy mechanical sound filled the car, thefloor vibrating
beneath their feet—and then the train was moving,] dowly at first, quickly picking up speed.

She looked at Billy, saw the same confused surprise on his face that she knew she wore, and for
thefirgt time, felt something besides angry disdain for the crimind. He was stuck in this—this nightmare,
same asshewas. And he did just save my life. . .

“Still handling things yourself?” he asked, smirking, and she felt the tenuous bond between them
disappear. Before she could say anything, though, he seemed to redlize that his passive-aggressive stab at
humor wasn't what the Situation called for.

“I think we could both use alittle help here,” he said. “How about it? Just until we're out of this, all
right?’

Rebecca thought about the viral victims she'd seen, those sheld killed, about what Edward had said,
that the woods were full of zombies and mongters. She thought about the man made of leeches, and their
strange, Snging master out in the rain, and finally about the fact that someone, or some thing had started
thetrain. Evenif Enrico and therest of theteam were ill dive, they werefaling farther and farther away
by theminute.

“Yeah, okay,” she said, and though his grim and arrogant demeanor didn't change, she thought that
Billy wasrelieved. And she knew that she was.

Four

The solitary figure on the hill watched as the train gathered speed and disappeared into the storm,
his heart full of the song that spilled from hislips, that rang o sweetly through thewild air, cdling his



minions back to him. They had donewell, readying the train for the inevitable cleanup crew as soon as
the sun had gone down, leading most of the infected away through the woods, locking the doors,
powering the engine; he wanted the leeches to feed, not the virus carriers, and once the Umbrellateam
boarded, there would be no escape. The rain washed over the many as they crept up the hill, beckoned
by hisvoice, by hisdesires.

He recaived them with a smile as he finished his song. All was going aswell ashe might have
wished. After solong await, it wouldn't belong, now. He would fulfill his dream; he would become
Umbrelas nightmare, and then the world's.

“We need to stop thistrain, first thing,” Rebeccasaid.

Billy nodded. “Any suggestions?’

“We plit up,” shesaid camly. Surprisingly calmly, considering what shed just been through. “The
car a thefront of thetrain islocked—where we met? We need to get that door open, to get to the

engine
“So, we shoot the lock,” Billy said.
Rebecca shook her head. “Magnetic card reader. We haveto find akey card.”
“I saw aconductor's office—"
“Locked,” Rebeccasaid. “WEell haveto dig up one ourselves.”
“That could take awhile,” Billy said. “We should stick together.”
“It'll take ustwice aslong. And I'd rather get off thisthing beforeit ends up wherever it'sgoing.”

Asmuch as he didn't want to wander the train done, didn't want her to wander it alone, he couldn't
arguewith thelogic.

“I'll start at the back, work forward,” she said. “Y ou take the second floor. Well meet at the front.”

Bossy little thing, aren't you? he thought, but kept it to himsdlf. At some point in the
not-too-distant future, she might be the only thing keeping him from becoming somebody's lunch.

“And | will shoot you if you try anything funny,” she added. Billy started to snap back at her, then
saw the shinein her eyes. Shewasn't serious. Not entirely.

She nodded at hiswespon. *Y ou need ammo for that thing?’

“I'mgood,” hesaid. “You?’

Another nod, and she started for the door. When shereached it, she turned back.
“Thanks,” she said, motioning vaguely toward the back of the car. “1 oweyou.”

Before he could answer, she was gone. Billy stared after her amoment, somewhat amazed by her
willingnessto face the train's dangers on her own. Had he been so brave when he was her age?

It's called “ denial of mortality” when you're that young, hethought. Y eah, hed thought he'd
liveforever then, too. Being sentenced to death made one take adightly different view on things.



He spent a brief moment checking the dining car, scowling a the smashed and liquid remains of a
few dozen leech-things as he hurriedly checked behind the smdll bar, beneath the tables. Therewasa
locked door at the front of the room, but a swift kick and a glance showed him an empty service cabin
with aholein theroof. He didn't linger, figuring their best bet would be searching the bodies of thetrain
workers, anyway.

He headed down the stairs, pausing at the bottom amoment, looking toward the rear of thetrain
before continuing on. Rebecca Chambers seemed capable of taking care of hersdlf; better if he watched
hisown ass.

Back through the double doors, through the first passenger car, still empty, and a deep breath
before heading into the second. A quick look to make sure there wasn't anyone walking around and he
headed up the stairs, not wanting to look at the body of the man held killed. He'd killed before, but it was
never something you got used to, not if you had a conscience.

The smél hit him before he reached the second floor and he dowed, breathing shdlowly. Like sea
water and rot. When he got to the top, he saw the source and swallowed back bile,

Now we know where they came from.

Hed stepped onto alanding at the top of the stairs, one that turned into a corridor to hisimmediate
right, turning right again afew meters ahead— and from floor to ceiling, the corner of thelanding to his
left was webbed with what appeared to be hundreds of empty egg sacs, creating something likea
spider's nest—only these sacswere black and wet, shining in the low light of a half-buried wall sconce.
They swayed dightly asthe train rocked back and forth on the track, making them appear amost dive.
At least they were empty. He hoped to God he wouldn't run into whatever had laid them.

He edged away from the webbed corner, stepping on strings of the glistening matter that spread
acrossthe hall's fine carpet, vaguely wondering if the jegp accident had been such ablessing, after dl. He
didn't want to diein any manner, but anice, clean firing squad beat the shit out of being devoured by
shape-changing leeches.

Knock it off, soldier. Be where you are.

Right. He walked the corridor, relaxing dightly once he redlized it was empty. There were two
closed cabin doors, one on each side of the narrow passage, each marked by a number. From that and
the hal'sluxurious decor, he guessed they were private cabins. It was a good guess. He pushed open the
first door, 102, and found a small bedroom, well-appointed and thankfully free of blood and bodies.
Unfortunately, there wasn't much ese, either, though he did find aclutter of persond belongingsin thetiny
closet. There were papers, a clutch of photographs, ajewelry box. He opened the box, revealing asilver
ring, unusud in design; it looked like asingle part of one of those interlocking ring sets, notched and
warped in adigtinct pattern . . . And since he wasn't jewelry shopping, he put it back, heading out to the
next cabin.

When he opened the door to 101, he felt arush of hope. There, lying on thefloor like agift, wasa
shotgun. Billy scooped it up and cracked it, his hope turning to a guarded happiness. It was a Western,
over-under, loaded with two twelve-gauge shells. Further searching turned up another handful of shells,
though no key card.

Magnetic lock or no, this'11 probably open that door, he thought, comforted by the weight of
the heavy weapon as he stuffed the shdllsinto hisfront pocket. He was tempted to go find Rebecca
immediately, but decided he might aswell finish what held started. There was adoor at the end of the
hall, presumably leading to the next car's second floor, and it would lead him closer to the front of the



train, anyway—the sooner to reunite with the kid. He wasn't scared to be on hisown, it wasn't that, and
it wasn't even concern for Rebecca, though that was there, too—it was too many years spent in service.
If held learned anything, it was that being alone in combat was the worst way to be.

The door was unlocked, and opened into an empty lounge car, an extremely snazzy one. Therewas
apolished wooden bar to hisright, well stocked, and smdll, elegant tables lined either wall, leaving the
wide, expensvely carpeted floor open beneath low-hanging chanddliers. Like the last car, no blood or
bodies. Billy checked the counters behind the bar, then headed for the door at the far end, feding
srangdly ill at ease crossing the open space. He clutched the heavy shotgun firmly.

When he was dmost across the room, something crashed onto the roof.

The sound was thunderous, huge, the impact so strong that achandelier back by the bar hit the
floor, the glass globes shattering. Thetrain car rocked onitsrails, causing him to sumble, dmost fall.

He kept hisfeet, turning to look. Where the chandelier had fallen, the roof was actualy indented,
the thick metal twisted out of shape—and as he watched, one, two giant things pierced through, about
two meters apart, one after the other.

Billy stared, not sure what he was seeing. Big, pointed cylindrical, each piercing piece appeared to
be bisected, split down the middle. They looked like ... claws?

His gut knotted. That was exactly what they were, like agiant crab's or scorpion's claws, and ashe
watched, they both opened, revealing thickly serrated edges. The huge pincers turned inward and up,
began to actualy saw through the stedl roof, the sound of ripping metd like ahigh scream.

He'd seen enough. He turned and ran the last few metersto the door out, aware that he'd broken
out in acold swest. Behind him, the scream of tortured metal went on and on, and he grabbed the
handle, jerked—

—and it waslocked. Of course.

He spun back just in time to see the owner of the massive pincers jump down through the jagged
entrance it had made, blocking the only other means of escape.

Rebecca had just decided the last car was safe when the dog attacked.

After leaving Billy, shed made her way through akitchen areain thelast car, one awash in blood
and falen cookware, but otherwise empty. She was starting to wonder if some of the passengers and
crew might have gotten off, perhaps when the train had first been attacked. There was alot of blood
around for so few bodies. Considering the state of the few passengers sheld run into, maybe that was for
the best.

Her feet skidded through a puddle of cooking oil as she surveyed the kitchen, but her search was
otherwise uneventful. The door to the rest of the car— presumably a storage area of some kind—was
locked, but there was a crawl space that ran beneath the floor, with a covering she managed to pry up
without too much trouble. She wasn't happy about having to crawl into adark hole, but it was ashort
tunnd, just acouple of meters. Besides, shed told Billy she would start at the back of thetrain, and she
meant to be thorough. Doing a decent job was something to hold on to in the midst of such madness. The
virus victims were bad enough, and that man made out of leeches...

... Don't think about it. Find the keycard, stop the train, go get some real help. Someone



besides a convicted killer, thank you very much. Billy was her only port in the storm, so to speak, and
held certainly saved her ass, but trusting him any further than she absolutely had to would beidictic.

Sheld been right about the next compartment. After athankfully brief claustrophobic crawl, she
stood up in astorage space, bardly lit by asingle hanging bulb. There were boxes and binsaong the
walls, mostly hidden in degp shadow. She swept the darkness with her weapon. Nothing moved but the
train itsalf, rocking dong the track.

At the back of the compartment was a door with awindow in it. Rebecca stepped closer,
nine-millimeter extended, saw darkness and movement on the other Side, the sound of thetrain louder,
and redized she was actudly in thelast car, looking out over thetrack. Shefelt aflutter of something like
relief, just knowing that the world still existed out there— and that if worse cameto worst, she could
aways jump. Thetrain was going pretty fast, but it was an option.

Click.

She spun at the soft sound behind her, heart hammering, aming at nothing. Thetrain kept rolling
along, the shadows pitching and swaying, the sound not repeated. After atense moment, she took a deep
breath, blew it out. Probably one of the boxes shifting. Like the rest of this ca—well, the first floor,
anyway—the storage compartment seemed to be safe. She doubted thereéd be akeycard floating
around, but at least she could say she'd looked—

—click. Click. Click-click-click.

Rebeccafroze. The sound was right next to her, and she knew what it was, anyone who'd ever
had a dog would know: the tick of toenails on a hard surface. She dowly turned her head to the right, to
where she now saw there were a couple of dog carriers, both with their doors standing open. And
emerging from the shadows behind the closest—

It al happened fast. With avicious snarl, the dog leaped. She had timeto register that it waslike
the others sheld seen—huge, infected, damaged—and then her right foot came up, the action reflexive.
She kicked out, hard, and caught one side of the creature's barrel chest with her hedl. With ahorrible wet
tearing sound, she heard aswell asfelt asizable flgp of the animd's chest dough away, the skin diding off
the graying muscle, the wet and matted fur sticking to the bottom of her oily shoe.

Incredibly, the dog ignored the wound and kept coming, its jawvswide and dripping. It would have
her before she could get the gun up, she knew it, she could aready fed the teeth clamping on her arm,
and she dso knew that a bite from this dog would kill her, would turn her into one of thewalking
near-dead—

—and before the teeth actudly touched, her other foot, dick with oil, skidded out from beneath
her. Rebecca hit the floor, banging her hip, and the dog flew overhead, a smell like rotten meat washing
over her. It actualy stepped on her, one back paw smearing dirt on her left shoulder asit bounded over,
the momentum of itslunge carrying it past.

Thewildly lucky fal had only bought her a second. She rolled onto her scomach, extended her arm
and fired, catching the animd asit turned to lunge again. Thefirst shot went high; the second found its
mark, just below the poor beast's eft eye.

The dog sagged to the floor, dead before it had stopped moving. Blood began to spread around
thefalen dog, and Rebecca scrambled away, pushing hersdlf to her feet. Beyond the very basics,
virology wasn't her speciaty, but she waswilling to bet that the dog's blood was hat, highly infective, and
she wasn't interested in catching whatever was going around. Thiswasn't acommon head cold.



Assuming this isa virus, she thought, staring down at the decayed mess that had been a canine. It made
as much sense as anything e se, the mysterious T-virus Billy had talked about. How had it spread? What
wastherate of toxicity, how quickly did it amplify onceinsde ahost body?

She scraped the sole of her shoe against one of the kenndl's, hoping that she'd be able to erase that
wet ripping sound from her memory as easily—and saw something glitter from the shadows. She leaned
down, picked up asmal gold ring, notched in an unusua design. It didn't appear to bered gold, was
probably worthless, but it was pretty. And she was lucky to be standing there looking at it, al things
considered.

“Which makesthisalucky ring,” she said, and dipped in on her left index finger. It was very nearly
aperfect fit.

Thering wasdl shefound. Therewas no keycard lying around, nothing useful. She stepped out
onto the back platform for amoment and was ingtantly drenched. The storm wastorrentia, and thetrain
was moving much too quickly to consider jumping. Her hopes soared briefly when she saw a pand
labeled emergency brake line, but afew taps at the controls proved it to be powerless. So much for
emergencies.

She went back ingde, pushing her wet hair off her forehead. Timeto head forward, try searching
the bodies of the men that she and Billy had killed. Asdistasteful as the thought was, there wasn't much
of an dternative. They didn't know if anyone wasdriving thetrain, or if it was arunaway; either way, they
needed to get control.

Shelooked back at the dog one more time before leaving—by the door, this time—thinking of how
lucky she'd been, how easily she could have been bitten or mauled to death. No way would she let her
guard down again; she only hoped Billy was having better [uck.

Christ on across.

Billy stared, his mouth hanging open, his mind numb with the impossibility of thething not ten meters
infront of him.

It might have looked something like ascorpion, if scorpions grew ashbig as sportscars. The
monster that fell through the train's roof wasinsectile, maybe three meterslong, with apair of giant,
armored claws snapping around itsflat face, along, bloated tail that curved up over its back, that ended
inacurled stinger bigger than Billy's head. There were multiple legs, but Billy wasn't in acounting
mood— not with the thing moving toward him, emitting asound like an overhesated engine asits massive,
jointed legs pounded across the floor. Rain poured down from the hole in the roof, making the scene dl
the more hellish, the creature emerging from the wet haze like abad dream.

No timeto think. Billy shouldered and cocked the hunting gun and aimed for the thing'slow, flat
skull. Between the motion of the train and the monstrosity'sloping scrabble, it took him afew secondsto
be sure of the shot, afew seconds that seemed like an eternity. The creature scrabbled closer, its tiffly
haired feet gouging up flaps of the expensive carpet with each rumbling step.

Billy squeezed, boom, the shotgun dapping againgt his shoulder hard enough to bruise. A hit, and
the thing screeched, a gplash of milky fluid erupting from the plated skull. He didn't pause to assess
damage, only re-aimed and fired again, boom.

The thing was screeching ever louder, but still coming. Billy broke the shotgun, jerked the empty



shells out, dug for more. He fumbled, shells spilling to the carpet, the shrieking monster closing the
distance fast, too fast.

Therewasasingle shell left in his pocket. He got it out, jammed it home and brought therifle up to
hiship. .., This better be the one—

The shot hit the mongter square in the center of itsdark, ugly face, only ameter from where Billy
stood, close enough that he felt the heat of gunpowder residue hitting his bare skin, embedding there. Its
screech died asalarge, jagged chunk of exoskeleton blew out the back of its head, splattering the
gpasming tail with blood and brain matter. It shivered dl over, its huge claws whipping outward, opening
and dogng, itsstinger jabbing a air. With afina gurgling cry, it sank to the floor, seeming to deflate asits
heavy claws, itsbody, cameto rest.

Thesmdl of it, likedirt and hot, sour grease was nearly overwhelming, but Billy didn't movefor a
full minute, wanting to be sure it was dead. He could see where the first two rounds had hit—the shotgun
pulled dightly to theleft, though the final shot had been dead on—chipping away at the thick armor that
shaded its beady black eyes.

What isit? He stared down at the horror, not sure he wanted to know. It had to be connected to
the dogs and walking dead, to the T-virus. That journa he'd found had said something about even smdll
doses causing changesin Size and aggressveness...

Which means this guy must have snorted a couple of gallons, minimum. Accidentally? No
chance. Thejournd aso said something about alaboratory. And controlling the effects of the virus,
about how until they could contral it, the company was“playing with fire.”

Theimplications were clear enough. Maybe the T-virus had gotten out by accident, but this
company, whatever it was, had obvioudy known what it could do beforehand. Had experimented with it.

For the moment, though, all that mattered was that it was dead—and he was done searching for
any keycard. Screw going it aone. If the scorpion king had any brothers or sisters wandering around,
Billy wanted someone €l se to take up the dack.

He picked up the shells hed dropped and reloaded. Then he carefully stepped around the massive,
stinking carcass, and set off to find Rebecca. Maybe she'd had better luck than he had.

Just after she stepped into the front car, Rebecca thought she heard weapon fire, from back the
way she came. She stood in the doorway, holding on to the frame, staring blankly at the one dead dog
visible from her position as she strained to hear. Thunder rumbled outside. After amoment, she gave up,
and walked toward the front of thetrain.

She moved dowly, steding hersdlf to see Edward again, wishing sheld thought to grab ablanket or
something from the mess back in the passenger cars. Maybe a coat off one of the dead men; she
certainly hadn't gotten anything el se, except arisng sense of indignation with whoever had loosed the
T-virus, and a headache from holding her breath. No keys, nothing to help. That train worker's body at
the front of the car, where sheld met Billy, though—perhaps the key in its dead hand would turn out to be
useful somehow. She reached the turn in the corridor and forced herself past it, skirting the pool of fluids
that had leaked from the dog—

—and Edward was gone.



Rebecca stopped, stared. The second dog was still there—but awad of red gauze and afew
bloody splatterswere all that remained where Edward's body had been. That, and the thick smell of rot.
Cool, wet air breezed in through the windows, but the smell wastoo strong for it.

Everything seemed to move in dow motion as she looked down, saw the tracksin the dog blood.
She followed them with her gaze, looked toward the front, seeing the boot printsin red, smeared, as
though whoever had worn them was drunk, or... or sick...

No. Shed felt for apulse.

Time dowed even more, her gaze finally rising from the floor. She saw the edge of abare arm,
someone standing just out of sSight at the end of the hal. Someone tall. Someone wearing boots.

“No,” she said, and Edward stepped away from the wall, stepped into view. When he saw her, his
bloodless lips opened, a moan emerging. He staggered toward her, hisface gray, his eyesfilmed amost
white.

“Edward?’

He kept waking, reding redly, his blood-drenched shoulder trailing dong thewall, hisarms dack
at hissides, hisface empty and mindless. Thiswas Edward, thiswas her buddy, and she raised her
handgun, taking astep back, taking aim.

“Don't makeme,” she said, apart of her mind wondering at how degthlike the virus made its
victims seem, must have slowed his heart rate—

Edward moaned again. He sounded desperately hungry, and though his eyeswere bardly visible
through the haze of white, she could see them well enough to understand that this wasn't Edward
anymore. He staggered closer.

“Beat peace,” she whigpered, and shot him, the round drilling aneat holein hisleft temple. He
stood perfectly il for abeet, hisexpression of dull hunger unchanging, and then collapsed to the floor.

Rebeccawas gill standing there, aming at the corpse of her friend when Billy found her afew
minutes | ater.

Five

William Birkin hurried through the underbelly of the water trestment plant, spooked by the echoing
clang of hisfootsteps through the cavernous corridors as he made hisway toward control B on the first
basement level. The place felt cold and dead, like atomb—uwhich was not abad andogy at al, except he
knew what wandered behind the locked doors he passed, knew that he was surrounded by an
abundance of life, such asit was. Somehow, that awvareness made the distant echoes of hisevery
movement seem that much more sacrilegious, like shouting in amortuary.

Whichitis, really. They 're not dead yet. Your colleagues, your friends. ..Get a grip on
yourself. They all knew this was a possibility, all of them. Bad luck, isall.



Bad luck for them. He and Annette had been at the facility downtown when the spill had occurred,
findizing the breakdown of the new synthesis.

Hed reached the executive stairwel| at the back of B4 and started to climb, wondering if Wesker
was dready waiting. Probably. Birkin was running late, he hadn't wanted to leave hiswork for even a
moment, and Albert Wesker was a precise and punctual man, among other things. A soldier. A
researcher. A sociopath.

And maybe he was the one. Maybe he leaked it. It was possble; Wesker's loydlties lay with
Wesker, dways had, and though he'd been with Umbrdlafor along time, Birkin knew he was looking
for an exit. On the other hand, crapping in his own backyard wasn't his style, and Birkin had known the
man for twenty years, give or take. If Wesker had caused the legk, he certainly wouldn't be sticking
around to see what happened next.

Birkin topped the flight, made aturn and started up the next. Allegedly, the elevators still worked,
but he didn't want to risk it. There was no one around to help if something went wrong. No one but
Wesker, and for al he knew, the ST.A.R.S. commander had decided to go home.

At the top of the second flight, Birkin heard something, a soft sound from behind the door that
marked the second basement level. He paused a moment, imagining some poor soul pressed againgt the
door on the other side, perhaps mindlesdy besting his or her dying body against the obstacle again and
again, vagudly wishing to be free. When theinfection had originaly been identified, theinterna doors had
locked automatically, trapping most of the infected workers and escaped test subjects. The main
pathways were clear, at least to and from the control rooms.

He glanced a hiswatch, and started up thefind flight. He didn't want to miss Wesker if he was il
around.

So, if Wesker didn't do it, then who? How? They'd dl thought it was an accident; he still had until
afew hours ago, when Wesker had called him about the train. That was one accident too many. Lord
knew there were enough people who had reason to sabotage Umbrella, but it wasn't easy to obtain even
alow-level clearance passfor any of the Raccoon labs.

What if... Wesker had said something about the company wanting real data on the virus, not just
sms but hands-on; maybe they had unleashed it themselves, sent in one of their squadsto pop a cork
that shouldn't have been popped, so to speak.

Or maybe this is how they plan to get to the G virus. Create all this chaos, then slip in and
steal it.

Birkin's jaw tightened. No. They didn't know yet how close he was, and wouldn't know until he
was goddamn good and ready. He'd taken precautions, hidden things, and Annette had bribed the
watchdogs to keep away. He'd seen it happen too many times, the company taking away a doctor's
research because they wanted instant results, handing it over to new blood . .. and in at least two cases
that he knew of persondly, the origind scientist had been eiminated, the better to keep him from moving
to the competition.

Not me. And not the G virus. It was hisliféswork, but he'd destroy it before held let it be taken
avay.

He reached the control room he wanted, an observation platform, redlly, that shared space with the
plant's backup generator, now thankfully silent. The lights were down, but as he walked around the mesh
catwalk, he could see Wesker sitting in front of the observation screens, his back outlined by the glow



from the monitors. As he often did, Wesker wore his sunglasses, an affectation that had always unnerved
Birkin; the guy could seein the dark.

Before held announced his presence, Wesker was beckoning him over, raising ahand without even
looking over his shoulder.

“Comelook at this” His voice was commanding, urgent. Birkin hurried to join him, leaning over the
console to see what had Wesker so interested.

His attention was fixed on ascene from the training facility, what looked like the video library on the
second floor. A trainee was wandering the room, obvioudy infected, his fatigues stained with blood and
other fluids;, helooked positively wet, but Birkin didn't notice anything particularly unusua about him
otherwise.

“I don't see—" he began, but Wesker cut him off.
“Wait.”

Birkin watched as the young man—ayoung man who wouldn't be getting much older, thanksto the
T-virus—ran into asmall desk at the side of the room, then turned and started back toward the computer
banks, lurching asdl the carriers did, the camerafollowing the movement. Just as he was about to ask
Wesker what he was looking for, he saw it.

“There” Wesker said.

Birkin blinked, not sure what he'd seen. Asheld turned again a the computer banks, the traineg's
right arm had elongated, thinned, stretched almost al the way to the floor, then snapped back into place.
It had taken barely a second.

“That'sthethird timein thelast haf hour or so,” Wesker said softly.

The trainee continued to roam the smal room, once again indigtinguishable from any of the other
doomed people pictured on the tiny screens.

“An experiment we didn't know about?” Birkin asked, though it was unlikely. They were both as
deep insde as anyone outside of HQ.

13 NO_”
“Mutation?’
“You'rethe scientist, you tell me,” Wesker said.

Birkin gave it a second's thought, then shook hishead. “| supposeit'spossible, but . . . No, | don't
think s0.”

They watched the soldier in sllence for another moment, but he only crossed the room again;
nothing stretched or changed. Birkin didn't know what they had seen, exactly, but he didn't likeit, not at
al. Inthe complicated series of equationsthat hislife had become, between hiswork and family, between
the disastersin Raccoon and his dreams of engineering the perfect virus, thiswas an unknown. Thiswas
something new.

A crackle of gatic burgt into the quiet, an unknown man's voice emerging from the hiss. “ETA ten
minutes, over.”



That had to be Umbrellas cleanup crew, for the train. Wesker had said they were on their way
when held called. Wesker tapped a button. “ Affirmative. Radio when objective isreached. Over and

He tapped the button again, and the two men went back to watching the unknown soldier, each lost
inthoughts dl their own. He didn't know about Wesker, but he was starting to think that it might betime
to get out of Raccoon.

“Rebecca”

Shedidn't answer or turn around, only lowered her weapon. Billy wished there was something he
could say, but figured he was better off keeping his mouth shut. The scenario was clear enough; the man
onthefloor wasinaS.T.A.R.S. uniform, probably afriend, and he'd been infected.

He gave her amoment, but didn't think they could afford more than one. He couldn't be sure, but
the train seemed to be picking up speed. If it was arunaway, they would crash and likely die. If someone
was controlling it, they needed to know who and why.

“Rebecca,” he said again, and thistime she turned, unashamed of the tears she wiped away. She
blinked up a him.

“Did | hear you firing afew minutes ago?’ she asked.
Billy nodded, tried asmile but it didn't come off. “Mongter bug. Y ou?’
“Dog,” shesaid, and wiped away alast tear. “And ... and someone | used to know.”

He shifted uncomfortably, both of them slent for abeat. Then she sighed, pushed her bangs off her
forehead. “ Tell meyou found the keys,” she said.

“Something likethat,” he said, hefting the shotgun.

“Won't work,” she said, and sighed again. “ It has magnetic bolts, like abank vault or something.”
“On apassenger train?’ Billy asked.

Rebecca shrugged. “It's privately owned. Umbrdla”

The pharmaceutical company. Between the court-martia and sentencing, Billy hadn't given much
thought to where he was headed for execution, but now he remembered—Raccoon City, the closest
thing this area had to ametropolis, was where the megacorporation had originaly set up shop.

“They havether owntran?’
She nodded. “Umbrdlasall over around here. Offices, medica research, laboratories..."

“We heard today about the Arklay lab . . . and we're being sent in to check it out next
week.” Raccoon forest, Raccoon City itsdlf, was nestled in the Arklay mountains.

Rebecca's thoughts seemed to be turning in the same direction. “Y ou don't think—*

“I don't know,” Billy said. “And right now, it doesn't matter, anyway. We gtill have to get through
that door.”



She started to turn back toward the front of the train, then seemed to think better of it, perhaps not
wanting to see her friend. Shelooked at the floor, spokein alow voice.

“Therésabody up by the door, aman holding akey,” she said. “Maybe it opens something
ussful.”

“Wait here asec,” Billy said. He stepped past her and moved forward, stopping at the corridor's
end. The decrepit corpse of atrain worker was huddled by the locked door, the body she'd been bent
over at thar first meeting. Sure enough, he had ameta key in one stiff hand. Billy pried it free, held it up
inthe low light. The small tag attached to it read, dining car.

That's wonderfully helpful, thank you so much. He st it aside, then spent aminute going through
the man's coat, coining up with apack of cards and ahandful of lint-covered bresth mintsin one front
pocket . . . And in the other, afew more keys on asmall ring. Two were unlabeled, but athird had
conductor's etched into the metal. Billy pocketed them, and after a moment's thought, he knelt and
carefully removed the man's coat, grimacing at the cold, spongy fed of hisflesh. The poor guy didn't
appear to have caught the virus, but person or persons unknown had worked him over with their teeth;
he was amess, his face and hands missing large, ragged chunks of skin and muscle.

Billy walked back to where Rebecca stood, pausing to cover the dead S.T.A.R.S. team member
with the coat. It only concedled hisface and upper body, but he figured anything was an improvement,
for the girl's sake. She nodded gratefully at him as he approached, but said nothing.

“Thekey you saw wasfor the dining car, which weve dready sampled,” he said. He pulled the
ringed set out of his pocket. “ But these might open something.”

They were standing near the door |abeled as the conductor's office. Billy held up the marked key.
With anod from Rebecca, he did the key into the lock; it turned easily. He readied his weapon and
pushed the door open, ready to fire at anything that didn't identify itself in their first second of contact.

Therewas no one. Billy relaxed dightly, stepping into the office. Rebecca waited in the doorway,
her weapon a so drawn, looking down at asmall desk littered with papers. She rustled through them as
Billy threw the rest of thetiny cabin.

“Schedules, letters. .. Here's something called a'Hookshot Operator Manual,' ” Rebeccasaid.
“Memos from maintenance, anote about aring lock, whatever that is, kitchen order forms..."”

Billy opened the closet while she continued to rattle off the desk's clutter. A couple of Sgns,
postcards and notes tacked to the inside of the door, ledgers, alocked briefcase. Billy picked up the
briefcase, shook it. Something inside rattled, but it was very light; something like akeycard, perhgps?
Not likely, but he could aways hope.

He examined the lock, frowning. There was no keyhole, though there was an indentation on the
front, in the shape of acircle. Hejiggled the handle. It was solidly locked. He could probably take the
thing apart, but it was well made, it would take time they couldn't spare...

“A minute ago, you said something about aring lock?” He asked.

Rebecca pushed afew papersaside. “Ah . . . Here. It'sjust a handwritten note, says, 'Means of
access in case, scattered ring lock, two parts.'”

In case of what? He started to shrug, then felt aflush of excitement. In case. The card was inthe
case, he could fed it. Helooked closer at the lock, suddenly remembering the unusud silver ring heldd



found upstairs, before his run-in with the scorpion-thing. The indentation on the lock was notched like the
ring had been.

But the note says two parts, and—

“Hey, | found aring, at the back of thetrain,” Rebecca said. Billy looked up as Rebeccapulled a
gold ring from her index finger, knowing even before she handed it over that it was the second part.

“I think we have awinner,” Billy said, actudly smiling, area smilefor thefirg timesnce. .. Sncehe
didn't know when. There would be aradio in the engineer's compartment, and controls, and maybe a
map for how the hell to get out of the woods.

They weredmost out of this, he was sure of it.
He had no idea.

Someone had actualy started the goddamn train. There was a chance that one of the workerswas
gl dive, but Wesker figured it more likely that one of the mush-brain carriers had fallen into the controls.
In any event, the ‘copterss pilot hadn't even hesitated, had only changed the ETA by afew moments.
Thetiming was lucky; unstopped, the train would head straight for the training facility, would crashiif it
was unmanned, and the last thing they needed was to draw attention to any of the infected lockdown
aress.

“We're deploying now, over.”

Wesker waited. He could hear the sound of the helicopter in the background, could even hear the
men'sdrop lineswhipping in the wind. He half wished he was there, about to step onto the doomed train
asit sped through the storming night, hiswegpon drawn, the walking diseased waiting to belaidtorest in
ablast of blood and bone ...

Birkin interrupted the pleasant fantasy, hisvoice and manner anxious as he reached out to cover the
microphone with one pae hand. “We're sure thisisthe virus, right? | mean, we're not dedling with a
hijacking, or ... or amechanical error, perhaps? | mean, do we know for certain that thisteam ishereto
hendlethetrain?’

Wesker sghed interndly. William Birkin was an intelligent man, but also obsessively paranoid. His
conviction that Umbrellawanted to sted hiswork was dmost childlike initsintengty.

“Weresure” he answered. “What dse could it be, if not the virus?’

Birkin nodded toward the monitor where they'd seen the soldier with the rubbery arm. “Maybe
something to do with that.”

Wesker shrugged. It was amutation, it had to be. Unusua, but hardly impossible. “1 doubt it. Don't
worry, William. No one a the top knows about your precious G virus.” Not exactly true, but Wesker
wasn't in ahand-holding mood. “ Asfor thetrain ... perhapsthe T issSmply better at adapting than we

thought.”

Birkin wasn't buying, which wasn't asurprise; Wesker didn't, either. If the infection of thetrain was
an accident, he was his Aunt Maddie's tegpot, asit were.

“The mangon, thelabs, thetrain ... Who did it?” Birkin asked softly. “And why?’



One of the cleanup pair brokein. “We're down, over.” The background whup-whup sound of the
helicopter's blades had been replaced by the rhythmic rumble of amoving train. About goddamn time.
“Excdlent,” Wesker said, again covering the microphone so that he could answer Birkin.

“That'sirrelevant. What matters now isthat this doesn't get out, that it doesn't go any further. The
train hasto be destroyed. All of the evidence hasto go, William, surely you can seethat. Therésno
problem here. Don't create one.”

He uncovered the mike. “How far are you from the nearest branch line, over?’
“No more than ten minutes, probably—*
Wesker waited through ablur of static. “Yes? Didn't copy that, over?”’

There was a shrill burst of feedback, loud enough to hurt. Wesker recoiled, saw Birkin wincing at
the noise—

—and then there was screaming, both of the men on the train screaming in unison.
“Ah, God, what the—"

“Get 'em off me! Get 'em off!”

“No! Nooo! Noo—"

There were severd muffled bursts of automatic gunfire, aman'swordless cry of pain and terror
surpassing the sound—and then there was nothing but static.

Wesker ground his teeth together as behind him, Birkin started to babble in panic. It seemed that
there was a problem after dl.

* % %

They stood in front of the locked door, Rebecca holding the keycard and feding atriumph that was
al out of proportion to what they'd actudly done. She figured she was probably emotionaly worn out; it
was no big dedl, they'd found a couple of rings, opened a briefcase. Regardless, she fdt likethey'd
solved theriddle of the goddamn Sphinx.

Billy motioned for her to open the door, his head cocked to one sde. Hewas till listening. HEd
sworn he'd heard a helicopter outside when they'd gone to retrieve the ring, and someone shouting a
moment later. Rebecca hadn't heard anything. He was probably as wrung out as she was, considering—

—considering he was on his way to be executed. Don't start making comparisons, here.
Whatever he's done to help you out, he's an animal. Forgetting it could cost you your life.

Right. As soon as she made it to aworking radio, their little truce was over. She swiped the card
through the reader, and the small red light changed to green. The door clicked, and Billy pushed it open.

The sound of the train became aroar, the door opening into a grated wakway that was partidly
exposed to the elements. Wind and mist sprayed over them as Billy and then Rebecca stepped outside.
To theright was alocked cage of equipment that ran the length of the car; to the left, only aguard rail
and the violent night whipping past. Ahead, another car, what had to be the driver's compartment; it was
hard to tell in the dark. Rebecca grabbed the railing when she redlized just how fast the train was going;



the thing was redlly rocking along the tracks, and—
Oh.

Rebecca hesitated as Billy hurried afew steps ahead, then crouched down in front of afalen man
or woman. There was a second form ameter or so past the first; both were dressed inriot gear, their
faces hidden behind shaded glass.

SW.A.T.? When did they get here? And why only two? As she moved closer, she could see that
they were both shining with dime, the same thick goo that those leechesin the dining car had excreted . .
. Andtheir gear, dl Kevlar and steel-weave, was unmarked. They weren't RCPD, or military.

Billy waslooking at the mesh wall to their right. Rebeccafollowed his gaze, saw what looked like a
giant web of dark strings fixed to the ingde of the gate, hanging with about a thousand semi-trand ucent
sacs.

Egg sacs. For the leeches.

Rebecca shuddered, and then Billy was standing again, shaking his head. He had to shout to be
heard over the thundering train.

“It'sno good! They're dead!” Rebecca had figured as much, but she wasn't going to take hisword
for it. She pushed past him and checked both bodiesfor signs of life, noticing the strange, puckered
hemorrhaging on their exposed and pallid skin. Billy wasright. . . and maybe hed been right about
hearing ascream, too. In spite of the rain, both of the bodies were till warm.

She stood up and grabbed the railing again, following Billy to the next car. Shejust had timeto
wonder what the hell they were going to do if they ran across another lock, and then Billy was pushing
the door open.

They stepped out of therain and into ardatively smal driver's compartment, clean and orderly
except for thethin, even layer of dime covering the control console at the front. Rebeccas earsrang in
the sudden near-silence as the door closed behind her, but she was more concerned with the number of
blinking red lightsthat lit up the glistening console.

Billy stepped up and studied the myriad control panelsfor amoment, then tapped at akeyboard set
infront of asmall screen. The screen remained blank. He looked back at her with a bleak expression.

“The controls arelocked,” he said.

Rebecca fished the keycard out of her vest pocket. There were no numbers on elther side, nothing
they could input. She moved to hisside, trying to ignore the rain lashing the windshield, the dizzying blur
of the woods, and punched afew buttons. The keys felt locked, they didn't depress completely. She
gtarted looking for anything with the word emergency onit.

“Here” Billy said, reaching for alever that stuck out from his side of the board. When he pushed it,
words started scrolling across the computer screen.

EMERGENCY BRAKES—FRONT AND REAR TERMINALSMUST BE ACTIVATED
BEFORE APPLYING BRAKES. RESTORE POWER TO REAR TERMINAL?

The controls she'd seen at the back of the train. Billy quickly typed inyes.
POWER TO REAR BRAKE TERMINAL RESTORED.



“Thank God,” Rebeccasaid. “Doit, stop thisthing.” The train seemed to be going impossibly
faster, the rumble of the engineslouder than before, rising to fever pitch.

Billy pushed the lever. It moved easily, too easily, and more words scrolled across the screen.

REAR BRAKE SEQUENCE MUST BE ACTIVATED BEFORE EMERGENCY BRAKES
ARE APPLIED.

“Oh, you gottabe shitting me,” Billy said, hislips curled. “We can't put on the emergency brakes
from the goddamn control room?”

“We probably can, just not without authorization,” Rebeccasaid. “Manually, though ... | saw the
rear terminal; it's on the back of thelast car. I'll go.”

Billy shook his head, looking out at the passing darkness, passing too quickly. “No, let me. No
offense, but | think | can run fagter. Isthere an intercom system? | can signd you whenit'son.”

They both started to look, but the console was crowded with unmarked switches and panels; it'd
take too long to figure out. Rebecca started to tell him he'd just have to run—and from how much faster
the train seemed to be going now, he should probably sprint—when she remembered Edward.

“Edward'sradio,” shesad. “Hehad it before he—it should ill beon him.”
Billy was dready turning toward the door. “I'll get it on theway.”
“Becareful,” shesad.

He nodded, casting another ook out the window. “ Just be ready to hit the brakes up here. | have
the feeling were going to stop pretty soon anyway, oneway or another.”

He opened the door to a blast of noise, then was gone.

The seconds ticked by. Rebecca made sure her radio was receiving, then kept her hand on the
brake lever, staring out at the onrushing night. The train took a curve too fast and she closed her eyesfor
abeat, willing the out-of-control engineto stay on the track, imagining that she could actudly fed the
whedsrise up and then fal back into place. Billy wasright; one way or another, they weren't going to be
going much farther.

What's taking so long? It had only been afew minutes, but that was long enough. She grabbed the
radio, pressed transmit.

“Billy, comein. What's your status, over.”
Nothing.

“Billy?" Shewaited, counted dowly to five, her heart starting to trip over itself. She could see
another curve coming up aheed. “Billy, comein!”

Shit! Maybe he hadn't found the radio, or had forgotten to turn it on. Or there was something
wrong with the controls, he couldn't activate the termind.

Or maybe he's dead. Maybe something got to him.

Thetrain railed around the curve, and thistime there was no imagining; the train tipped too heavily,
racing ever fagter asit rattled back down, and another curve like that one, it was dl over. Shed haveto



go back hersdlf, there was no time but there was no other option, either—
“Rebecca, now!”

Rebecca saw ablur to the right of the train, there and gone so quickly that she didn't know what it
was until it was past—adtation platform. The gtation platform, and that meant the only thing left ahead
was wherever they stored the goddamn thing, and that meant it might aready betoo late.

“Hang on!” she shouted at the radio, grabbing the brake lever, twisting it as hard as she could—and
something was rushing at the front window, a darkness deeper than the night, atunnd. The brakeswere
queding, screaming asthetrain roared into the black, broke through some flimsy barrier, wood flying
acrossthewindshidd, thetrain tipping again, thistime not tipping back.

Rebecca heard her own scream join the train's as they hit the ground and started to dide, meta
rending, sparksflaring up like hellish fireworks. Thewall became the floor, Rebeccadamming into it as
the engine dammed into something even harder and dl the lights went ouit.

Six

Billy woke up to pain and the smdl of burning synthetics. He opened his eyes, blinking, assessng
his surroundings as quickly as his muddled mind could manage, which wasn't very quickly at al. Hewas
on his back, looking up at ahigh, blank ceiling. Firdight flickered al around him, shadows of rubble and
rock dancing across part of awall to hisleft. Somehow, hewasinsde.

The brakes, thetrain ... Rebecca?

That woke him up. He pushed himsdlf to asitting position, was surprised and relieved to redize he
had a strained shoulder and afew scrapes, but nothing worse.

“Rebecca?’ he called, and coughed. Wherever he was, the billowing smoke from the wreck was
gtarting to build up. He, they, had to move.

He stood, cradling his right arm as helooked around. The train had crashed into awarehousg, it
looked like—a giant, empty space, concrete, ascaffolding off to one side, afew hooded lights overhead.
It wasn't very well lit, but when helooked down, he saw a dented train track benegth hisfeet, and
redlized they had probably crashed into the train's maintenance terminal. Wherever that was.

“Rebecca?’ He called again, surveying the wreckage. There were numerous piles of blasted
concrete and puddles of burning il dl around. The engine was on its Sde, the other cars piled up behind
it, blocking what had to be amongter holein the wall. He had no ideawhere to look for the young
S.T.A.R.S. member. As soon as he'd activated the rear brakes he had started running back toward the
front; he must have been thrown from the back passenger car...

“Uunh.” A dumped shadow gtirred near apile of smoking rock.

“Rebeccal” He ssumbled forward, hoping she was dl right. She had sounded panicked when sheld
caled, when he hadn't answered, but he'd been too busy punching buttonsto talk. Now he was sorry;
shewasjust akid, after al, and had been scared shitless. / should have reassured her, something—He



reached the crumpled, battered body, and started to knedl beside her. She was face down, her clothes
shredded.

“Billy?

Billy turned, saw Rebeccawaking toward him, her nine-millimeter in hand. She had atrickle of
blood seeping from her hairline, but appeared to be in good shape otherwise—

—and the person in front of him rolled over, moaning again, reaching one bloody hand up to grasp
a hisface. Rotting fingerstrailed across his cheek.

“Gah!” With awordless cry of disgust he redled back, fell on the floor. He couldn't tell if the
dow-moving cresture was male or female, so much of its face and body had been damaged, either by the
disease or from the crash. It crawled to itsknees, turning its disfigured face toward Billy. Its mouth hung
open, and blood-tinted drool poured from between its broken teeth asit reached for him again.

“Get clear,” Rebeccasaid, and he was only too glad to comply, scrambling backward on his hands,
the loose handcuff digging painfully into the flesh of hisleft pam, pushing with hisfeet. Sheamed and
fired twice, both rounds finding the once-human's dready fractured skull, ending what was left of itslife.
It settled to the concrete with asound almost like asigh.

Billy stood up, and they both spent afew tense seconds scanning the wreckage for any other
bodies. If there were more, they were hidden.

“Thanks,” he said, looking back at the pathetic creature. She'd spared it further suffering, at least—
and with two clean head shots. He was surprised and not alittle impressed at her level of skill. “ Areyou
okay?’

“Yeah. I've got akiller headache, but that's all. My second crash of the day, too.”
“Redly?’ Billy asked. “What wasthefirg?’

She smiled, started to speak—then abruptly stopped, her expression turning cool, and Billy felt a
pang of rea unhappiness; she'dd obvioudy remembered who she wastaking to. In spite of everything, she
ill thought he was a mass murderer.

“It's not important,” she said. “Come on. We should get out of here before the smoke gets any
worse.”

They both gtill had their radios, and spent amoment looking for hisgun, finding it half hidden by a
crushed concrete block not far from where held woken up. The shotgun was history. Neither of them
suggested searching the train for it; the small fireswere dying out, but the thick layer of black smoke that
hovered at the celling was growing by the minute.

They moved around the vast room, finding only asingle door some twenty meters from the
wrecked engine and very little ese. Billy hoped it led to fresh air, to freedom for himsdlf and safety for the
girl. Standing at the door, he looked back at the smoldering crash, felt one corner of his mouth curve up.

“Well, at least we managed to stop thetrain,” he said.
Rebecca nodded, her smile weak but game. “We managed,” she replied.

They turned back to the door. Taking a deep breath, Billy reached out and turned the handle,
pushing it open.



It was surred, watching the train crash into the basement of the training facility on a screen, hearing
the dull thunder of the crash abest later. They felt it, too, avery faint rumblein thewallsal around them.
In seconds, the cameralens was obscured by smoke.

“We should get out of here, now,” Birkin said, pacing behind Wesker's chair. He wasn't worried
about fire, the old termina was practically made out of cement—but atrain crash was hard to miss, and
not every cop and fireman in the vicinity was on Umbrdlas payroll. Thefacility wasisolated, but it would
only take a phone call from one concerned citizen and Umbrella's bioweapons work would be exposed.

Wesker didn't even seem to be listening. He tapped at the monitor controls, shifting camera
perspectives through other parts of the facility, searching for something. HEd bardly said aword since the
find transmisson from the cleanup crew.

“Areyou ligening to me?’ Birkin asked, not for the first timein the past few minutes. Hewastense,
and Wesker's cavdier atitude wasn't helping.

“I hear you, William,” Wesker said, still watching the screens. “If you want to leave, leave.”
“Wdl? Aren't you coming?’

“Oh, inawhile,” he answered, histone calm and even. “1 just want to check on afew things.”
“Likewhat?1'd say thetrain is pretty much cleaned up. That'swhy we came, isn't it?’

Wesker didn't answer, only kept watching the screens. Birkin's hands clenched into fists. God, the
man could be insufferable! That was the problem with sociopaths. Theinability to empathize tended to
make them completely self-centered.

I've got work to do, Birkin thought, looking toward the door. Work, afamily ... hewasn't going to
wait around for Joe Firefighter to come knocking, looking for an explanation asto why there were
zombies wandering around the crash site ...

“Ah, therewe are,” Wesker said, thumbing akey beneath one of the screens. It was the main lobby
of thefacility, built to welcome execs and grunts dike into the lessthan-legal world of White Umbrella.
And asthey watched, a hand came up through the floor, pushing asde asquare cover.

That's the old access tunnel, leads from the terminal. Birkin leaned forward, curiousin spite of
himsdf.

A man with an elaborate tattoo on one arm crawled out of the dark square in the northwest corner
of the room, followed by asmal womaninaS.T.A.R.S. uniform, agirl, redly. Both carried handguns,
and looked around the finely decorated lobby with expressions Birkin couldn't reed from the small
screen.

“Who on earth are those people?’ he asked.

“Thegirl isaST.A.R.S. rookie, B team,” Wesker said. “No one of consequence. The male | don't
recognize.”

“Do you think—were they onthetran?’

“Had to have been,” Wesker said.



Birkin felt anew surge of panic. “What are we going to do?’
Wesker glanced up at him, one eyebrow arched. “What do you mean?’
“They—she'swith ST.A.R.S., and who knowswho he'sworking for. What if they escape?’

“Don't be obtuse, William. They won't escape. Even if the facility wasn't locked down, the placeis
overrun with carriers. All they have to do is open adoor or two, and they'll cease to be of any concern.”

Wesker's bland tone was chilling, but he had a point. The chances of anyone getting out of the
facility weredimto none.

Asthey watched, the two intruders moved carefully around the big room, one of the only roomsin
the building free of the infected, both sweeping their weapons sde to side. After athorough check, the
girl walked up the grand staircase, stopping at the smal landing mid-floor. There was alarge portrait
there of Dr. Marcus—and the girl seemed surprised by it, as though she recognized him. The tattooed
man joined her, and Birkin could see him reading aoud from the smal plague benegth the portrait—

DOCTOR JAMES MARCUS, FIRST GENERAL MANAGER.

Birkin shifted uncomfortably. He hated that picture. It reminded him of how he'd gotten hisred dart
in Umbrela, not something heliked to think about—

“ Attention. Thisis Doctor Marcus.”

Birkin jumped, looking around with wide eyes, his heart pounding. Wesker didn't flinch, but turned
up the sound on the consol €'s ancient intercom as the voice of aman ten years dead rang through the
empty spaces and corridors of the entire complex.

“Please be silent as we reflect upon our company motto. Obedience breeds discipline. Discipline
breeds unity. Unity breeds power. Power islife.”

The man and woman on the screen were lookingaround aswell, but Birkin barely glanced in their
direction. He grabbed Wesker's shoulder, unnerved. It was arecording, one he hadn't heard since he
and Wesker had till been students at the facility. Where ?—who ?—

Wesker brushed his hand away, nodding toward the screen, where the picture was fading. It
seemed to blink—and then they were looking a ayoung man in another location. Birkin didn't recognize
the room, but the young man staring back at them seemed aimost familiar. He had long hair and dark
eyes, was probably in his early twenties—and he had a sharp, crud smile, asthin and cutting as a steel
blade.

“Who areyou?’ Wesker asked, surely not expecting an answer, there was no audio set up—

The young man laughed, the sound pouring out of the intercom like dark silk. It wasn't possible—he
didn't wear a headset, wasn't near any part of the com system—>but they could hear him clearly
nonetheless.

“It was | who scattered the T-virusin the mansion,” he said, hisvoice cold. His amile sharpened.
“Needlessto say, | contaminated the train, too.”

“What?’" Birkin blurted. “Why?’

The young man's cold voice seemed to degpen. “Revenge. On Umbrella.”



He turned away from the camera, raising his armsto the shadows. Birkin and Wesker both leaned
in, trying to see what he was doing, but they could only see movement in the darkness, hear something
like water—

The young man turned back to look at them, his smile ever sharper—and from out of the shadows
behind him stepped atall, distinguished man in asuit and tie, hiswhite hair dicked back, hisfeatureslined
with age but powerful, commanding. It was the same face that graced the portrait in the lobby.

“Dr. Marcus?’ Birkin gasped.

“Tenyears ago, Dr. Marcus was murdered by Umbrella,” the young man said, hisvoice dmost a
snarl. “And you helped them. Didn't you?’

Helaughed again, that dark and silken laugh, alaugh that promised no mercy as Birkin and Wesker
dtared, stunned into silence by the visible, living presence of aman they'd watched die a decade earlier.

The young man sang, and the many, his children, turned the camera away, manipulated the controls
that alowed hisvoiceto travel. Hed said dl he intended, at least for the moment; there was much to do,
many choicesto congder. Thingswere unfolding, aways unfolding in new directions.

He sang adower song and the image and body of Marcus collapsed, reverted to the children. They
gathered at hisfeet, coursed up and over his body, stroking him, adoring him. Waiting for him to decide
what was next.

Therewas no plan, beyond Umbrella's destruction. He had and would continue to employ
whatever means came to hand—the virus, the many, the fal seimages that the many were capable of
creating, like Marcus, he had been for Albert and William's benefit, had undoubtedly |eft them afraid and
confused.

The young man smiled. How fortuitous, that they of al people should be witnessto the downfall.
With luck, he would have the opportunity to see them expire, to stand by as they had once stood by,
pitilesdy watching their mentor in hislast struggling moments. . . Though their desths were meaninglessin
the grander picture. What mattered was that Umbrellawould soon be no more.

He considered the man and woman from the train, how he might use them now that they'd entered
the complex. Hisfirst inclination had been to kill them, to keep them from interfering, but that seemed a
wade, after dl, wasn't Umbrellanow their enemy, too? They would fight for their lives, fight to be
free—and if they succeeded, they would draw immediate attention to the disaster, what he had aways
seen asthe cross atop Umbrdlas grave. Destroying their laboratories, killing their employees—they
could always build new labs, hire new people. Oncethe spotlight of the international pressturned toward
Umbrella, however, their ruin would be complete ... And the world would finaly know his name.

Thefacility had been locked down, of course. It had been designed with almost as many door
puzzles and concesl ed passages as Trevor's mansion, built a decade earlier. Oswell Spencer, one of
Umbrellas co-founders, had been obsessed with spy movies and books, and as paranoid as any
megal omaniac, which made for an extremely secure lockdown. There were hidden keys, doors that
wouldn't open without missing pieces, even aroom or two designed to trgp unwary intruders. It wouldn't

be easy for anyone to escape.

But there were other fal se men seeded throughout the complex, men created by the many, each
prepared to infect any and al who came near; they had helped spread the virusin the first place. He



could use them now to open the training facility, to collect keys and unlock doors, to ensure that the man
and woman would at least have a chanceto survive. It was adight chance—the false men weren't the
only virus carriers roaming the halls—but they had already proven themsalvesto be more resilient than
most.

The young man laughed, thinking of Albert and William, wondering what they were thinking; James
Marcuss brightest students, working damage control for Umbrella. After dl theseyears. It wasanirony
beyond measure.

The children cooed, covered him, ddlighted in his laughter and sang their own sweet song, asong of
chaos and interdependence as their coal, dick bodies, filled with the blood of his enemies, merged and
enveloped him.

“. .. breeds power. Power islife” The powerful voice faded, the great hall falling silent once more.
It had to be arecording or something, it didn't sound live, but someone had turned it on—and she
thought she had an idea of who. Sheturned her attention back to the portrait of Dr. Marcus and felt a
shiver run down her spine,

“Wdl, that was creepy,” Billy said.

“Not as creepy as seeing him on thetrain,” Rebecca said, nodding at the portrait. “Made out of
dimebugs”
“Maybeit's another stage of the disease or something,” Billy said.

Rebecca nodded, though she doubted it. The zombie-like people they'd seen on the train and the
man in the dining car—who appeared to be one James Marcus—didn't have the same symptoms.

“Or maybe the leeches infect some people, and ... | don't know, take other people over,” she said.

“Yeeh,” Billy said. Heran one hand through hishair and smiled a her, asurprisingly pleasant smile.
“Anyway. Y ou should probably find a phone or something, cal your friendsin.”

Histone was dismissive. Rebecca's hand tightened on her nine-millimeter. “What are you going to
do?’

Billy turned and started down the staircase, his step light. “ Thought | might take awalk,” he called
back to her.

She followed him as he walked to the front door, not sure what to do, what to say. She serioudy
doubted that she could shoot him, not after hed saved her life, but she couldn't just et him leave, ether.
“I don't think that's such agood ideg,” she said.

He pulled the door open. Cool, humid night air swept in, though the rain had turned to drizzle.
“Much as| gppreciate the concern, | think I've earned a head start, don't you? So let's just—-*

He stopped in mid-stride, in mid-sentence, looking out at the rainswept landscape in front of them.
Thefacility, it seemed, had been built into the side of ahill. In front of them was a paved wakway, big
enough to be aroad, that stretched out ten meters— and then ended abruptly, falling off into nothingness.

Together, they walked out to the edge of the path. There were light posts on either sde of the front
door; only one of them was working, but it was enough to see that without arope, neither of them was



going anywhere. The path ended in ajagged line of rubble, atop a steep dope that dropped down at least
five meters, probably more. It wastoo dark to tell much of anything.

“You were saying?’ Rebeccasad.

“So, I'll find another door,” Billy said, turning back to look at the building. 1t looked like an estate,
was certainly decorated like some stuffy billionaire's weekend getaway, but they'd both seen the umbrella
training facility logo samped into the polished marble floor. Rebeccafigured it was like an executive
retreat or something. It had an air of abandonment, but the place had power, lights ... Of course, all
they'd seen so far was where the train had crashed, the extravagant |obby, and a haf-submerged tunnel
that connected the two. Not much to go on.

“I saw at least two in there, not counting whatever's at the top of the sairs,” he continued. “ And if
al dsefails, maybel can crawl back out through the train.”

“Assuming my friends don't show up first,” Rebecca said. She stepped back, picked up her radio
and hit the transmit sgnd. Billy's radio beeped in response, but that was the only response. After along
moment of radio silence, the only sound that of rain dripping off distant trees, Billy smirked.

“Assuming you find aphone.”

God, he wasirritating. She turned and started back for the house, dightly amazed, as she reached
the door, that she felt safe enough to turn her back to him . . . Although if he'd wanted her dead, hed
aready had ample opportunity. In spite of her intentions to the contrary, she was having trouble thinking
of him as dangerous. Her ingtincts were telling her otherwise, and that was one of thefirst lessonsthat
ST.A.R.S. taught—you might misread your intuition, but it was never wrong.

He caught up to her as she stepped back inside— and they both stopped, staring. The painting of
Marcus was gone. There was adoorway there now, adark opening in the wall; from their angle at the
bottom of the tairs, there was no way to tell what was past the opening.

She was about to tell Billy to hang back when he stepped in front of her, hisweapon in hand. Ashe
swept the areg, his posture, hisgaze at full aert, she was again struck by the strong fedling that he wasn't
what he had originally appeared to be.

Not that | need to be protected. She moved to his sde, surveying the room as she'd been trained,
and together, they headed up the stairs, stopping at the landing. The new entry opened on astaircase
heading down, ablank, barely lit corridor at the bottom.

“Questions, comments?’ Billy asked, peering down. “ Someone wants usto go downgairs,” she
sad.

“Kindawhat | wasthinking. And I'm aso thinking that might not be such agood idea.”

Rebecca nodded. She turned away from the opening, looking around at their options. There were
two doors downgtairs, one on the left wall, one on the right. On the second floor, she could seefour
more from where she was standing—and as she looked around, aloud ffump came from somewhere

behind them, from somewhere down in that blank, dark hallway. It sounded like something very soft and
very heavy, fdling to the floor. Without speaking, they both edged away from the opening.

“So, what say we extend our trucefor alittle while longer?” Billy asked, and though his voice was
light, hewasn't amiling.

Rebeccanodded again. “Yeah,” she said, wondering what they'd gotten themselvesinto, and what



it would take for them to get ouit.

Seven

They walked back down to the lobby floor, Billy glad that she'd agreed to keep cooperating. This
place, whatever it was, was definitely bad news. She was inexperienced, but at least she wasn't nuts.

“We should split up,” Rebeccasad.

Billy barked alaugh, one entirely devoid of humor. * Are you nuts? Haven't you ever seen a horror
movie? Besides, look what happened last time.”

“Wefound the key to that briefcase, if | remember correctly. And what we need now isaway out
of here”

“Yeeh, but dive” Billy said. “This place has hodtile territory written al over it. | suggested atrucein
thefirgt place because| don't want to die, get it?’

“You'vetaken care of yoursdlf pretty good so far,” she said. “I'm not saying we go get in trouble.
Just open afew doors, isal. And weve got radios now.”

Billy sighed. “Didn't the ST.A.R.S. teach you about teamwork?’

“Actudly, thiswas my first misson,” Rebeccasad. “Look, we take alook around, cdl if wefind
anything. I'll head upstairs, you check down here. If the radiosfritz out, we meet back herein twenty
minutes”

“l don't likeit.”
“You don't haveto. Just doit.”

“Sr, yes, sr,” Billy snapped. She wasn't lacking leadership tendencies, hedd give her
that—although maybe it wasn't S0 hard to order a convicted felon around when you worked for the law.
“How old are you, anyway? I'd like to know I'm taking orders from someone more mature than your
average Girl Scout.”

Rebecca shot him a scowl, then turned and went back up the stairs. A few seconds later, he heard
adoor close.

Well. Billy looked around the lobby. Eeny, meeny, miney.. .

“Mo,” Billy said, turning to the left wall. Hed didn't want to go it done, held rather have backup,
but it was probably better thisway; if hefound an exit, he could take hiswalk, after dl, cal her to say
good-bye on hisway out. Leaving her behind wouldn't make him fed so hot, but she could hole up and
wait for rescue; sheld be all right. He had to keep his continued health in mind; if any other ST.A.R.S.
showed up, or the RCPD, or the MPs, he'd be on hisway back to Ragithon in a heartbest.

He pushed the thought away as he stepped up to the door. He'd been pretty screwed up since the
sentencing, filled with rage and anguish in equa parts. Since the jeep wreck held been ableto put hisdate



with death out of mind, anecessity if he wanted to be ableto think clearly. He had to keep it up.

“Let's see what's behind door number one,” he mumbled, pushing the nondescript door open—and
tensed, raising the handgun, taking aim. It was a dining room, one that had once been quite elegant. Now
there were two, three infected men wandering around the trashed dinner table in the center of the room,
and al three were turning toward him. They al looked like zombies, their skin gray and torn, their eyes
blank. One of them had afork sticking out of one shoulder.

Billy quickly closed the door and stepped back, waiting to seeif any of the creatures could manage
adoorknob, the emptiness of the lobby weighing on hisback like a cold sare. After afew beatshe
heard a shuffling againgt the wood and then alow, frustrated cry, the sound as mindless as the zombies
seemed to be.

Weél. The house, training facility, whatever it was, had been infected just like the train; that
answered that question. He grabbed the radio, hit the transmit button.

“Rebecca, comein. We got zombies here. Over.” He thought about the giant scorpion-thing and
shuddered, hoping that zombieswas dl they had.

There was a pause, then her youthful voice crackled out. “ Copy that. Do you need help? Over.”
“No,” Billy said, annoyed. “But don't you think we should reconsider our plans? Over?’

“Thisdoesn't change anything,” she said. “We ill haveto find away out. Keep looking, and let me
know what else you find. Over and out.”

Great. Wondergirl was sticking to the plan. So, door number two, unless he wanted to take his
chances with three of the things. He turned and walked across the room, telling himsdlf it would be a
waste of ammo, which wastrue. It was aso true that he didn't want to shoot sick people, no matter how
deranged . . . And that the zombies were serioudy freaky, and if he could avoid them, he would.

He pushed the second door open, held it, his senses on high. It opened into a plush halway that led
aong to hisright, turning not far ahead. There was no sound, no movement, and it smelled likedust,
nothing more ominous. He waited a moment, then stepped inside, |etting the door settle closed behind
him.

He crept down the hall, his steps muffled by thick carpet, leading around the turn with hiswegpon,
letting out a breath when he saw that it, too, was clear. So far, so good. The hall continued on, turning
again, but there was adoor on the left he could try.

Billy pushed the door open—and smiled at the empty bathroom, at the row of sinksthat he could
see from the door.

“That remindsme,” he said, stepping inside. He checked the room quickly; sinks lined two walls of
the u-shaped room, four toilet stalslining athird, discreetly out of sight from the door. Asnice asthe
house was, it did seem to be abandoned, perhaps recently; one of the stall doors was hanging off its
hinges, the toilet seat fractured, and there were afew odds and ends scattered across the floor, empty
bottles, potted plants, unlikely debris for a bathroom. There was even aplagtic gas tank in one of the
gdls. On the other hand, there was relatively clean water in the bowl . . . Which, considering the urgency
of hisvist, was good enough for him.

Hewasjust zipping up a minute later when he heard someone step into the bathroom. A single
step, then along pause ... Then asecond step.



Had he closed the door? He couldn't remember, and silently cursed himsdlf for the dip. He pulled
his weapon and pivoted on the balls of hisfeet, moving silently, easing the stall door open. He couldn't
see the door from where he was, but he could see part of the room reflected in along mirror above the
snks. He kept the handgun level and waited.

A third step, and again silence. Whoever it was had wet feet, he could hear the soles of hisor her
shoes coming off the floor with a squel ching sound—and on the fourth step, he saw aprofilein the
mirror, and stepped out of the stdl, fedling a strange mix of horror and relief as he readied himsdlf tofire.
It was azombie, amde, itsface dick and blank, its eyestrained on nothing asit swayed dightly,
balancing to stay upright. They were awful—but at least they were rdatively dow. And much ashedidn't
likethejob, killing them was surely amercy.

The zombie took another step, moving into Billy'sline of fire. Billy took careful am, Sghting just
above the thing'sright ear, he didn't want to waste a shot—

—and the zombie turned suddenly, quickly, faster than it had any right to move. It crouched dightly,
gared at Billy through one blood-burst eye, the other looking at thewall, and reached for him, ill two
meters avay—

—but its arm was stretching, thinning out as it snapped toward him like arubber band, the fabric of
itswet, colorless shirt stretching with it.

Billy ducked. Thething's hand sailed over his head and dapped againgt the stall door with awet
smack, then retreated, pulled back to the inhuman body that somehow |ooked like azombie.

On thetrain, like Marcus—

It was close enough that he could see the movement of the creature's clothes, the strange rippling
effect asits arm snapped back into place. Leeches, the goddamn thing was made out of leeches, and asit
took a step closer, Billy stumbled backward into the dl, firing into its wet and mesty face.

It hesitated, black ooze diding from the wound that appeared just below its left eye—and then the
wound disappeared, the faux skin gliding over it, the leeches resituating themselves. Healing themselves.

It took another step forward and Billy kicked the stdl door closed, damming it and holding it with
one boot, running through ideas and discarding them just asfast.

Call for Rebecca, no time, keep shooting, not enough bullets, run, it's blocking the way—

Billy hissed in frustration—and his frenzied gaze fell on the red plastic gas can on thefloor. He
threw himsdlf forward, blocking the stall door with one shoulder as he dug through hisright front pocket.
There, under one of therifle shells—He pulled out the lighter held taken from the train, thanking God for
it, and bent down, scooped up the gas can, the loose handcuff banging against the plastic. It wasn't quite
haf full. Jesus, | hope that's gas—

The stdl door was struck as though by a battering ram. Billy bounced off, then threw himsdlf
forward again, unscrewing the lid of the container with one shaking hand, his shoulder aching. The
cregture was strangely, horribly slent asit again charged the door, damming into it hard enough to dent
themetd.

The dizzying scent of gasolinefilled thetiny dl. Billy snatched at the toilet paper roll on the wall,
jerked it free—and the door smashed open, blown off its hinges by another powerful, inhuman blow. The
cresture stood there, swaying, its one strange eye finding Billy, targeting him.



Billy upended the can as he pushed himsdlf to hisfeet, doshing gas on himsdlf. He thrust the can
forward, pouring it onto the thing's chest.

The reaction wasimmediate and repulsive. The body began to writhe, to tremble, and a
high-pitched squedl erupted into the room, not one voice but a thousand tiny crestures screeching as one.
Thick, dark fluid began to run from seemingly every pore of itsface and body.

Billy gaveit asolid kick, and it staggered backward, till cohesive, il squealing, the sound piercing
inthe small room. He didn't know if the gas a one was enough, and wasn't going to wait and see. He
flipped the lighter open and spun the whed, holding the roll of toilet paper over the flame that sputtered to
life. A second later, it was aflame.

Billy jJumped out of the stall and dodged around the shrieking monster. As soon as he was pagt, he
pivoted and threw the flaming roll of paper. It hit the leech-man just below its breastbone—and the
squeding cry intensified for one horrible, deafening second as flames roared over him, enveloping him,
before he collapsed into a thousand burning pieces. A black, burning puddle took shape on thetilefloor,
thetiny cries dying out in amatter of seconds.

A few draggling leeches crawled away from thefire, but they were disorganized, randomly diding
up thewadlls, dithering past hisfeet. Billy backed away from them, from the bubbling, dying fire, shoving
the lighter back in his pocket as he neared the door.

Back inthe hal, he took a deep breath, blew it out, and reached for the radio. He no longer cared
what Rebeccas plans were; they were going to regroup, ASAP, and get the hdll out of this placeif they
had to dig through the walls with their bare goddamn hands.

December 4th
When we first started, | had my doubts—but tonight, we celebrate. We finally did it, after all this
time. We're calling the new construct virus Progenitor, Ashford'sidea, but | likeit. We'll begin
testing immediately.

March 23rd
Spencer says he's going to start a company specializing in pharmaceutical research, maybe branch
into drug manufacture. As always, he's the businessman of our group. Hisinterest in Progenitor is
primarily financial, it seems, but I'm not going to complain. He wants to see us succeed, which
means he'll keep us well funded; aslong as he's writing checks, he can do what he likes.

August 19th
Progenitor isa marvel, but its applications are still so unsure. Just when we think we have the
amplification rate documented, when we have a half dozen tests all showing the same resullts,
everything falls apart. Ashford is still banking on working the cytokine numbers, coming at it
backward, but he's dreaming. We need to keep looking.

Spencer keeps asking me to be the director of his new training facility. Maybe ifs because of
the business, but he's becoming intolerably pushy. In any case, I'm considering it. | need a placeto



properly explore new possibilities for thisvirus, a place where | will not be interfered with.

November 30th
Damn him. “ |et's have lunch, James,” he says, old comrades and fond memories. It's bullshit. He
wants Progenitor ready, now. His“ friends’ in their White Umbrella clubhouse, with their
ridiculous spy games for the rich and jaded— they want something exciting to play with, to
auction off, and they don't want to wait for it. Fools. Spencer thinks that thiswill all come down
to money, but he'swrong. That's not what any of thisis about, not anymore; | don't know that it
ever was. | have to strengthen my own position, guard my gqueen, so to speak, or | could be
steamrolled.

September 19th
At last, at last! | engineered a plasmid with leech DNA and then recombined it with Progenitor—
and it's stable! It was the breakthrough I've been counting on. Spencer will be happy, damn him,
though I'll only let on that some progress has been made, not how much, not how. 1've named it
after him, my own private joke. I'mcalling it T, for Tyrant.

October 23rd
| can't think of them as human beings. They're test subjects, that's all, that's all. | knew the
research would have to come to this someday, | knew it and—and | didn't know it would be this
way.

I must keep my focus. The T-virus ismagnificent; they, these subjects should be honored to
experience such perfection. Their lives pave a road to a higher awareness.

Test subjects. That's all Pawns. Sometimes, pawns must be sacrificed for the greater good.

January 13th
My pets have been progressing. With their own DNA in the recombinant virus, | thought | could
predict how infection would change them, but | was wrong. They've begun to colonize, like ants or
bees. No individual is better than any other; they work together, a hive mind, coming together for
a higher purpose. My purpose. | didn't seeit at first, | was blind, but thisis vastly more rewarding
than the work on humans. | must continue those tests, however— can't let on that I've discovered
the true meaning, the value of T and what it represents. Spencer would try and take it, | know he
would. My king isin the open.

February 11th
They've been watching me. | go into the lab, | see that things have been moved. They try and hide
it, make everything look asit did, but | see. It's Spencer, damn his soul, he knows about my
leeches, my beautiful hive, and this—this persecution won't end until one of usisdead. | can't
trust anyone. . . Albert and William, perhaps, my castles, they believe in the work, but | may have
to eliminate some of the others. The game draws to a close. He'll try for my queen, but the win will
be mine. Checkmate, Oswell.



It was the last entry. Rebecca closed the journal and set it aside, next to the chess set that was
centered on the desk. When she'd found the hidden cache, she'd thought the rudimentary maps had been
the prize. There were two, one that showed what appeared to be three floors of the building's basement,
including afew unmarked areas that perhapsled outside. The other seemed to be upstairs, aroom
labeled observatory next to awide, open areamarked breeding pool. But the small, leatherbound
journd, dusty and crinkled with age—she didn't know how old, exactly, but one of the entries about
working with the leeches had “ 1988” marked in an upper corner—had been the redl discovery. Written
by James Marcus, presumably, apparently the creator of the T-virus, the same virusthat turned meninto
zombies, that had infected the train and probably half of Raccoon fores, if the recent murders were any
clue

Rebecca gazed blankly at the room's strange decor, the giant chessboard that dominated the floor,
her mind working. He'd obvioudy been crazy by the end, his ramblings about chess, about the “true
meaning” of the virus. Maybe running experiments on people had driven him over the edge.

Her radio signaled. She'd no sooner pushed receive before Billy's breathless voice blared in her
ed.

“Where are you? We need to regroup, now. Hello? Ah, over.”
“What happened? Over.”

“What happened isthat | ran into another one of those leech-peoplein the can, and it very nearly
whacked the crap out of me. Zombieswe can handle, but these things—they eat bullets, Rebecca. We
don't have enough ammo to hold more of them off. Over.”

“ They've begun to colonize, like ants or bees.” Who was controlling them? Marcus? Or had
they developed their own leader, a queen?

“Okay,” Rebecca said. She picked up the basement and observatory sketches sheld found, stuffed
them into her vest as she stood up. After asecond, she grabbed thejournd, too, dipping it into ahip
pocket. “Uh, meet me on the landing, where that picture of Marcuswas. | may have found away out,
over.”

“On my way. Watch your back, over and out.”

She hurried out of the room and down the hal, moving quickly. She hadn't gotten far in her
exploration, just an empty meeting room and then the office with the chess sets; thankfully, she hadn't run
into anything hostile. Billy was right about the |eech-men, there was no way they could handle more of
those. Infact, it seemed likely that the only reason the collection of |eeches on the train had stopped
attacking them was because they were caled off. She'd had vague hopes of staying in the nice, safe
house until help arrived, but after reading Marcussjourna, hearing that the training facility was
infected—they needed to get out.

After dl shedd dready been through tonight—the forced helicopter landing, thetrain, Billy, the
crash, now this—she kept expecting the cavary to ridein, for someone else to take over, to send her
home to awarm dinner and bed so that she could wake up tomorrow and start her norma life again. But
it seemed instead that she was being drawn even deeper into the mystery of Marcus and his creations, of
Umbrdlaand its evil experiments.

The young man had moved to a place where the hive could comfortably gather, alarge space,



warm and moist and far from the possibility of daylight. The many surrounded him now, singing their
tuneless song of water and darkness, but he was not soothed. He'd watched with cold fury asthe
girl—Rebecca, thekiller had caled her, and his cursed name was Billy—stole Marcussjournd, dipping
it into a pocket before leaving the office. Thiswasn't why he'd had the desk opened for her, not at al.
The map of the observatory, she was supposed to take only the map.

The two met now in front of the portrait doorway, both speaking at once, surely relating their
findings, their murderous exploits. He could see the thief and the killer on avideo screen at one sde of his
new environment—alower leve of the treatment plant—but he could see them better through the dozen
pairs of rudimentary eyeswatching them, the children peering out at them from the shadows. The minds
of the many were powerful, able to send images to one another, to him; it was how they could work
together s0 effectively. Rebeccaand Billy had no understanding of how vulnerable they were, of how
easly he could reach out and take their lives from them. They survived il only by hisgrace.

A thief and her murdering friend; Billy had killed acollective. HEd burned it. The few survivors
were gill straggling home to their master, their poor bodies scorched, showing him the death of the whole
by their lack of cohesion. How had he dared, thisunimportant man, thisinsact?

Rebecca held out the maps and they both studied them, too stupid, surdly, to know what was
expected of them. The observatory wasthe key to their escape, but they would undoubtedly try the
basement first. It wasjust aswell. He was no longer so sure he wanted them to go free.

They started down the stairs, disappearing from the screen, from the many's sight, but only for a
second. Asthe couple came back into view through another camera, they stopped, staring down at the
litter of arachnid bodies, dead and curled on the floor. There were four of the giant spiders, dl killed
mere moments before, eiminated so that Rebeccaand her friend might avoid their poisonous bite. The
spiders were another experiment, one doomed to fail, too dow, too difficult to handle, but lethal enough
for the young man to have been concerned. He was sorry, now; watching the thief and murderer die
would be his pleasure, in spite of what it did to his plansfor Umbrella. The couple moved on, unaware
that they were being watched by the creatures that had killed the spiders, who nested in the swollen,
segmented bodies even now.

What to do? Killing them would fulfill aneed in him, the need to avenge thelives of the children, the
need to assert his control. But exposing Umbrellawas the priority, bringing the company to ruin by laying
open itsstinking heart . . . which Billy and Rebeccawould surely do, if they survived.

The pair followed the corridor to its end, then through the door of along-abandoned office. After a
brief consultation with their map, they continued on into a dead-end room where live specimens had once
been kept. The cages were long gone, the room empty now. The young man wasn't sure why they had
chosen adead end—until he saw them move to the northeast corner, both of them looking up at the dark
rectangle near the ceiling.

The ventilator shaft. It wouldn't have been labeled on the map; perhapsthey believed it to be away
out. Infact, it led to—

The young man shook hishead. Dr. Marcus's private chamber, the room where held once
“entertained” certain attractive young test subjects. Why couldn't they smply leave? They'd find nothing
inthe private room, nothing—

—unless.

The ventilator shaft was connected to another live specimen area, one that wasn't empty. And the
creatures there hadn't been fed in days. They would very, very hungry by now. All hed need to do would



be to have the many unlatch agate or two ...

Rather then consider them anintegra part of his plan, maybe he should think of Billy and Rebecca
astest subjects. They might die—which, in truth, would probably only delay Umbrella's exposure for a
short while; hewasimpatient, but he had to consider the entertainment vaue. Or, they might survive. In
which case, they'd have an even greater Sory totell.

The young man smiled hisblade of asmile as Billy gave Rebeccaaboog, lifting her up to the
ventilator shaft. She crawled inside, disappearing from view. Wouldn't they be surprised, if afew of the
|eftovers from the primate series showed up to play?

Around him, the children cooed, the wdlls, the celling dripping with their dippery fluids. Surrounded
by the many, the fate of Umbrellain his hands—and now two little soldiersfor him to test, to enjoy
watching asthey pitted their abilities against the remnants of Umbrella's bio-organic wegponry— he was
happy. Would they live or die? Either way, he would be satisfied.

“Open the cages, my darlings,” he murmured, and began to sing.

>Eight

Rebecca pushed hersdlf through the air shaft, ignoring the layers of dust and cobwebs that were
collecting on her hair and clothes, ignoring the suffocatingly cose wdls of thin metal. The map only
showed the connecting shaft running between two rooms on the basement'sfirst floor, but there were
spaces on the second, sub-basement floor that seemed to be part of the system, too. It seemed likely that
one of the shafts vented outside. Billy hadn't been overly enthusiastic—likely wasn't the same as
probably, held said— but they both agreed that it was worth a shot.

At least it's not very long, shethought, edging toward the square of light not far ahead. Therewas
athin metd grille covering the exit, but it popped off with afew taps, clattering to the floor below.

She got aquick look at abig stone room, dank and empty in the flicker of adying light fixture, then
pushed hersdlf out, grabbing the edge of the vent and somersaulting to a crouch. She stood up, brushing
hersdlf off, taking in the new room.

Oh, jeez- It waslike some medieva dungeon, large, gloomy, acavern made of stone. The rock
wallswerefixed with chains, the chains fixed with manacles. There were anumber of devices Sitting
around that she didn't recognize, but that could only have been madeto inflict pain. There were boards
with rusty nailsin them, knotted ropesin bunches, and next to a scum-thick broken wall fountain wasa
large standing case that looked like an iron maiden. She had no doubt that the dark, faded stainsin the
crevices of the rough-hewn wall were blood.

“Everything okay? Over?’
She picked up her radio. “I don't think ‘okay’ isthe right word,” she said. “But I'm al right, over.”
“Isthere another air shaft, over?’

Sheturned, searching the wals for a vent—and saw one, twenty feet overhead.



“Yeah, butit'sinthe celing,” she said, and sighed. Even if they had aladder to reach the vent, they
couldn't climb straight up. She spotted the room's one door, in the southwest corner. “Where does the
door from herelead, over?’

A pause. “Lookslikeit opensinto asmall room that leads back into the corridor we came
through,” he said. “ Should | meet you back in the corridor, over?’

Rebecca started for the door. “ That makes the most sense. Maybe we can try—"

Before she could complete the sentence, aterrible sound filled the room, like nothing she'd ever
heard before but aso strangdly familiar. 1t was ahigh, monkeylike shriek—

—that'sit. The primate house, at the zoo.

—that was echoing, howling through the cavernous space, coming from nowhere and everywhere
a once. Rebeccalooked up just asapae, long-limbed creature peered out a her from the ceiling vent.
It bared itsteeth, thick and sharp, clutching the air in front of its muscular chest with limber fingers,
screeching horribly.

Before she could take a step, the creature legped from the vent, jumping off against one rock wall
before landing on the floor in asquat, on atumble of thin boardsin the middle of the room. It stared up at
her, itslips drawn back over itsyellowed teeth. It looked dmost like a baboon with short white fur,
except that there were great tearsin the fur, glistening patches of dense red muscle showing through. It
didn't look asthough it had been attacked, but rather as though its muscles had grown too large for its
skin and were splitting through. 1ts hands were too big, its nails overly long, and they dragged and ticked
acrossthe stonefloor asit edged toward her from the pile of boards, grinning malicioudly.

Sow . . . Rebeccaeasad her wegpon off her hip, asfrightened as sheld been dl night. Normal
baboons were capable of ripping a person apart, and this one looked like it had been infected.

The baboon edged closer—and from overhead she heard another, at least two other voices begin
to shriek, the noise getting louder, more of the Sick animals approaching. It was close enough now for her
to smell, the hot and musky scent of urine and feces and wildness, of overpowering infection.

“Rebeccal What's going on?’

She dtill held theradio in her left hand. She depressed the button, afraid to speak but more afraid
that Billy's shouting would incite the cregture, make it attack.

“Sshhh,” she said, her voice soft, as much to calm the animal asto shut Billy up. Shetook astep
back, clipping theradio to the collar of her shirt, raisng the nine-millimeter. The baboon squatted lower,

tenangitslegs—

—and sprang, just as shefired, just astwo more lithe and screaming forms hopped and capered
into the room from the air shaft, one of them striking her head asit fell past, itsragged nailstearing at her
hair. The strike pushed her out of the attacker'sway, but it aso knocked her off balance, her shot hitting
nothing but wall, al of them landing on the pile of boards—

—and then thefloor collgpsed.

There had been no new devel opments. The strange young man, whoever he was—and Wesker
had his suspicions, which he kept to himsaf—had not appeared again, nor had the image of James



Marcus. The cameras didn't seem to be working correctly, either, making surveillance something of a
moot point. Many had smply gone black, leaving them nothing to see, to consider.

After severd long, boring moments of listening to Birkin talk about his new virus, Wesker pushed
back from the video console and stood up, stretching. It was funny—afew years ago, he might have
been interested in his old friend'swork. Now, with his own departure from Umbrellasfolds looming, he
found himself unable even to pretend.

“Wall, it's been quite aday,” Wesker said, breaking through William's obsessive monologue when
he took abreath. “I'll be off.”

Birkin stared at him, his pinched, pallid face looming ghostly by the white light of the screens.
“What? Where are you going?’

“Home. There's nothing more we can do here.”

“But—you saild—what about the cleanup?’

Wesker shrugged. “Umbrelawill send another team, I'm sure.”

“| thought keeping the spills quiet was the most important thing. Didn't you say it wasvita?’
“Did1?

“Yed” Birkinwas actualy angry. “I don't want anyone e se from Umbrellacoming in. They might
dtart asking questions about my work. | need moretime.”

Wesker shrugged again. “ So, set off the auto-destruct yourself, and tell our contact that it'sall taken
careof.”

Birkin nodded, though Wesker could see the uneasiness that flashed through his gaze. Wesker
dodged asmile. Birkin was afraid of their newest contact to the big boys at HQ, avoiding interaction
when he could. Wesker couldn't blame him. There was something about Trent, his oddly self-possessed
nature—

“What about—him?’ Birkin nodded toward the screens. Wesker fdt atrace of unease himsdf, but
kept his expression unperturbed.

“A fanatic with agrudge. He's great with video tricks, but | imagine hell burn aswell asanyone
ds=” Wesker didn't quite beieve that himsdf, but wasn't interested in unraveling the mystery. He wasn't
adetective in some cheap conspiracy nove, driven by aneed to get to the bottom of things. In his
experience, anomalies tended to resolve themselves, one way or another.

“If word about what really happened to Dr. Marcus were to get out—"
“Itwon't,” Wesker sad.
Birkin refused to be placated. “But what about Spencer's estate, the facilities there?’

Wesker started for the door, his boots clanging across the metal mesh. Birkin followed likea
wayward pup.

“Leavethat to me” he said. “ Umbrdlawants combat data, I'm going to giveit to them. I'll take the
ST.AR.S.in, seehow red training holds up againgt the B.O.W.s” He amiled, thinking of the talent on
the Alphateam. Strongman Barry, Chriss sharpshooting, Jill and her eclectic upbringing, the daughter of



an unpardleled thief ... It would be amost interesting fight. After seeing little Rebecca Chambersin the
facility, it was obvious that something untimely had happened to Enrico's team; Wesker could use that,
takethe Alphasinto “find” the remaining men.

Even if the Bravos manage to get themselves back to civilization, there will be the missing
Rebecca to go in search of. The girl washrilliant, but brains didn't equal combat experience. Infact, she
was probably dead aready.

They |eft the control room, Wesker striding down the hdll, Birkin jogging to keep up. They reached
the elevator, till open from Wesker's arrival, and Wesker stepped inside. Birkin stood facing him, and in
the brighter light of the corridor, Wesker could see the taint of insanity in the scientist's face. Hiseyes
were rimmed in darkness, and he'd developed afacid tic at one corner of his mouth. Wesker wondered
vaguely if Annette had noticed her husband's descent into the deeper wells of paranoia, then decided that
she probably hadn't. That woman was blind to everything but the “ greatness’ of her husband's work.
Unfortunate for their daughter, to have such parents.

“I'll set the destruct sequence,” Birkin said.
“Timeit for morning,” Wesker said, flashing agrin. “ The dawn of anew day.”

The doors closed on Birkin's determined expression, alook of resolve on the face of a sheep, and
Wesker's grin widened, his heart light with thoughts of what was to come. Everything was about to
change, for dl of them.

“Billy, help!”

Billy was running as soon as he heard the anima shrieks, the crash, and wasin the corridor when
Rebecca's frightened shout crackled from the radio. He ran faster, stuffing the mapsin his back pocket,
hiswegpon in hand, cursing himsdlf for |etting her go through the air shaft.

There, straight ahead, was the door, not far from one of the giant spider bodies. He barreled into it,
damming againgt it with one shoulder as he grabbed the latch and lifted. The door crashed open and he
was through. The overhead fluorescents strobed, damaged, giving the room an unred air, some kind of
lab, maybe, though there was amildewed cot in one corner. Doesn't matter, go!

Heflew across the room to the next door, Rebecca shouting again, calling for him to watch out, to
hurry. As he pushed at the latch, he caught amovement off to one side, turned and saw a
decrepit-looking zombie standing in acorner. The lights buzzed on and off, the dying man watching him
dlently, hisravaged form disappearing into darkness with each flicker. It began to shuffle toward him.

Later, buddy. Billy flung the second door open, ran insde.

Almost immediately, something flew at him, screaming. He ducked, caught a confused blur of red
and white, of anima stink, and then the creature—it was a monkey, some kind of monkey—was past
him, till screaming. It was joined by two others, the three of them quickly forming aloose circle around
Billy, their lanky, muscular arms and legsin congtant motion, swiping at him, their diseased-looking
bodies dancing closer to him, then away. He backed up, wedged himsdf into the corner where the door
met arock wall, not wanting to be cornered but more afraid of having his back exposed. The monkeys
continued to dancein and out, shrieking.

“Rebeccal” he shouted.



“Down herel”

She sounded far away. He saw the hole then, afew meters away. Pieces of splintered board
littered the floor around it. He couldn't see her at dll.

“Hang on,” he cdled, and turned hisfull attention to the monkeys just as one of them got in close
enough to make contact.

It swiped a him with one overly large paw, itstalons raking acrossthe tops of histhighs. It didn't
break skin but the next hit surdly would. Billy didn't aim, just pointed and fired—

—and the monkey spun back, howling, agout of dark blood erupting from its chest, but it wasn't
dead, it shook its head, stepped forward again, and Billy thought that he was probably screwed, they
were too powerful, too organized. He couldn't get any one of them without opening himsdlf to attack—

—except both of the others legped on the wounded third, tearing into it with greedy hands. The
injured animal screamed, struggling, but its blood had inspired afeeding frenzy, the other two ripping it
gpart in seconds, suffing great wet chunks of itsflesh into their mouths.

Billy had time to aim, and took it. One, two, three shots, and the monkeys were down, dead or
dying.

Heran to the hole, dropped to his knees and scurried to the ragged edge, his heart pounding—then
sinking, as he saw how far down she was. She was hanging onto a piece of meta piping with both hands,
afull floor beneath where he was standing. Beyond that, darkness gaped. It was impossible to know
how far shemight fall.

“Billy,” she gasped, looking up a him with frightened eyes.

“Don't let go,” he said, and snatched the maps from his pocket, scanning for her position, for the
fastest way to get to her. There was no quick access to the basement's second floor, not from thefirst.
Hed have to go back through the lobby, probably through that dining room door where held seen the
zombies. The stairs to the sub-basement were on the east side of the house.

“I don't know how long | can hold on,” she breathed. Her whisper was magnified through her
radio, through his. She'd activated an open channdl a some point.

“Dontyou dare let go,” hesaid. “That'sagoddamn order, littlegirl, you got it?’

Shedidn't reply, but he saw her jaw tighten. Good, maybe pissing her off would keep her strong.
Hewas dready on hisfeet again.

“I'm coming,” he said, and turned and ran, back through the door to the strobe-light Iab. The
zombie there had moved, was standing in between him and the room's exit back to the corridor, but Billy
didn't bother with the weapon, too afraid for Rebecca to take the time. He put out onearm like a
quarterback in the big game and hurtled into the creature, shoving as hard as he could, still running asthe
zombie reded back, fell to the floor. Billy was out and gone beforeits frustrated, hungry cry could reach
him.

Down the hdll, past theimpossible spiders, up the stairs. He gected the clip in the nine-millimeter,
pocketed it, fumbled the spare out and jammed it home as he tore through the lobby. Hang on, hang on.

Hedidn't hesitate at the dining room door, damming it open, rushing inside. He spotted two of the



zombies safely out of hisway, blocked by the dining room table. The third was standing near the door he
thought would lead him to Rebecca, it was the soldier with the fork in his shoulder, and Billy stopped just
long enough to take aim, to fire two roundsinto its dready oozing head. Thefirst went wide, but the
second shot blew asubstantia piece of bone out the back of its skull, painting the wall behind it with
rotten gray matter. It hung there amoment, the body, and Billy was dready past it by thetimeit hit the
floor. Through the door, which opened into ashort hall. Left or right? Without amap of thefirst floor he
couldn't know, but the placement of the stairs on the basement map suggested | eft. With notimeto
reason it out he hurried on, leading with hisweapon, down afew steps and around agiant, hissing boiler.
Steam clouded the maintenance room, but he found his way, found another set of stairs, metal and

rusted.

At the bottom was a door. He pushed through, remembering from the map that he would enter a
large room with some kind of fountain in the middle, something big and round, anyway. There were two
smaller roomsto the west, branched off from another short hal, and one of them should be where
Rebeccawas, the one all the way at the end, maybe—

The big room was cold and damp, the walls and floor made of stone. He ran through, glancing at a
large monument to hisleft, what held thought was afountain on the map. It was some kind of Satuary.
Blind eyes stared at him from the faces of carved animd's, watching him sprint by—

—and therewas a shriek from the hall just ahead, a blind corner, but he knew the sound from only
aminute before: There was another monkey there. Shit! Held have to takeit out, couldn't risk turning his
back on it—

“Billy—yplease—*

The voice over the radio was desperate, and Billy put on speed, ignoring the part of him that
commanded him to stop, to wait for the animal to show itself so that he could dispatch it from asafe
distance. He dashed ahead, around the corner, and there was the monkey, terrible, shredded-looking,

howling—

—and Billy, who'd run track in high schoal, legped. He hurdled over it and came down only two
steps from adoor, the door, the monkey shrieking in anger behind him. If the door was locked, he was
introuble, but it wasn't. He bolted through, damming it behind him, dropping and skidding on hisknees
to the great hole in the floor.

She wasthere, il there, hanging on with only one hand now, and he could see that she was
dipping. He dropped his handgun and shot out hisarm, grasping her wrist even as her whitened fingertips
let go.

“Got you,” he panted. “I got you.”

Rebecca started to cry as he rocked back on hisheds, lifting her out of the hole, feding a
satisfaction that hed dmost forgotten had existed after dl those monthsin jail—the sure, easy knowledge
that he'd done theright thing, and done it well.

Billy pulled her out of the hole, using hisbody asleverage, pulling her practicaly ontop of himina
rough embrace. Instead of pushing away, shelet him hold her amoment, clinging to him, unable to stop
the tears of gratitude, of relief. He seemed to under-stand what she needed, and held her tightly. Shed
been s0 sure that shewas going to fal, to die, lost and forgotten in some stinking basement, her corpse
picked over by diseased animals ...



After amoment sherolled off him, wiping at her face with one shaking hand. They both sat onthe
floor, Billy looking around at the bleak rock walls of another nondescript basement chamber, Rebecca
looking at Billy. When the silence stretched too long, she reached out, put ahand on hisarm.

“Thank you,” shesaid. “You saved my life. Agan.”
He glanced at her, looked away. “Y eah, well. We have that truce thing, you know?’

“Yeah, | know,” shesaid. “And | dso know you're not akiller, Billy. Why were you on your way
to Ragithon? Did you—were you redly involved in those murders?’

He met her gaze evenly. “Y ou could say that,” he said. “1 wasthere, anyway.”

/ wasthere. .. That waan't the samething as actudly killing anyone. “1 don't think you killed your
escort earlier tonight; | think it was one of these creatures, and you just ran,” she said. “And | know |
haven't known you for very long, but | don't believe that you murdered twenty-three people, either.”

“It doesn't matter,” Billy said, staring at his boots. “ People believe what they want to beieve.”

“It mattersto me,” Rebecca said, her voice gentle. “I'm not going to judge. | just want to know.
What happened?’

Hewas Hill staring at his boots, but his gaze had gone distant, asif seeing another time, another
place. “Last year, my unit was sent to Africa, to intervenein acivil war,” he said. “Top secret, no U.S.
involvement, you understand. We were supposed to raid aguerrilla hideout. 1t was summer, the hottest
part of summer, and we were dropped well outside the strike zone, in the middle of adensejungle. We
had to hikeinaways..."

Hetrailed off amoment, reaching for his dog tags, holding them tightly. When he spoke again, his
Voice was even softer. “The heat got haf of us. The enemy got most of therest, picking us off oneat a
time. By the time we got to where the hideout was supposed to be, there were only four of usleft. We
were exhausted, half crazy, sick with the hest, sck with—with heartsickness, | guess, watching our
buddiesdie.

“So when we reached the hideout coordinates, we were ready to blow dl of them away. Make
someone pay, you know? For al that sickness. Only, there was no hideout. Thetip-off wasn't vaid. It
turned out to be some dumpy little village, just abunch of farmers. Families. Old men and women.
Children.”

Rebecca nodded, encouraging him to go on, but her somach was starting to knot. Therewas an
inevitability to the story; she could see where it was headed, and it wasn't pretty.

“Our team |eader told usto round them up, and we did,” Billy said. “And then he told us—*

Hisvoice broke. He reached out and picked up his dropped weapon, stuffing it into his belt amost
angrily as he stood up, turning away. Rebecca stood up, too.

“Didyou?’ she asked. “Did you kill them?’
Billy turned back to her, hislipscurled. “What if | tell you that | did?Would you judge methen?’

“Did you?’ she asked again, studying hisface, his eyes, determined to at least try and understand.
And it was asthough he could seeit in her, could see that she was working to be open to the truth. He
dtared at her amoment, then shook his head.



“I triedto stopit,” hesaid. “I tried, but they knocked me down. | was barely conscious, but | saw
it, | sawitdl ...and | couldn't do anything.” Helooked away before continuing. “When it was over,
when we were picked up, it was their word against mine. Therewas atria, sentencing, and—well, then
this happened.”

He spread his arms, encompassing their surroundings. “ So if we make it out of here, I'm dead,
anyway. It'sthat or | run, and keep running.”

It al had thering of truth. If he waslying, he deserved an Oscar ... And she didn't think he was.
Shetried to think of something to say, something reassuring, that would make things better somehow, but
nothing came. He wasright about his options.

“Hey,” hesaid, looking at something past her shoulder. “ Check it out.”

She turned as he stepped by, saw a stack of scrap meta pieces|eaning against the far wall—and
half-hidden among them, what looked like ashotgun.

“Isthat what | think it is?’ she asked.

Billy picked up the wegpon, grinning as he pumped it, checking the action. “Y es, maam, it certainly

“Isit loaded?’

“No, but | have acouple of shells, left from thetrain. It'satweve gauge.” He smiled again. “Things
arelooking up. We may not makeit, but therésamonkey out in the hal that's just begging for ataste of

thisbaby.”

“Actudly, I think it'sababoon,” she said, surprised to find herself smiling back. Then they were
both chuckling, struck by the absol ute pointlessness of her correction. They were trgpped in an isolated
mansion, hunted by God knew how many kinds of monster, but at least they knew that the creaturein the
hall was probably ababoon. Their chuckles turned to laughter.She watched him laugh, al pretense of
arrogance, of tough-guy machismo set aside, and felt that she wastruly seeing him for thefirst time, the
redl Billy Coen. Sheredized in that moment that she had thoroughly failed her first assgnment. Hewas
no more her prisoner than she was his. Assuming they survived, if he ran, she wouldn't be ableto bring
hersdf to stop him.

So much for a career in law enforcement.

The thought made her laugh even harder.

Nine

The baboon ran for them as soon asthey stepped back into the hall—and it died spectacularly, the
double-barreled shotgun blagting it to shreds with a deafening roar. Billy broke and reloaded with hisone
remaining shell. He thought he'd had more, but it seemed held lost them somewhere dong the way. In any
case, nothing else came at them, and they headed back out toward the main room, Billy feding much
lighter than he had in along time. Besides the much-needed laugh, a break in the relentless chaos they'd



both endured, it wasthe first time held told his story to anyone who was actudly listening, who was
willing to consider that he might be telling the truth. They stopped at the giant circle of one Satuary in
the middle of the large chamber, looking it over. There were six carved animals spaced evenly around the
circle, facing outward. Each had asmal plaquein front of it, asmal oil lamp positioned next to each
plague. The animaswere expertly carved, but the whole thing was amonstrogity, areal eyesore.

Theanima in front of him was an eaglein flight, a snake clutched in itstalons. He read doud from
itsplague: “1 DANCE FREELY THROUGH THE AIR, CAPTURING A LEGLESSPREY.” He
frowned, moved to the next animal over, adeer, reading fromitsplague. “I STAND TALL ON THE
EARTH WITH HORNS PROUDLY DISPLAYED.”

Rebecca had walked around the unfortunate art piece, stopped at asted gate set into the wall
behind it. The gate blocked a short hall, two doors set into itswalls. “ Therésasign here, says’—she
turned, studying the animas—"basicaly, go from weskest to strongest, using thelamps. It's some kind of
puzzle.” She grabbed one of the metd bars of the gate, shook it. “Must be how we open the gate.”

“So you haveto light thelampsin order, starting with the weskest animd,” Billy said. Dumb. Why
someone would go through all the trouble ... He pulled the map out of his back pocket, studied it. “It just
looks like a couple of rooms back there. | don't see an exit.”

Rebecca shrugged. Y eah, but maybe there's something in there we can use. Can it hurt?’

“I don't know,” he said truthfully. “Maybe.” She amiled, turning to the stone animal nearest her, a
tiger, reading from the plague benegathit. “1 AM THE KING OF ALL | SURVEY: NO CREATURE
CAN ESCAPE MY GRASP.”

Billy moved to hisleft, to acarving of asnake coiled around atreelimb. “Thisone says, | CREEP
UPON MY VICTIMSIN LEGLESS SILENCE AND CONQUER EVEN THE MIGHTIEST OF
KINGSWITH MY POISON.”

Rebecca read the |last two a oud—the words benesth awolf carving were, MY SHARPWIT
ALLOWSME TO BRING DOWN EVEN THE GREATEST HORNED BEAST.

The sixth animal was ahorse, reared back on its hind legs. The legend beneath it was, NO
AMOUNT OF CUNNING CAN MATCH THE SPEED OF MY SUPPLE LIMBS.

Horned beast. Billy walked back to the deer, read the part about “horns proudly displayed.”
“So, thewolf is stronger than the deer,” he said.

“And if cunning can't outrace ahorse, the horse is stronger than thewolf,” she said. “What's
stronger than the snake?’

“Gottabethe eagle, it'scarrying asnake,” Billy said.

They each circled around the statue, calling out observations, working the puzzle. They findly
agreed on asequence, and Billy walked to each animd, lighting the gppropriate oil lamp in the
appropriate order—from weakest to strongest, at least according to the statue, the order was deer, wolf,
horse, tiger, snake, and eagle.

Ashelit the eagle's|lamp, there was a heavy, mechanica sound from somewhereinsdethe
statuary—and the stedl gate behind them rose smoothly, diding into aniche a the top of the archway.

Together, they moved down the hdl. Thefirst room, on their right, appeared to hold nothing of



vaue at first glance. There were abunch of emptied packing crates, afew cluttered shelves. Billy was
ready to move on when Rebecca stepped inside, heading for the crates. One of them was turned away
from the door so they couldn't see what was in it— and when she stepped around it, she let out an
excited laugh, crouching next to the crate, pushing it around so he could see. Billy hurried to her Side,
fedinglikeakid at Chrismas. Guess that damned puzzle was worth the effort, after all.

Two and ahalf boxes of nine-millimeter rounds. A half box of twenty-twos, which wouldn't do
them much good, nor would the pair of speed loaders— Billy had to explain that the round meta gadgets
were designed to quickly load revolvers—with the .50 rounds. But the box of shotgun shells, fourteenin
al, would certainly help. Billy wouldn't have minded running across a bazooka, but al things considered,
they couldn't have hoped for much better.

They spent afew minutes|oading the clips theyhad. Rebecca found afanny pack with abroken
zipper on one of the shelves and they loaded it up, along with her utility belt; they agreed it was better to
takeit dl, on the chance that they might discover more weapons. Billy rigged the zipper with asafety pin
he found on the floor and donned the pack, comforted by the weight of so much ammo.

“I could kissyou,” he sad, lifting the shotgun— and at her silence, he turned to look at her, saw
that sheld flushed dightly. Shelooked away, adjusting her belt.

“I didn't mean literdly,” he said. “1 mean, not that you're not attractive, but you're—I'm—I
meant—"*

“Don't havekittens,” she said coally. “I know what you meant.”

Billy nodded, relieved. They had enough to deal with without the male-femae thing. Though she is
pretty cute—

He shook it off, reminding himsdlf that held just spent ayear without any women around—and now
was S0 not the time to addressiit.

They headed to the second door, found it unlocked. It was abunk room, shabby and dirty, the
bunks dapped together from plywood, the few blankets scattered around threadbare and dingy.
Cons dering the poor accommodations and the locked stedl gate down the hdll, Billy thought it was safe
to assume that the inhabitants hadn't been volunteers. Re-becca had told him what that diary had said,
about testing human subjects ...

The wholefacility gave him the cregps. The sooner they could get out, the better.
“Do we go down, or up?’ Rebecca asked, as they moved back into the hall.

“There's an observatory upstairs, right?’ Billy asked. Rebeccanodded. “ So let's go observe.
Maybe we can signa for help or something.”

Heredized that hed just suggested they try and get rescued, but he didn't take it back, even
understanding what it most likely meant for him. He knew that held rather die fighting for hislife than be
executed . . . But there was Rebecca to consider. She was a good person, honest and sincere, and he'd
do what he could to get her out of thisdive.

They moved out, Billy wondering where his crimina nature had gotten off to, quickly deciding that
he was better off without it. For the first time since that terrible day in the jungle village, hefdlt like himsalf

again.



He watched them stock up on ammunition, both impressed and disappointed by their fortitude.
After another consultation with their maps, they started upgtairs, presumably for the observatory;
athough the children could hear their voices, they could not make out their words.

He'd had the children search out the tablets that would be needed, had had the tablets taken to the
doorsthat led to the observatory. Unless Billy and Rebecca were entirely moronic—which they'd dready
proven they were not—they would figure out how to trigger the structure's rotation, leading them closer
to their escape. From there they would move on to the laboratory, hidden behind the chapdl...

He wondered what they would find there, in Marcus's [aboratories; more to sted, perhaps. He
wanted them to uncover what they could about Umbrelas true nature, but was not pleased to see them
picking through the sad remnants of Marcus's brilliant career.

He 4till thought of the laboratories as Marcus's, though Marcus had been gone for adecade. The
entire complex had been shut down after the manager's “ disappearance,” but recently, Umbrellahad
reopened it all—the labs, the treatment plant, the training center. None had been fully functiona when the
virus had hit; they were being run by skeleton crews of maintenance men, watched over by ahandful of
middle management hopefuls; nonethd ess, the company had lost anumber of loya employees.

Billy and Rebecca moved through the east rooms on the first floor and back out into the lobby, then
headed to the second floor. They found the door that would take them to the third easily enough, entering
the stairwell with weapons drawn, their youthful faces determined and seemingly unafraid. He watched as
they started up the stairs, emotionally torn. He wanted to see them succeed, and see them die. Wasthere
away to have both? They had managed the Eliminator series easily, although the primates had been
weakened by hunger and neglect. How would they fare against the Hunters? Or the proto-Tyrant?

What if they came to where he and the children waited and watched? What would they do?

The young man frowned, unhappy with the thought. Sensitive to his moods, anumber of the many
did up hislegs, across his chest, gathering in akind of embrace. He pet them, reassured them by touch
that al waswel. If the two adventurers actudly made it to the nest—till an unlikely premise— hewould
let them pass, of course, so that they might spread the story of Umbrellassins.

“Or perhaps1'll kill them,” he said, shrugging. He would decide when—if—it occurred. To say that
he was indifferent to their fate was untrue; as he waited for the death of Umbrellato unfold, watching
Billy and Rebecca had become a pleasure, and he was most interested to see what would happen to
them. But he would see them dead before held | et them hurt the children again.

They had reached the top of the stairs, were cautioudy peering around therailing, searching for
movement. The young man suddenly remembered the Centurion, hiding in the walls of the breeding pool,
and wondered if it would come out to see who had invaded itsterritory. Billy and Rebecca had best
hope not. If the Eliminators were but pawnsin this game, the Centurion was one of hisknights. The
young man eegerly leaned in to watch.

Thetrip up to the third floor had been uneventful, though they'd had to hurry through the dining
room; the two zombies that roamed around the tables had been too dow to bother shooting, but she
didn't fed particularly comfortable taking aleisurely stroll past the dying crestures, either. Considering
that Billy was three steps ahead of her, he obvioudy fdlt the same.

Now, standing at the top of the Sairs, Rebeccarelaxed alittle. The third floor—at least this part of
it—was asingle, giant room, no hidden cornersto worry about. The doorsto the observatory were over



to thelr right. Straight across from them was the breeding pool, a recessed, empty pit that stretched most
of the room'slength, and to the left, a door that, according to the map, led to an outdoor patio.

“What do you think they were breeding?’ Billy asked, hisvoicelow. Still, it echoed dightly inthe
vast room.

“Don't know. Leeches, maybe,” she said. She thought about that solitary figure they'd seen from the
train, Singing to the leeches, and suppressed a shudder. “ So, observatory or patio?’

Billy looked back and forth, then shrugged. “I1t seems safe. We could each take one door—just
open and look, though, no splitting up, okay?’

Rebecca nodded. She definitely felt safer having abigger supply of ammo, but that fall had knocked
some caution into her. She wasn't nearly so gung-ho on separating. “I'll take the patio.”

They moved out, their footsteps echoing in the huge chamber. The door to the observatory was
closer; only her stepsrang out after amoment, as she continued on to the south wall.

“Hey,” Billy called, as she reached the door. He was holding up what looked like abook, two
morein his other hand. Rebecca squinted across the large room, saw that they were made of stone, that
each was rounded on one end. “These werein front of the door.”

“What arethey?’ she said. Her voice, though low, carried easily inthe till, cool air.

“Decorative, maybe,” he said. “Each one has aword etched on the front.” He looked down &t the
tablets, shuffled through them. “Ah ... we got unity, discipline, and obedience.”

That recording they'd heard, Dr. Marcuss recitation of the company motto—they were the same
three words. “Hang on to 'em,” Rebecca said. “ They might be part of some puzzle, likethe animas.”

“My thoughts exactly,” Billy said, and in alower voice, “crazy-ass house.”

She turned back to the door, raising her handgun as she pushed at the handle—and it was locked.
She sighed, her shoulders sagging, redizing how amped up she'd been for somekind of attack.

“Locked,” shecdled out.

Billy had opened the door to the observatory and was still 1ooking inside. He turned back, holding
the door open. “Thismight be promising. | don't know what any of it does, but there's a shitload of
equipment in here; maybe aradio, too.”

A radio. Shefelt her hopes surge. “Here |—"

Theword come was cut off by a sound of anima movement, aheavy réttle that reverberated
through the room. She and Billy both stared at one another, the distance between them suddenly much
greater than sheld previoudy thought.

The sound came again. It was the sound of something hard rapidly clattering againgt rock, like
someone drumming stedl fingers againgt atabletop, and it wasloud. Whatever it was, it was big—and
getting closer, from the increase in sound. It was hard to tell where it was coming from; the echoes
masked the direction—"*The breeding pool,” Billy shouted, waving her over. “Comeon!”

She brokeinto arun, her heart hammering, afraid to look at the breeding pool, afraid not to. She
sensed movement there, something dark and fluid, and ran fagter, finally risking aglance as she passed it



by.

The sight of it drove conscious thought away. It was a centipede or millipede, big enough to put
those shepherd-sized spidersto shame. Y elow eyes seemed to glow from either side of aglossy black
skull, long, reddish antennae twitching and quivering from the top of its head. Itslong, sinuous body was
low to the ground, plated and segmented, riding atop dozens of pointed red legs. It was easily four
meterslong, maybe longer, as big around as a barrel—and moving toward her, fast, itslegswaving,
rippling asit propelled itself across the empty pool.

“Run!” Billy yelled, and Rebeccaran for her life, now breathing in the stink of the creature, a
terrible sour smell that would have made her gag if sheld had timeto bother. Billy was holding the door to
the observatory open with hisfoot, the shotgun trained just past her, and she could feel how closeit was,
fed it like ashadow overtaking her.

Just as she reached Billy, hefired, pumping the shotgun and firing again as she flew past him, diving
through the door. The second she was through, he leaped back, the door damming closed—and a
split-second past that, they heard its body brush past the door, the sound of its armored body pressing
against heavy wood. They waited, both of them staring at the door—»but after afew seconds the sound
stopped, became the clatter of many feet moving away.

“Good Chrigt,” Billy said. Rebecca nodded. He reached down, helped her to her feet, both of them
breething heavily.

“Let'snot go back that way,” Rebecca said, hoping very much that they wouldn't haveto.
“Soundslikeaplan,” Billy agreed.

They were sllent for amoment, looking around at their sanctuary. It was abig, round room,
bi-level. They were standing on akind of catwalk that half-circled the room; another set of doors was at
the northern end. Near the doors was a short ladder off the walk, leading down to ameta mesh platform
that was lined with equipment. Benesath the platform was darkness.

Together, they moved around the walk, stopping at the second set of doors. Locked. They
exchanged adismd glance but said nothing, heading for the ladder. Rebeccawent down first, sopping at
the large piece of machinery that dominated the room at its center, presumably the telescope. There was
atelescope arm, but it was high overhead, out of reach. Behind her, Billy waslooking at the rest of the
equipment, computer banks and other machinesthat she didn't recognize. She turned back to the
telescope, looking down at the console—and felt her breath catch. There were three empty depressions
on it, each shaped like asmall tombstone, flat on one end, rounded on the other.

“| don't seearadio here, but—" Billy was saying, until she interrupted.
“Tel meyou gill havethosetablets” shesaid.

Billy turned, looked at the console as he unzipped his pack. He pulled the tablets out, each about
the size of a paperback book but thinner. Rebeccatook them, remembering Umbrella's discomfiting
motto as she set them in place. “ Obedience breeds discipline. Discipline breeds unity. Unity breeds

power. . ."
“And power islife” Billy finished.

Assoon asthethird tablet fell into place, agiant sound filled thetall room, a sound of vast machines
at work—and they could fed the room around them start to descend, like an elevator. Not just the



platform, the entire room, wallsand al. Beneath their feet, the darkness rose up, became apool of
water, agitated into afroth by the moving platform. Rebecca had a second to wonder if the platform was
going to stop, aflash of panic that they were about to be drowned—and then the sound of machinery
died away, the room becoming ill again. In thelast, fading drone of the machines, they heard aclear
click sound coming from the northern doors overhead.

They looked at each other, and Rebecca saw her surprise mirrored on hislean face.

“Guess we know whereto go next,” Billy said, trying asmile, but it wasn't aconvincing one.
Rebeccadidn't even try. They were being led—but was it to freedom, or like lambsto daughter?

One way to find out. Without speaking, they turned and walked to the ladder.

Ten

They stepped through the northern doorsinto cool night air, and Billy felt ared sense of rdlief,
bresthing deeply. He hadn't redlized how afraid he'd been that they might never leave the Umbrella
facility. Unfortunately, he quickly saw that they hadn't escaped, not exactly; the doors from the
observatory had opened onto along and narrow walk, leading straight to another building, perhapsfifty
meters ahead. The walk was bordered on either side by water, some kind of reservoir or lake that
abutted the east Sde of the facility.

They moved away from the observatory, then turned back to look a where they'd been, spending
afew minutes trying to figure out where they were in relation to the lobby, to the rooms they'd seen. It
wasalost cause. Billy had never had much of a sense of direction, and it seemed that Rebeccadidn't,
ether. They findly gave up, turning their attention to thetall, foreboding-looking building at the other end
of the path.

They walked toward it, Billy till taking in big lungfuls of the sweet, misty air. It was late, probably
in the early hours of morning, but there was no sky-to judge by, only agrest, gray cloak of rain clouds
overhead.

“Where do you think we are?’ he asked.

“Noidea,” Rebeccaanswered. “ Somewhere with aphone, | hope.”
“And akitchen,” Billy added. He was sarving.

“Yeah,” she agreed, her tone wistful. “ Stocked with pizzaand ice cream.”
“Pepperoni?’

“Hawaian,” shesaid. “And pistachio ice cream.”

“Gaah.” Billy made aface, enjoying the conversation. They hadn't had much timeto get to know
each other, though hefdt akind of bond with her, the connection held often felt for others during combat.
“Y ou probably like orange food, too.”



“Orange food?’

“Y egh, you know. That unnatural orange color. They put it in macaroni and cheese, artificidly
flavored orange drinks, snack cakes, fried cheese curls...““ Rebeccagrinned. “ Got me. | love that stuff.”

Billy rolled hiseyes. “ Teenagers.. . . You are ateenager, aren't you?’

“Just old enough to vote,” she said, sounding dightly defensive. Before he could ask how sheld
madeitinto ST.A.R.S. a her age, she added, “1'm one of those brilliant whiz kid types, college grad and
everything. And how old are you, grandpa? Thirty?’

[t wasBilly'sturn to fed dightly defensve. “Twenty-sx.”
She laughed. “Wow, that's ancient. Let me get you awhedlchair.”
“Shut up,” hesaid, grinning.

“| said, let me get you a wheelchair! “ she mock-shouted, cracking him up entirely. They were
gtill laughing when they passed a small, open guardhouse set into the right side of the walkway, and saw
the body on thefloor inside,

Part of a body, thought Billy, his good mood drying up in ahurry asthey stopped, helplessnot to
look. The legs and one arm were missing, making the face-down corpse ook as though he—or she, it
wastoo far gone to tell—was drowning in the thick puddle of blood that surrounded it.

Neither of them spoke again asthey finished their walk to the building, sobered by the reminder of
the tragedy that had occurred here. It wasimpossible tokeep it in mind every second; dwelling on the
horror of the vira outbreak would make it too hard to function, and the occasiond release of laughter
was important, even necessary, to their continued menta hedlth. On the other hand, if you could look at
the body of adead man and keep laughing, mental health became anissuein an entirely different way.

They reached the unknown structure, dowing, studying the layout. There were smal paths
branching off of the main wak just in front of the building, hemmed in with flowers and treesthat had long
since gone to seed, the paths disappearing behind roughly shaped hedges. There were afew unbroken
outdoor lights, but only enough to make the shadows seem even darker. Not the most inviting
environment, but Billy didn't see any zombies or leech people, which madeit ahell of alot better than the
last place.

There were afew wide stone steps leading up to the double doors. Billy kept his eye on the
shadowy paths as Rebecca walked up the steps, giving the doors a shake.

“Locked,” shesaid.

“Hel with that,” Billy said, following her up. Hetried the handle himsdlf, decided that whilethe
wood was strong, the lock wasn't. Not even adeadbolt. “ Stand back.”

He turned to one side, lowered his center of grav-ity, and gave the lock a solid side kick, then
another. On the third, he heard wood splintering, and it crashed open on thefifth, the cheap metal lock

flying gpart.

They both stepped into the doorway, looking insde. After al they'd been through, he thought he
was past surprise, but he was wrong. It was achurch, as ornate as any he'd seen, from the stained glass
st highin thewall behind the dtar to the gleaming wooden pews. It was aso wrecked; at least half the
pews were overturned, and they could only see indgde because of the giant holein the ceiling not far from



where they stood.
“Look at the dtar,” Rebeccawhispered.

Billy nodded. Not so much the dtar itself aswhat was around it. On the platform at the front of the
church were hundreds of burned down candles, tipped-over statues of religiousicons, many of them
broken or blackened with ash, and grest bunches of dead flowers. It was, in aword, creepy.

“I'm okay with getting out of here,” Billy said, raising hisvoice dightly when he redlized that he, too,
was whispering. “We should check out the grounds, see where some of those paths go.”

Rebecca nodded, stepping back—and then something huge and black was swooping down toward
them from the high, vaulted celling, something that emitted an incredibly high-pitched squed, that fluttered
and darted and flapped giant dusty wings. Time dowed to acrawl, long enough for Billy to get aclear
look at it. It was somekind of abat, but much, much bigger than any held ever heard of. The thing had
the wingspan of a condor, easy.

It pulled up at the last ingtant, flew manicaly back into the darkness overhead, but had come close
enough for awave of its rotten-mest bresth to wash over them. Billy pushed Rebecca back with one
arm, grabbing at the broken handles of the doorswith the other. He jerked them closed, wishing now
that he hadn't forced them open, realizing only a second later that it didn't matter. They could hear the
massive bat asit pushed itsway through the holein the roof, could hear its giant, raity claws scrabbling at
the shingles.

“Go!” Billy yeled.

They ran down the steps, Rebecca leading them to the right. There was more protection there, part
of the pathway that skirted the building covered. It turned sharply, once, twice, the turns hidden by
overgrown bushes and plants. Rebeccawas fadt, but Billy kept up, more than alittle motivated by the
image of those legthery, fluttering wings enfolding him, those claws piercing hisflesh—

“Therel” Rebecca dowed, pointed.

To theright of the path just ahead was what looked like an elevator, of al things, free-standing at
the side of the church. Billy wasn't sureit wastheir best bet, but they could clearly hear the beat of wings
overhead somewhere, the fiercely high squedl of the bat searching for prey. He followed Rebeccato the
door, silently thanking God when the doors did open to her touch. It was smdll, barely room for two;
they shoved indde, saw that it only went down. Just aswell; Billy had no desireto vist the church's
belfry, seeif the mad bat had any brothers or sgters.

Rebecca hit the switch to close the doors. Just before they closed, azombie staggered toward them
from seemingly out of nowhere, awoman, reaching toward them with fingers that were shredded to the
bone. She moaned, revealing blackened teeth, and then the doors were diding closed, shutting out the
zombie, shutting out the high frequency screech of the infected bat.

They both sagged, leaning againgt the walls of the small evator. They could hear the female
zombie's hungry criesthrough the doors, hear the sharp scratch of her bone fingertips against the meta
doors. Within afew seconds, her low, gravelly moans were joined by another voice, then athird, al of
them walling in eagerness, in frudration.

There were only two choices, Bl or B2. Billy looked a Rebecca, who shook her head, her face
pale. Outsde, the zombies continued to claw for entry, and Billy pushed Bl. The elevator didn't
move.“ Okay, B2, then,” Billy said, hoping that they hadn't just trapped themselves. He punched the



button. The eevator started with alurch, then descended smoothly. Billy edged dightly in front of
Rebecca, readying the shotgun, hoping that the doors weren't about to open to a horde of infected
crestures, al eager for alate-night snack.

The doors did open without any sound, revealing a corridor littered with rubble, but otherwise
empty. He pushed the button for B1 again, hoping for another option, but the elevator doors didn't even
close. Apparently, they could either go back to the bat and the zombies or they could explore the second
basement level. Billy opted for exploration.

He stepped out cautioudy, Rebeccaright behind. Like the training facility mansion, the decor, the
architecture, was refined and probably priceless. The floor was marble, chipped but sill polishedto a
high sheen, the hdl lined with handsome support pillars, the entries high and arched. To their left wasa
stairwell that led up, choked with broken rock and shattered drywall. There was another door on the left
up ahead, just before the corridor turned sharply to the right.

They paused at the stairwell but it was alost cause, the debris piled floor to ceiling. If they wanted
to go back up, it wasthe eevator or nothing .. . though at the moment, Billy did not want to go back up.
It seemed like the constant barrage of disgusting, dangerous, frightening creatures would never end, and
he was more than ready for a break.

“All thosein favor of no more mongters,” he said softly.

“Aye,” Rebecca answered, her tone just as soft. She shot him asmile, but it looked strained. They
started forward, boots crunching as they waded through the rubble.

Rebecca stayed by the first door as Billy quickly checked the rest of the corridor. There was one
other obvious door, set with acombination lock—and athird possible door: Billy wasn't sure, it looked
very much like the corridor smply dead-ended in ablue wall, but there was an elaborate shrine set up
there— twin statues bookended a profiled relief of someone who looked very much like James Marcus.
There was no keyhole, but beneath the bust was an empty depression the size of achild'sfit, asthough it
were missing apiece.

Lovely. Two more puzzle locks, Billy thought sourly, walking back to Rebecca. What wasiit with
these people? If they needed to be so goddamn clever, why couldn't they just stick to crossword

puzzles?

Thankfully, the first door was unlocked. They stepped ingde, finding themsavesin another shabbily
elegant room, this one lined with bookshelves. A stained oriental rug lay on thefloor in the room'sfirst
section. The room itsalf was vaguely U-shaped. There were severa lamps on, making it the brightest
room they'd been in dl night, and besides the shelves, there were severd low tablesand asmall desk
with an antique typewriter. Billy walked to the nearest desk, picked up a scrap of paper.

“ Troubleisunlikely, but I've taken precautions,' “ heread. “ "'To hidealesf, put it in theforest. To
hide akey, makeit look like aledf."

“Geg, that clearsthingsup,” Rebeccasaid, and Billy nodded. Again—what was it with these
people?

Rebeccalooked the shelves over while Billy walked the room, noting alarge hole in the celling
around the corner from the door. It was high, but using one of thetables. . .

“Most of these are biology,” Rebeccacaled. “Mammalian, insectile, amphibian ...



“Comelook at this” Billy caled back. As she stepped around the corner, Billy grabbed the nearest
table, pushing it under the hole. He ill wouldn't be ableto reach ...

“1 could go up,” Rebeccasaid. “Look around, find arope or something for you to climb.”
Billy frowned. “I don't know. Last time you went looking...

“Yeah,” shesaid, but her expression was set. She waswilling, if not eeger—and they had to do
something.

Billy stepped on the table, interlacing hisfingersto give her aboost. She climbed up after him, put
her right boot in his hands, one hand on his shoulder. As before, shewaslight as afeather; Billy could
probably bench press two of her without much trouble. He pushed her up easily, Rebecca disappearing
from sight as she crawled through. A second later, she was back at the hole.

“Seemsclear, but it'sdark,” she said. “Looks like alab room, lot of shelves, couple of desks... Let
me seewhat | canfind.”

She disgppeared again. Billy waited, staring up at the hole, reminding himsdf that she knew how to
handle hersdlf. Sheld aready proven hersdf stronger and more capable than any number of seasoned
soldiers hed known—and if there was trouble, she could just hop back down, nothing to worry about—

Rebecca let out ashort, sharp scream and Billy's blood went cold.
“Rebeccal” he shouted, his gaze fixed helplesdy on the dark hole overhead.

It looked like alab, one that had only been used intermittently in the last decade, and hadn't been
cleaned at dl in that time. There wasthick dust on the floor and shelves, but things had been moved at
some point,leaving signs—tracks behind chairs, fingerprints on specimen bottles. Rebeccatook a quick
look at her immediate surroundings, then leaned back over the hole. Billy's expression wastense,
expectant.

“Seemsclear, but it'sdark. Looks like alab room, lot of shelves, couple of desks. .. Let me see
what | canfind.”

She turned, surveyed the small room again—and redlized that it was bigger than she thought, part of
it hidden behind alarge shelf that bisected the area. She wouldn't have noticed if not for the faint, pale,
bluish light that seemed to be emanating from the hidden section. Holding her nine-millimeter, she stepped
around the corner—

—and yelped, dmost firing at the glowing, floating monster in front of her before sheredized that it
wasnt dive.

“Rebeccal”
“I'm okay!” she caled back, staring at the bizarre creature. “ Got asurprise, isal. Hang on.”

She stepped closer to the human-sized specimen tube, filled with clear liquid, lit from insde. There
were actudly four of thetubes, al in arow, each containing adightly different horror than the one before.
The thingsinsde had been human, once, but they had been surgicaly dtered, and amost certainly
infected with T-virus. Shetried to think of some description to give Billy, but they defied description;
grosdy misshapen limbs hung from muscular, patchwork bodies, the nearly unrecognizable faces wearing
bizarre expressions of anguish and bloodliugt. They were horrifying.



Past the row of humanoid monstrosities was a specimen casg, filled with much smaller tubes.
Rebeccaleaned in, saw that each tube had a dead leech insgde. She grimaced, was about to turn
away—when she redlized that one of the tubes was different. The leech insdewas ... not aleech.

She pushed the dusty glass door aside and pulled out the anomal ous tube, holding it up to the faint
light. The tube's cap was glued or soldered shut, and the thing inside was leech shaped, but was scul pted
or carved, and a deep, cobalt blue.

Why would anyone make a fake leech and then put it—

She blinked, remembering that piece of paper Billy had read from—to hide aleaf, put it in the
forest. To hideakey ...

Rebeccawalked back to the hole, held the tube out for Billy to see. | think | found the leaf key,”
shesaid, and tossed it down. “Or | guess | should say leech key.”

Billy caught it nestly, peered at it. “I'm pretty sureit'll fit one of those doors,” he said. “Come back
down, we can go check.”

“The cap won't come off—" she started, stopping as Billy dropped the tube on the floor next to the
table. He grinned up at her, then jJumped down, stomping the tube with the hedl of his boot. Glass
crinkled and crunched, and a second later, he was holding the carving up.

“Not aproblem,” hesaid. “Come on.”

She chewed at her lip, looking around the lab. There werefile cabinets, paperslying around ...
“You go check. I'm going to seeif | can find another map.”

Billy frowned. “Y ou sure?’

“Afraid to go by yoursdf?' she cdled, smiling dightly.

“Frankly, yes,” he said, but smiled back. “ Okay. I'll be back in aminute. Don't wander too far
away, dl right?If you need anything, givemeacal.”

Rebeccatapped her radio. “No sweat.”

He gazed up at her another moment, then turned and walked away. Rebeccalooked around the lab
once more, focusing on the larger of the two desksin theroom. “Okay, Marcus, let's seeif you left us
anything useful,” she said, and moved to the desk, unaware that she was being watched very, very
closdly as she picked up a sheaf of papers and started to read.

Thiswill not do.

He clenched hisfigts, furious. The children tried to soothe him, crawled across his shoulders, but he
brushed them away, ignored their attempts.

Rebecca, reading Dr. Marcuss personal notes. Finding the charm that led to Dr. Marcuss inner
sanctum, giving it to Billy. All they had to do was get to the cable car, perhaps pick alock or two, and
they could be on their way . . . But it seemed they would not leave the memory of Dr. Marcus aone, that
they had to violate the very few privacies hed left behind.

“Not if we stop them,” hetold the children, watching as Billy used the small effigy to open Dr.
Marcuss rooms, as Rebeccarifled carelessy through Marcus's private papers. It had been an amusing



diversion, watching these two, but it was over now. The world would haveto learn the truth about
Umbrellawithout them.

Timeto send the children out to play.

Eleven

As he'd suspected, that dead end shrine was adoor, and the tiny leech statue that Rebecca had
found fit perfectly in the door's“lock.” There was a soft, hidden click and the door unlatched.

Billy studied the front of the door amoment before going in, deciding that the profile was, in fact,
that of Dr. James Marcus. He wondered why the leech man they'd seen on the train had looked like
Marcus, the leeches had been controlled by that obvioudy much younger man, the one singing outside.
Wastherea Marcus till around? It didn't seem likely. That diary Rebecca had found—Marcus had
been raving, paranoid that Spencer was coming for him, coming to take hiswork, and that had been ten
years ago. People that nuts usualy weren't able to hold down day jobs.

Rebecca was waiting. He set the minor mystery aside and pushed past the extravagant door with
the barrel of the shotgun. A quick scan for movement— nothing—and he lowered the wegpon, stepping
farther indde.

“Wow,” he said, hushed, looking around the room. It was an office, large, expensively fitted with
built-in shelves and cabinets on one side, dl dark, polished wood and beveled glass, an ornate fireplace
opposite. The antique wood furniture—alow table, chairs, abig desk—was beautiful, the carpet plush,
slencing his steps. He saw adoor at the back of the room, behind the desk, and mentally crossed his
fingersthat it would turn out to be their escape route.

Much of the room's light came from a huge aguarium that dominated the northeast corner near
where he stood, painting everything with watery bluish light, though the aguarium itself was empty—

—Billy frowned, stepped closer. Not empty. There were no fish, no rocks or plants, but there were
anumber of thingsfloating a the top—disgusting things, unrecognizable but no less grotesque. They
appeared to be pieces of human flesh, but shapel ess, boneless, like deformed, amputated body parts.
Billy quickly moved on, disturbed by the pae floating objects.One of the wall cabinets stood open, and
Billy walked to it, scanning the books insde. An ancient photo album lay on one shelf and he picked it
up. He knew he had to get back to Rebecca but he was curious, wondering if the bust on the door meant
hewasin Marcuss office.

The photos were old, yellowed and curled. He turned afew pages, decided it was awaste of time.
He started to put the album back—and aloose picture fluttered out. He stooped to pick it up, held it up
to theblue, rippling light.

The pictureitself wasn't particularly interesting, atrio of young men from thethirtiesor forties, al
looking clean-cut and well scrubbed, smiling at the picture taker. On the back, someone had written, “To
James, To commemorate your graduation, 1939.”

Billy studied the photo, decided that the young man in the middle could be James Marcus.



Something about the shape of the head ... He looked familiar, somehow...

“That guy,” he said, nodding to himsdlf. The snger from the train. They hadn't seen him well, but he
had the same stance, the same wide shoulders.... “He could be Marcus's son. Or grandson.”

There was a puzzle here, and he was starting to think he'd just found another piece. If Spencer had
overthrown Marcus, taken hiswork, wouldn't Marcus's son, or his son's son, want revenge? Maybe the
vira outbreak hadn't been an accident. Maybe the guy with the leeches had doneit.

Billy sighed, setting the photo on top of the album. That was dl good and well, but for dl practica
purposes, who gave a shit? He needed to be looking for away ouit.

He checked the desk for keys or maps, found nothing, and went to the room's second door,
thankfully unlocked. He pushed it open, felt his hopes dwindle; there was no big tunnel with aflashing exit
sgn. It was an art storage room, looked like, paintings stacked against walls, afew statues draped with
sagging dropcloths. One statue was uncovered, awhite marble piece that looked like one of those old
Roman gods, seated againgt one flocked wall, its dusty gaze uplifted, ahand cupped near its belly:—

—and holding something. Something green.

Billy walked over and took the smal object from the statue's palid fingers, smiling faintly when he
realized what it was. It was another carving of aleech, thisonein green instead of blue.

Another key, perhaps to another secret door. And this one might really betheir ticket out.

Day One
Administrated T to four leeches. Their single-minded biology makes them perfect candidates for
this research, but they may be too simplistic to adapt. No immediate changes observed.

Theword four was underlined. In the margin, someone had scrawled “ change sequence’ ina
Spidery hand, and circled it.

It was part of alab journal, mostly dates and numbers. Rebecca had been about to set it back
down when she'd seen that severa phrases and words had been underlined on one of the last pages. She
read on, looking for more of the marked passages.

Day Eight
A week now. Rapid growth to double their former size, signs of transformation emerging.
Spawning successful, their numbers doubled, but cannibalistic behavior has been initiated,
presumably due to increase in appetite. Hastened to augment food supply, but lost two.

Number s doubled and two were underlined.

Day 12
Provided themwith live food but lost half when prey fought back. However, they are learning
from experience, beginning to exhibit group attack behavior. Evolution is exceeding expectations.



Lost half was underlined.

There were no more marked entries, but Rebecca skimmed on, disturbed by the success of the
Strange experiment.

Day 23, leeches no longer exhibit individual traits, can move as a collective. Day 31,
breeding at a fantastic rate, eating everything offered now...

Thelast entry painted clearly for her just how far into madness Dr. Marcus had dipped.

Day 46
A day worthy of remembrance. Today, they began to mimic me. They recognize their father, |
believe. | feel such strong affection for them, from them. Do they love? | think they do. It's us,
now, only me and my brilliant children. No one will take them away from me.

With all that I've learned, they wouldn't dare.

“ HW!”

It was Billy, caling up through the floor. Rebecca set the papers down and walked to the hole,
kneding nexttoit.

“Did you find anything ussful 7" she asked, looking down at him.

“Maybe. Catch,” he said, tossing something small up through the hole. Rebecca caught it. It was
another of the leech keys, this one green.

“Isthere adoor up there with abust of Marcus on the front?” Billy asked.

Rebecca shook her head. “1 don't know. Not in this room, anyway. |'ve been reading more about
his whacko experiments. Want me to go take alook around?’

Billy hesitated. “Why don't | come up, we can both look. Just let me find another table or
something ...*

“I'll be careful,” Rebeccasaid. “Didn't you say there was another door down there? Maybe you
should try and get it open while | seeif | can find the keyhole for thisthing.”

“It'sacombination lock,” Billy said. “Unlessyou have aset of picks handy, | don't think were
going to get it open.”

Rebecca sghed. Too bad Jill Vaentine wasn't with them. She was on the Alphateam, and
according to Barry, she could bresk into anything ...

... “ change sequence.”



“Wait. Combination lock?”’

Billy nodded, and Rebecca edged back from the hole, hurrying to the desk with Marcus's notes.
She quickly read through the marked passages, did the math as she hurried back. Four leeches. . .
Doubled ... Lost two... Lost half...“Try ... four-eight-six-three,” she said.

“Wild guess?’ Billy asked.

Rebecca smiled faintly. “ Probably. Just check.” She held up the green leech carving. “I'll seeif | can
find where thisgoes.”

Billy nodded, reluctantly, and Rebecca stood up, started for the room's door, not sure if she was
being brave or stupid. She didn't redlly want to do anything alone, not since her encounter with the
primates, but aslong as she was aready on the first floor, it made sensefor her to take alook.

Thelab's door opened into ashort corridor, three doors besides the one she'd come through. The
first door, on theright, was locked. The second door, around a corner and also to the right, was open,
but aquick glance insde showed nothing but alarge, empty room, asmall office set to one side. It was
too dark to see much else. Rebecca closed the door, relieved that she was dready two-thirds of the way
through her little search, and went to the last door, at the end of the corridor.

Also unlocked. Rebecca pushed it open, saw yet another door only ameter in front of her; to the
left, the room opened up into what gppeared to be the same lab she'd started from ... It wasn't, but with
the way the rooms were oriented, it had to be connected to thefirst 1ab. Maybe they'd split it up at some
point——A movement. There, near atable by the connecting wall, was one of the infected, a gaunt,
sdlow man, hiseyes blank, his mouth open and hungry. He shuffled toward her, making a soft gurgling
sound in the back of histhroat.

Hewas dow, very dow. Rebeccalooked between him and the door in front of her, the weight of
the leech-key warm in her hand. Taking a chance, she stepped forward and pushed at the door, was
through and quickly closing it behind her before the too-thin zombie could take another step.

Sheld stepped into an operating room, old and unclean, the once Seriletiles gray with alight film of
scum, afew metal gurneys standing about on tilted whedls. And there, across from her and to the lft,
was agreenish door with aprofile of Dr. Marcus on the front.

“Gotcha,” she said, moving to the door, studioudy avoiding acloser look at the operating table set
inthe room'sfar corner after she caught a glimpse of the heavy restraints attached. She had an idea of
what Marcus had been up to; she didn't need to suffer the details.

The small leech fit perfectly into adepression just under the likeness of Dr. Marcus, and she heard
the sound of alatch giving way. The door opened—

—and she took a step back, staggered by the smell, an odor she'd become dl too familiar with.
The narrow room was lined on both sides with morgue drawers, severa of them standing open. There
were two bodies on the floor, neither moving, but she trained her handgun on the closest, al the same,
Breathing shdlowly, shewaked inside.

God, please let there be something here worth locking up, she thought, stepping past an
overturned gurney. And let it be in plain sight, if it's not too much trouble. There was no way shewas
going to search each drawer.

At thefar end of the room was an offshoot to the right. Rebecca stepped over the second body,



turned the corner, trying not to gag at the atrocious smell. There was another metal gurney pushed to one
sde—and on top was asingle meta key.

She picked it up, feeling amix of emotion. She'd found something, that was good—but whoopee,
another key. It could go anywhere, could be the key to Marcuss summer homefor al she knew.

Maybe that first door in the corridor. . .
“Rebecca?’
She pocketed the key and picked up her radio, moving toward the door as she answered.

“Yeah. What's up, over.” She moved through the operating room, stopping at the door that led
back to the partial lab. Sheld want to run through to the corridor's entrance, avoid having to shoot that
zombieif she could...

“Therésno did onthelock,” Billy said, sounding irritated. “1 went back and checked Marcus's
office, but | didn't see anything. Y ou had any luck, over?’

“Maybe,” shesaid. “Let me check on onething. I'll meet you back at the library, over.”
“Careful. Over and out.”

Careful. Rebecca shook her head dightly as she clipped the radio back to her belt, astounded at
how fast arelationship could change, given the right—or wrong—circumstances. Only afew hours ago,
sheld threatened to shoot him, had been convinced that he was ready to shoot her. Now, they were. ..
Well, “friends’ was probably not the right word, but it was seeming awfully unlikely that they'd end up
killing one ancther.

For thefirst timein awhile, she wondered what her teammates were doing. Was the manhunt for
Billy still on? Had they been looking for her, for Edward? Or had they run into troubles of their own,
been caught out by the falout from the T-virus spill2...

... and speaking of. Shelistened at the door amoment, heard nothing. Taking a deep breath, she
pushed the door open, quickly stepping across the short distance to the next door, not even looking into
the lab. As she closed the door behind her, she heard amuffled walil of frustration, and felt a surge of pity
for the hollow-eyed victim. The guy had probably worked here, but she wouldn't wish the zombie
sickness on her worst enemy. It was a bad way to go, hands down.

She walked to the first door she'd tried, hoping the key would work, doubting that it would. She
supposed they'd have to do a more thorough search for whatever it unlocked, or just keep looking for
something else, another map, another key, another hole in afloor somewnhere; it was disheartening, to say
theleadt. If they couldn't turn anything up, they'd have to use the elevator again, take their chances above
ground—

She dipped the key into the door'slock and turned it, heard and felt the lock give.
“No shit,” she mumbled, grinning, and opened the door.
Something huge and dark |eaped for her, howling.

Billy waited at the hole between the first and second floors, idly wondering if there was away to



blow that dial-lock door open with one of the Magnum shells—and heard aterrible, inhuman cry echoing
down from the first floor, followed by one, two shots.

Hedidn't think to try the radio. He hopped onto the low table benegth the hole, hefted the shotgun
through, then jumped after it, catching the edge with his hands. Hed doubted his abilities before, but now
it didn't cross hismind that he might not be able to pull himsalf up. With agrant of exertion, helifted his
body through the hole, first scrabbling to his elbows, then getting one knee up.

He grabbed the shotgun and was on hisfeet in time to hear that anima scream again, astrange and
unearthly sound, like abird being shredded to pieces. He spent ahalf second orienting himsdlf, finding the
door, and then he was running.

He crashed through the door into a hall—and there was Rebecca backed against the wall opposite,
one deeve of her shirt torn, her arm scored with four deep scratches, pointing her wespon at—

—what the hell —

—at amonger, an immense, reptilian mongter. 1t was humanoid, hugely muscled, its pebbled skina
dark, noxious green. Itsarmswere s0 long that its clawed hands a most touched the floor. When it saw
Billy it dropped itsthick jaw and screeched again, the smdl eyesinitsflat, doping skull practicaly
glowing with malevolence. A thin stream of dark blood flowed from its upper chest, one of Rebecca's
shots, but it didn't seem to be overly affected by the wound.

Try this, Billy thought, bringing the shotgun up as Rebecca opened fire again. He blasted the
creature full in the face, pumped the wegpon and fired again, not waiting to see what the first round had
done—

—and the thing's face was gone, splashed acrossthe wall and floor behind it, its heavy body
toppling. A frothing river of blood poured from the shreds of its neck, from what little was|ft of its
head—a bit of jawbone, of teeth, tatters of dark flesh.

Billy didn't move for afew seconds, listening, searching for another sound, another movement, but
there was nothing. He turned his attention to Rebecca, who was gripping her injured |eft shoulder with
her right hand. Blood seeped from beneath her fingers.

“The pack on my belt,” she said. “ There's abottle of antiseptic wash in there, some bandages and
tape ... It just clawed me. It didn't bite.”

She looked pae, wincing as Billy cleaned her wound and taped it, but she bore up well, taking the
pain rather than giving into it. It was bad, probably needed stitches, but it also could have been alot
worse. When he was finishing up, she nodded toward the half open door across from them.

“It waslocked in there. Thething, | mean.”

She sounded shocked, dazed. Billy walked to the door, wanting to bein the way of anything else
that might come popping out. He stopped at the headless monster, stood looking down &t it.

“Kindalooks like the Creature from the Black Lagoon on steroids,” Billy said, glancing back,
hoping for asmile. He got one, shaky but redl, and once again, was impressed with her fortitude. It was
rare, to be able to recover so quickly from an unexpected attack, especidly by anightmare like the
mongter in front of him. Maost people would be shaking for hours afterward.

Rebecca moved to stand beside him. She nudged one of the creature's bulky legs with her boot.
“Amazing,” shesad. “Thethingsthey were doing out here. Genetic engineering, recombinant viruses. . .*



“I think psychoatic' isthe word you're looking for,” Billy said.
She nodded. “ Can't arguethat. Let's seeiif it was guarding anything important.”

They stepped around the creature, Rebecca explaining what sheld found on the rest of the floor as
they moved into the room. It was akennd of some kind, but Billy wasfairly certain it hadn't been used to
board dogs; there were stacks of sted bar cages, many of them fitted with restraints, and the smell in the
ar wasthat of wild animals, agamy, rank odor.

“...whichiswherel found the key to thisroom,” she was saying. “I was hoping that meant theréd
be something useful here”

The room was U-shaped, split by shelves. They moved around the shelves, Rebecca letting out a
small sound of disgust. Heaped in the far corner was ahegp of torn fur and gnawed bones, what
appeared to be the remains of afew of those baboon creatures. There was alot of feces scattered about,
too, dense piles of ablack, tarry substance that smelled like— well, like shit. It seemed the monster had
been locked up for awhile.

There was a small wood table between two of the cage stacks, afew papers scattered acrossthe
top. Billy walked over—stepping carefully—and picked up the page on top as Rebecca started poking
through afew of the open cages. It appeared to be part of areport.

... and yet research to date has shown that when the Progenitor virusis administered to
living organisms, violent cellular changes cause breakdowns in every major system, most
consistently the CNS. Furthermore, no satisfactory method has been found to control the
organisms for use as weapons. Clearly, greater coordination at the cellular level is essential to
enable further growth.

Experiments on insecta, amphibia, mammalia (primate) have all fallen short of projected
results. It appears that no further progress can be made without using humans as the base
organism. Our recommendation at this time is that the experimental animals be kept alive for
further study and as possible prey for field testing of newer suggested hybhd B.O.W.s, such asthe
upcoming Tyrant series.

Jesus. Billy rifled through the pages, looking for the rest of the report, but there were only ahandful
of coffee-stained feeding schedules.

Tyrant series. All the creatures we've seen . . . And they were working on something that
could conceivably kick said creatures asses.

“Hal”
Billy looked up, saw Rebecca holding something small up inthe air, atriumphant grin on her face.
“Did, anyone?’

He dropped the report back on the table. “Y ou're kidding me.”

“Nope. It wasin one of the cages.” Shetossed theitem to him. Billy caught it, felt hisown grin
surfacing. It was exactly what held been looking for, arounded knob made to fit on the front of the



combination lock downgtairs.
“Four eight six three?” Billy asked, and Rebecca nodded.

“Four eight six three,” she repeated, and held up her hand, showing him her crossed fingers. Billy
crossed hisown. It was dumb, achild's superstition, but he was long past the point of caring whether or
not he appeared rationa. Anything that could help, held giveit ashot.

“Let'sgo see” he sad, fedling hope resurface yet again as they moved out of the monster's room,
amazed at how reslient that particular feding was. There was a quote somewhere, about how aslong as
there was life, there was hope. He'd heard it when held been on trid, had thought it obvious and stupid at
thetime. How strange and somehow marvel ous, that he would discover the truth of that statement fighting
for hislifein such very different circumstances.

Together, they headed back for the [ab. Billy kept hisfingers crossed.

Tweve

He watched the young twosome crawl down from the hole, make their way back to the
combination door. Findly, they'd found away to get it open; he'd expected them to break the lock, but
one of them had apparently found the leech growth records, had worked out the code.

It seemed a single Hunter, alone knight, was no match for them. The young man was surprised, but
not overly so, watching asthey opened the locked door. They possessed some small animal cleverness,
these two; how sad for the world that they had to be destroyed.

Theyoung man smiled. Humanity would surely recover from theloss, in ampletimeto effect
Umbrellas crucifixion. Besides, the children were dready in place.

Billy pushed the door to the cable car hanger open, the two of them smiling, congratulating one
another asthey “discovered” their means of escaping the lab. The cable car was operationa, although
they wouldn't be operating it; their lives were mere seconds from ending. The children watched from the
shadows beneseth the car, from the haf-drained sewers, gathering into humanoid form, one, two of them.
With athought, asigh, the young man released them from harness, sent the two bishops lurching towards
their prey.

A sound, a scream. He frowned, turned one of the false men to see what had cried out from the
darkness behind them—and it was attacked by an Eliminator, the primate jumping on the humanoid
collective from out of nowhere, howling asit ripped into the midst of the children with dripping jaws.

From the platform, Rebeccaand Billy were aerted by the sound of the fight, were ready with their
wegpons. Furious, torn, the young man hesitated, wanting to finish them, to kill, but concerned for the
children—

He sent them forward, ignoring the primate's attack, |etting the many stream away fromitsvicious
jaws, reform again at the edge of the platform next to the second collective. The two fase men
clambered over therall, eager to taste of the interlopers. The Eliminator followed, legping after them.



He watched in horror as Billy got off asingle blast at one of the false men with his shotgun,
managing aclear shot. The young man fet the many screaming, felt the hive diminish, and hisfury
intensified, was fraught with anguish now, too, as Billy fired again, Rebeccajoining in with her handgun.
In bare seconds, one of the collectives was effectively destroyed.

“No, no!” The many had never faced a shotgun, hed had no ideathey could be so readily injured
by it, but he couldn't retreat now, not in mid-attack. His racing thoughtstold the survivorsto raly, tojoin
with the second false man asthe Eliminator legped for Billy, snatched a him with thick claws. The
primate grappled with the killer—and then the two of them went over therail, disgppearing into the
sawerswith amighty splash.

Rebecca screamed, rushed to the railing, but the second collective was amost upon her now. The
young man felt a hot satisfaction, watching as the fal se man extended one magnificent arm, dapped at
Rebecca's stupid, screaming face hard enough to knock her down. Sherolled away as he paused,
deciding how best to finish her. Thelossto the hive was tremendous, unprecedented, he wanted to be
sureshepadforitin full—

—except shewasrolling to her feet now, holding Billy's dropped shotgun, her face contorted with
rage. Shefired at the collective, blew one of itsarms away, the children shrieking in pain as shefired
again, and again.

The young man could bardly see her now, the gazes upon her too few, many of the watchers dying
even as he struggled to maintain contact. Hislast vison of her was awatery outline, ashadow growing
darker, findly disappearing atogether.

Around him, the many wept, their sdt tears blending into their joined tracks, the sorrowful smell of
ocean rising up from their despairing mass. The young man closed his eyes, wept with them, but not for
long. His anger wastoo great; she had to die, as her murdering boyfriend had surdly died.

He didn't dare risk more of the children ...
The Tyrant. Hisking.

He managed asmile. Hisanger was great; hiswrath would be greeter ill.

There was aMagnum on the cable car, locked in the cold, rubbery fingers of adead man. Asthe
amadl aerid car madeits short journey from one platform to ancther, gliding slently through the unknown
dark, Rebecca pried the revolver free. It was unloaded. She remembered that Billy was carrying a
couple of speed loaderswith .50 caliber Magnum shells, but hewas....... is, he isalive and I'm going to
find him, shetold hersdf firmly, stepping from the cable car once it swung to astop, ignoring the terrified
voicein the back of her mind, the part that kept insasting he was surely dead. Billy was gone, lost to the
fast-moving sewer benegth the cable car platforms, which had swept him and that monster in this
direction, but hewas dive, and she was going to find him. The thought cycled, repeated itsdlf; she owed
him that hope, that belief, severd times over.

The second cable car platform was much like the first, small and cold and dark, but there was a set
of stairsleading up and out of the hangar. Rebeccatook a minute to resituate her weapons, to reload the
nine-millimeter. Billy had the remaining shotgun shells on him, but held rel oaded after that monster had
attacked her outside the kennel room—

—after he saved your life, agan—



—and therewere till two rounds left; shewouldn't leaveit behind, nor did shethink it wiseto leave
the Magnum. She never knew when she might find another cache of ammo. The heavy revolver dragged
on her belt, the shotgun hard on her injured shoulder, but she wanted to be ready for anything.

He's dead, Rebecca. You have to save—
No.

—save yourself now, have to—

No!

She hurried up the gairs, ignoring her body'sfatigue, have to find him, have to. At thetop of the
flight, adoor, the door opening into a massive, mostly empty warehouse room, the far end open to the
night. Rebecca walked across the bare room, stepping over the floor's transport track, moved past
rusting barrelsthat lined the wals, her mind too full of Billy for her to think straight. If hewas hurt, if he
was—

Dead. He might be dead. She started to rgject the thought out of hand, but this menta voice
wasn't terrified, wasn't in ablind panic; it was cam. Reasonable. Shetook afew deep breaths, stood a
moment on the industrial platform eevator that bordered the big room, studied the cool, deep blue sky of
early morning; the clouds were findly breaking up, ahandful of pae, disant stars shining down. The
storm had passed. She hoped it was an omen of good thingsto come. . . But she could only hope. If
Billy was dead—and he probably was—she would have to dedl withiit.

But I'm not doing anything until | know.

There was acontrol console on the platform eevator's north side. Rebecca studied the controlsa
moment, finaly deciding she should descend to the lowest level listed, B-4, try to find an entrance to the
sewersthere. She pushed the control button. The huge, octagona platform jerked, then started down,
the walls of the massive well that surrounded the platform diding up and past, the night sky dwindling
overhead.

The devator finaly settled into an expansive room, utilitarian, al gray walsand stedl. To her right
was asmall office marked security, and ashort hal that ended a another, more conventiona eevator,
like from an office building. To her I€eft, acave-in; mounds of rubble hegped up to alow, broken
celling—and there appeared to be a second e evator there, in front of the stacked debris, this one bigger,
awarehouse lift.

She stepped from the platform, checking for signs of lifein the poorly lit room, her steps curioudy
quiet on the chipped concrete. It was empty. She moved to the security office, found it locked—but a
glance through the grimy window set into the door told her there was nothing there worth scavenging.

She sighed, unsure which way to go. Her plan was to keep descending, her hope that eventualy,
sheld make it to water, but either eevator might lead her in the wrong direction.

S0, pick one. It's better to be wrong than to waste time trying to decide. Right. She mentaly
flipped acoin, then headed for the elevator west of the platform.

She reached for the control pand, for the single button there——and a soft ping sounded, asthe
elevator cameto astop on her floor.

She scrambled back, there was no time, no place to run. She flattened herself in the corner as close
to the doors as she could get, praying that whoever it was would be in too much of a hurry to ook



behind them.

The doors did open. She held the shotgun ready, held her breath as alone figure stepped out, abig
man, wearing a vest-Rebecca lowered the shotgun, eyes wide as Enrico Marini spun around, aming his
nine-millimeter a her.

“Don't shoot!”

She saw surprise, the shock of recognition register on his face, and then he pulled up, aimed at the
caling.

“Rebecca,” he said, rdlaxing dightly, and she noticed the dirt on his hands and face, the smear's of
blood on hisarms. The knuckles of both hands |ooked battered and bruised; hisS.T.A.R.S. vest was

ripped in severad places. Obvioudy, she hadn't been the only Bravo team member struggling to survive.
“Areyou okay?’

“Youredive,” shesaid, stepping forward, so happy to see him that she didn't know how she
waan't crying with relief. He clumsily embraced her with one arm, patting her shoulder before stepping

away.
“The others?’ she asked.

Enrico turned, looked toward the industrid lift. “ They came ahead. We were looking for Edward,
andyou.”

She lowered her eyes. “ Edward—he didn't makeiit.”

Enrico's gaze hardened dightly, but he only nodded. “Did you see the rest of the team come
through?”

“ NO_"

“They must have just missed you,” he said. “We found these documents ...“ He shook his head, as
if denying astory that would take too long to tell. She understood completely.

“Due east of hereisan old mansion,” he continued. “We believe that Umbrelausesit for research.
Come on. We can catch up to them if we hurry.”

He started to walk away, and she felt her heart knot, ahot, hard fist in her chest.
“Wait!” she blurted, before she could think twice. “I've got to find Billy.”

Enrico turned, gtared. “Billy Coen?Y ou found him?’

“Yes, but we got separated, and . . “ Shetrailed off, not sure how to explain.

“No point worrying about him,” Enrico said. “Hewon't makeit, anyway. Let'sgo.”

“Sir, |I—* She swallowed, forced hersdlf to meet hisgaze. “It'salong story. But I—I need to find
him. Don't worry, I'll catch up with you.”

“Rebecca,” he arted, then seemed to read something in her voice, in her face, perhaps the same
story sheld read in his—too much had happened, and any explanation would probably take longer than
ether of them could afford.



“Becareful,” he said, and she drew hersdf up, gave him afirm nod, the acknowledgement of one
professiona to another. He turned and Started away. She watched him go, watched as he reached the
pile of rubble on the other side of the vast room, turned to the elevator there, disappeared from her sight.

| finally find my team, and tell them to go ahead without me, she thought, too weary to be
astounded by her decison. They were dive, a least. As soon as she found Billy, she—they—would
head east, catch up to the team at the Umbrellamansion.

She checked the eevator that Enrico had appeared from, found that it only went up. That made her
decision easier, anyway. She walked across the room to the other one. She pushed the recall button,
heard the creak and jerk of movement, the mechanism humming from somewhere indgde the shaft. It was
dow, crawling back from wherever Enrico had taken it. Rebecca leaned againgt the door, wishing it
would hurry. She wastoo tired to stop moving, afraid that she might not get started again.

A large chunk of rock rolled down from the shadows at the top of the debris pile, hit the cement
floor not far from where she stood, broke into several pieces. It was quickly followed by another, then a
third—and then asmal avaanche, many of the dabs shifting, resattling asasmal cloud of dust rose up
from the fallen debris. Rebecca stepped back from the elevator door, eyeing the pile nervoudy.

Crunch. Crunch. Crunch.

What sounded like heavy footsteps, coming from the mound of wreckage. More rock shifted,
clattered to the floor.

“Enrico?’ she asked, her voice hopeful and very smdl in the dust-choked air.
Crunch.
Crunch.

She pushed the recdl button again. From the sound, the evator continued to inch closer, but now
she could see something moving, something in the shadows. Something big. And it was coming for her.

Billy held on to the broken remains of an eroded support pillar, waves and eddies of cold, dark
water rushing past him, working to loosen his numb fingers. He held tight, haf conscious, tried to assess,
to resolve. He could barely think at al. He remembered the monkey—

—baboon, she said——attacking, itsdirty claws sinking into his upper a'ms, remembered hitting
therailing, hard. Remembered the splash of grimy water, the oily, sour taste and smell of it asit washed
over him, Rebecca shouting his name, her voice fading as the current carried him away. Therewasthe
gurgling scream of the panicked animal asit let go, was drawn under—and then therewas an
outcropping of rock, and a sharp pain at one temple, and—and now he was here. Somewhere.

Hewas hurt, dizzy, logt. To hisright, the waters gathered and roared, pushing their way through a
giant pipethat led into darkness, a pipe more than big enough to swallow him whole. There was some
kind of walkway perhaps ten metersto hisleft, suspended over the swirling water, but it might aswell
have been ten klicks, for his chances of getting to it. The water was too fast, too wild, and he wasn't the
best swimmer even on agood day.

He hdld on. It was all he knew how to do.



Thirteen

The creature that pulled itself up and out of the rubble was like nothing Rebecca had ever seen
before. It stood up near the top of the debris pile, raised its arms as though stretching, alowing her a
clear look at it, making her mouth go dry, her palms sweat. She had a sudden, desperate urgeto go to
the bathroom.

It was humanoid. Human, amogt, in that it had the facia features of aman—except no man glowed
s0 pae, itshairless skin, its body, aluminous near-white. No man had claws that extended amost the
length of hisarms, the talons curved and shining like stedl knives, longer on the right hand than on the | ft.
Thethick ropes of itsveins were visible through its skin; masses of red and white tissue humped over its
huge shoulders, acrossits massive chest. Clusters of blood-red soreswere liberaly scattered over its
three-meter tall body, and much of itslower face had been ripped away, revealing ableeding,
flesh-and-bone grin, which it turned to Rebecca now, snicking its talons as though greetly anticipating
their mesting.

The cresture |looked down at her, itsimposs ble grin seeming to widen dightly. She could hear it
breathing, a harsh raping sound, could actualy see the pump of its strange, pulsing heart, only partly
shielded by itsribcage.

Barely aware that she'd raised the shotgun, Rebecca fired.

The blast peppered its chest with black, sudden ribbons of blood diding down its body, and it
threw back its huge, bald head and screamed, a sound like Armageddon, like the end of everything.
There was more rage, more fury than pain, and Rebecca suddenly understood that she wasn't going to
survive very much longer.

With asingle, graceful legp, the monster sprang from the pile of shattered rock, hit the floor not four
meters away in acrouch. Rebecca could fed the ground tremble. Its stedl talons raked against the
concrete asit drew itsdf up, its gray, maignant gaze fixing on her. She backed away, pumping the
shot-gun, her entire body shaking as shetried to aim, tried to target its horrible grin. It stepped closer,
came between her and the el evator—just as she heard the elevator car dideto astop, heard the door
unlatch.

The cresture took another step. At least it's slow; if | can lure it away, then run back—

Another step, and she could hear and see a crack appear in the pavement beneath itsthick black
toe-nails. She moved back, tried to lengthen the distance between them—

—and suddenly it was running, fast, ablur asit dropped one arm, sweeping it up, the blades of its
hands close enough for her to see areflection of her own movement as she dove out of theway. She did
ashoulder roll, clutching the shotgun to her chest, coming to her feet even asthe creaturefinished its
strange, sweeping run. Sparks flew up from thewall next to the elevator, acontrol pand ripped apart—

—and behind her, lights flashed, an darm sounded—and a massve metd door between her and
the platform elevator she'd come down on began to close, diding down. It would cut the roomin
half—and trap her with the freakish mongter.

Sheran, determined to be on the other side of that door. It was heavy and dropping fast, athick
dab of metal—surely impenetrable to the creature. She cleared it easily, turned to watch, running
backward.



The manmade monstrosity started after her, ducking benegth the lowering pandl. She felt her heart
hammering, a sheen of sweat breaking out across her body; if she ended up on the same side as that
thing, it wasdl over.

She waited, the creature moving toward her dowly, surely—and as the bottom of the door reached
theleve of her head, she ran back to the other side, having to duck herself, praying that the thing would
end up trapped.

It started to follow again, crouching, raising its claws over its head asit moved under the door. She
felt aflash of hope, that the door would crush it— and then she heard metal screech asits giant talons
dug groovesinto the lowering pand. She watched in horror, in amazement, asit actudly dowed the
door's descent just enough for it to get undernegth. Then it was through, and the door settled to the floor
with aresounding clang.

Her every inginct wastelling her to run, to get away—but there was nowhere to go. With that door
coming down, the room was barely bigger than her studio gpartment. She had to get insde that elevator.
It was her only chance.

She brokefor it, grabbed the handle to the door, started to dide it open—and heard the monster
coming, heard the pound of its heavy feet, the crack of cement asit thundered toward her.

Shit! Shedidn't even turn, ingtinctively knowing that there wasn't time. She dropped insteed, fell to
her knees and scrambled to one side—just as those claws came crashing down, hacking into the elevator
door, piercing the wall where sheld been standing only a second before.

She stumbled backward as the monster turned, fixed its gaze on her again, took astep. It was as
focused, as relentless as some kind of machine. It drew one overlong arm back, like it was going to toss
abdl, perhaps, and took a second rumbling step.

Think, think! She couldn't outfight it, probably couldn't kill it with what she had |eft: her only hope
wasto trick it somehow ...

The plan was till forming even as she put it into action. The cresture wastoo big, it couldn't easily
stop onceit started to run; if she got it moving, ducked out &t the last second, she might havetimeto get
the elevator door open. She stopped moving, asfar from the elevator as she could get in the small space.

Another step. The talons snicked. It took al of her will not to bresk and run. She kept the shotgun
pointed at the creature, readied hersdlf to dive for the elevator as soon asit picked up speed.

The mongter's grin widened asits knees bent dightly, asit readied to spring—

—and then it was moving, only afew running steps and it would be on her. Rebeccaflew, ducked
and ran, damming into the eevator door, grabbing at it with trembling, hurried hands. Shejerked the
door open, blundered inside, turned to close the door—

—and the thing was dready fixed on her again, dready moving fast, much too fast. The door
wouldn't hold, she knew it. She brought the shotgun up, no timeto aim, fired.

The blast caught itsright shoulder. It staggered back, screaming, blood flying from its shredded
wound, and then Rebecca saw nothing more. She dammed the door closed, hit the lowest button on the
board, squeezed her eyes shut and started to pray.

Seconds passed. The eevator continued down, down—and finally came to a stop. She stopped
praying long enough to hear the rushing water outside— must be the sewer —but she was too freaked to



care much for the moment, her body till trembling wildly.

After what seemed along time, the shaking subsided. Shewas okay ... or dive, at least, and that
was something. With afind prayer that she might never see that thing again, Rebecca pushed the door
open and stepped out.

* * %

William Birkin was findly—findly!'—eaving when he heard the inhuman scream echo through the
otherwise slent facility, a scream of pure rage. He stopped at the entrance to the small, underground
tunnel that led to the outside, looking back toward the executive control room. He'd spent the last two
hoursin thetiny, hidden areg, firgt struggling to make the decision, then struggling to make the computer
obey his override commands. The destruct sequence was set for just over an hour; as Wesker had
suggested, the obliteration of the facility and its surrounding complex would coincide with the beginning of
anew day.

That scream . . . HEd never heard anything likeit, but knew immediately what it was, having seen
the project initsfina stages. Nothing el se could make such a sound. The Tyrant prototype was loose.

The shadows that bordered the narrow tunnel suddenly seemed too deep, too lonely. Too capable
of secrecy. Birkin turned and hurried awa